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19ol. No. 121. 


Lllustrated Interviews. 
LXXIV.—MR. HENRY WOODS, R.A. 


By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. 


JAN spite of his long residence in 
Venice, there is nothing about 
Mr. Henry Woods which sug- 
gests the “ Italian in England,” 
to use the title of one of the 
most famous of the poems of 
Robert Browning, whom he knew. Indeed, 
to use the title of another of these poems, the 
famous artist remains an “Englishman in 
Italy,” finding the inspiration of his art and 
the subjects of his pictures in the populace 
and the architecture of the Queen of the 
Adriatic. 

“I was born,” said Mr. Woods, in answer 
to my first question, when I had caught 
him during one of his periodical sojourns 
in London, “fin 1846, and am a native 
of Warrington, Lancashire. My earliest 
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recollections are of a few lovers of art 
there. Some of them are still living and 
have added to their number, as evidence 
of which they have built an art gallery in the 
town. Fortunately for me, at the grammar 
school at which I was educated the head 
master was an amateur, a clergyman, who 
used -to paint in water-colours. ‘There was 
also a school of art there: it was founded 
when I was a child, and my ambition was to 
attend it. The master was Mr. J. Christmas 
Thompson, a portrait-painter, and he had 
studied under Sir William Allen, R.A., who 
is still living there. My ambition was 
achieved in this direction, for I went 
there when I was between eight and 
nine, and I used to work there even on 
Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, my 
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only play-time. A great impetus was 
given to art in the North by the Art 
Treasure Exhibition in Manchester in 1857. 
I remember Gainsborough’s ‘Blue Boy’ 
and Maclise’s work being exhibited there, 
and I remember waiting for an hour and 
being pushed through the crowd by reason 
of my size to see Wallis’s ‘Death of 
Chatterton,’ which was lately at the Guildhall. 
It was about this time that I obtained a 
bronze medal, which I still have, and of 
which, at the time, I was very proud, because it 
represents two which were awarded to me in 
1857. The works for which these medals— 
two in one—were obtained were done chiefly 
during my play-time. One of the drawings 
was some plants from Nature and another 
was from a cast. They were excellent studies 
for what was to follow. I recollect that 
floggings were rather frequent at the grammar 
school to which I went, but in consequence 
of my success in art the master declared that 
he would not flog me any more, though he 
immediately proceeded to add that he put it 
to my honour not to deserve the punishment, 
and that, to my childish mind, took away all 
the kudos I had gained.” 

“ Did you live up to what was required of 
you?” I asked, with something like awe at 
the idea of any youth of eleven being sud- 
denly transformed into a saint. 

“No,” replied Mr. Woods, with a little 
laugh of recollection; “I often deserved 
floggings, but the master kept his word and I 
never got them, though I was often made the 
figure-head of a good deal of mischief which 
the boys went in for, in consequence of my 
being in their company. It was about that 
time that I made up my mind to be an artist, 
though my father wanted to make me an 
architect, as he had made the acquaintance 
of one who was restoring the Parish Church 
at Warrington. It was at the Warrington 
School of Art, when about fourteen, that I 
first met my friend—and later my brother- 
in-law—Mr. Luke Fildes, who came from 
Chester to study under Mr. Thompson. We 
soon became friends, and generally worked 
together. My enthusiasm for art went 
up by bounds at the great International 


Exhibition in 1862, to which I went 
frequently during a fortnight’s visit to 
London. The result of this was that 


I had a very strong inclination to go to 
London for good. Upto the age of eighteen, 
however, I remained at Warrington, working 
there. Then some art scholarships were 
offered, all over England, by the Science and 
Art Department. 1 did the necessary work, 
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and was appointed a national scholar at 
South Kensington. The education at that 
time was purely experimental, but was good, 
as, indeed, it is now, but still experimental. 
The idea of the national scholarship was not 
to make artists, but to be of use to designers 
in the various manufactures of England. I 
chose stained glass designing, because I knew 
I should in that way be able to study the figure 
from the antique and the life. I worked at that 
for a year, and was re-appointed for another 
year, when I began to make myself useful, and 
did some preliminary work in assisting in 
decorative work in the Museum. In my third 
year they were willing to appoint me again, 
but I saw that stained glass was of no use to 
me ; I did not care about it. Then I began 
to do wood drawing, gradually getting work 
on various periodicals, and among other 
things, later on, I illustrated Trollope’s ‘Vicar 
of Bulhampton.’ The Graphic was then 
started, and my old friend, the late Mr. W. 
L. Thomas, placed me on the staff as one of 
the first members, and with the early Christ- 
mas numbers I had a great deal to do jointly 
with Fildes. On the Graphic I often did 
work that interested me, and got me into a 
quick way of fixing an interesting motive, 
while occasionally I left London for subjects. 

“I witnessed many stirring events and 
often had motives suggested for pictures, 
which, had I stayed in England, I should 
undoubtedly have painted. 

“In the summer, however, I used to drop 
wood drawing and go painting. My first 
picture was a little Welsh landscape, which 
was hung at the first exhibition of the Royal 
Academy ever held at Burlington House, and 
the following year I had a little black and 
white drawing exhibited there, since which 
time, until the season of 1899, I never 
missed an exhibition.” 

“ When did you first go to Venice? ” 

“In 1876 I accompanied Mr. and Mrs. 
Fildes, and started a few little pictures, but 
after two or three months I came back and 
resumed my wood drawing for the Graphic. 
How I came to go was simply tbat Mr. 
Fildes: had been there with Mr. Marcus 
Stone. They told me a great deal about 
the city, and said it would suit me, as I had 
been painting before that, chiefly at Streatley- 
on-the-Thames, pictures in which the back- 
ground and figures were of equal interest. 
The Thames, at that time, was very different 
from what it is now, and on ordinary week- 
days you never saw anyone on it except in the 
month of August. I began at first at Cook- 
ham, where Frederick Walker was painting, 
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but I didn’t know him until some years 
later. In the following year I went to 
Hurley, where I painted with Tissot and 
Heilbuth, Fildes and Macbeth. ‘Tissot was 
painting studies, and so were the rest of us, 
of a model who was put in a boat in a 
meadow, actually for a picture by Fildes. 
The lot of us had the place to ourselves, so 
we worked with no interruptions. The modern 
house - boat was 
almost unknown 
in those days, 
and only one or 
two steam 
launches ever 
came up so high. 
Henley Regatta 
was on a much 
quieter scale than 
it is now, and 
was not so well 
known. The 
people who went 
up the Thames 
were the ones 
who knew the 
river and loved 
it, and cared to 
picnic and camp 
out in the mea- 
dows. There 
were some men 
from the Temple 
I recollect 
amongst the 
early campers 
out, who always 
respected the 
property they 
were on. 
“Amongst 
working friends 
at Streatley were 
Vicat Cole, Kee- 
ley Halswelle, 
and S. P. Jack- 
son. Jackson had 
a steam launch 
and Halswelle 
had a house-boat, 
one of the first of 
the kind to be 
seen there, and 
we used to have 
a good time, 
often spending 
our evenings on 
the house - boat, 
which we took up 
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the river on Sundays when we went picnick- 
ing. I was rather a good canoeist in those 
days, and I remember once the Thames 
being in a high flood, and I went up from 
Cookham to Streatley in a day, often across 
the meadows instead of going through the 
locks. Halswelle was a most rapid worker, 


and did a large number of small pictures to 
be exhibited at a “one-man show.” 
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he was one of the most rapid painters who 
ever existed, and he rarely worked more than 
two hours in the morning and two hours in 
the afternoon. 

“ Fildes was then making a study for his 
picture of ‘The Widower’ at Aldworth, an 
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old village three miles over Streatley Hill, 
where thcre are some Crusaders’ monuments 
and a record in the church that Queen Eliza- 
beth visited it to see them. At Streatley I 
painted several pictures, all of which were 
exhibited at the Royal Academy. Only one 
found a place over the 
line, but I had an offer 
for it from a purchaser, 
which I refused. When 
it came back into my 
hands, thinking I could 
improve pieces of it, I 
painted out the figures, 
but somehow I never 
did anything more with 
it, and it has remained 
in that state until to- 
day. Heilbuth was a 
good friend of mine, 
and in 1878 a fine pic- 
ture of Van Hannan’s, 
‘ Pearl Stringers,’ was 


exhibited in the Paris 
Exhibition. |Heilbuth 


asked me to congratu- 
late Van Hannan for 
him on my return to 
Venice, but I did not 
then know Van Hannan. 
On my way back to 
Venice, however, I saw 
the picture in Paris he 
had spoken about, and 
arriving in Venice I’met 
some Austrian friends 
who called themselves 
the ‘Sand Club,’ as 
they used to bathe off 
the Lido. There I was 
introduced to Van 
Hannan while we were 
both in bathing cos- 
tume, and I was able 
to give him Heilbuth’s 
message. We have 
since been close 
friends. 

“My returning to 
Venice for a long stay 
had in it something of 
a dramatic element. 
One day I went to 
Streatley and found the 
had always 
occupied engaged, so 
without unpacking my 
things I returned to 
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started off for Venice, where I arrived in three 
days. In August I returned to England, and 
among a pile of letters at my studio await- 
ing my coming I found one from the Art 
Union of London requesting me to call for 
a cheque in payment for a picture then at 
the Royal Academy. On 
further search I discovered 
their request for the order 
for the picture, and telling 
me-that it had been 
selected by one of their 
prize - winners. Back to 
Venice I went—that was 
in 1878—and took a 
studio in the picturesque 
part of San Trovaso. 
There I painted the 
‘Ducal Courtyard,’ 
‘Street Trading in 
Venice,’ the ‘ Gondolier’s 
Courtship,’ and another 
picture, all of which are 
now in the Schwabe 
Gallery in Hamburg. 
Before that, however, I 
had painted two pictures 
which were purchased by 
Messrs. Agnew, the first 
of a long series of trans- 
actions with them. 

“In my ‘Bargaining 
for an Old Master’ I 
had for a background a 
shop covered with copper 
vessels of all sorts. It 
took three hours to fit it 
up every day. The pro- 
prietor had an imbecile 
assistant who used to 
work for nothing. The 
only business transaction 
I ever noticed there, and 
I worked there for five 
or six hours a day during 
a period of two months, 
was the sale of a coffee- 
pot, which was sold for 
fivepence. The trans- 
action was not a par- 
ticularly happy one, for 
the woman bargained so 
closely for it that the 
proprietor cursed her for 
not wanting to pay 
enough for people to live 
on. His ideas of the 


a 
225 


“A year or two after I was passing the 
house and noticed that the shop had gone, 
but the man was still about. ‘You have 
given up the bronze business ?’ I said to him. 

“<: Yes, I do something on commission,’ he 
replied ; ‘I was getting too thin on it.’ 





sum necessary for living 
on were evidently limited. 
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“I didn’t believe that was possible, as he 
always struck me as being preternaturally 
thin at the time he was carrying on the 
business. 

“In front of the picture an old man is 
represented seated in a very decayed gilt 
chair, which had once been in the salon of 
a palace. I wanted to find a chair of this 
description, and I heard there was one in the 
Ghetto, so I went there. There I saw the 
very chair I wanted in the shop of a good- 
natured old man, to whom I said that I 
didn’t want to buy the chair, but I would like 
to hire it. 

“<I will lend it to you,’ he said; ‘you can 
have it for as long as you like and return it 
to me when you have finished with it.’ 

“T noticed that several loafers were hang- 














‘f FIRST COMMUNION DAY.” 
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ing about at the time, and about two months 
after a porter came to me with a seedy-looking 
person in a frock-coat, and announced that 
the gentleman had bought the business of the 
old Jew in the Ghetto, and wanted the chair, 
which, it happened, I had not yet used. 

“<: The old man lent it to me,’ I said, ‘but 
I will give you ten francs for the loan of it.’ 

“< Sir, replied the seedy individual in the 
frock-coat, ‘I sell, I do not lend ; the price 
is sixty francs.’ 

“The chair was not worth sixty francs, or 
anything like it, and as they saw I was getting 
suspicious and vexed, they began to back out. 
Then I got hold of a piece of firewood— 
threats are cheap anywhere—and pointed 
menacingly to the door. As they backed 
out I threw it after them and followed it by 
another lump down the well of 
the staircase, taking care not 
to hit them, they declaring I 
. should ‘hear from them to my 
disadvantage.’ 

“I at once started off to 
the Ghetto to investigate the 

matter, and found the shop 
exactly as it was two months 
ago, with the old man seated 
smoking in his chair. 

“< So you are here,’ I said; 
‘what about that chair? You 
have sold your business, I hear.’ 

“«Sold my business, he 
replied, ‘certainly not ; I hope 
to die in it. Why do you say 
that ?’ S 

“I told him the whole story, 
and he looked puzzled and 
said, ‘ Yesterday a porter came 
and asked me what I wanted 
for the chair the painter had 

borrowed, and I told him 
thirty francs.’ 

“In this way I found out 
that it was an attempt on the 
part of the man to make thirty 
francs out of me, but it was 
abortive, for I never saw them 
again nor did I ever ‘ hear 
from them to my disadvantage.’ 
Cases of this sort, however, 
are few and far between, but 
there is always something so 
amusing in being ‘done’ in 
Venice that one bears them 
no ill-will for the attempt. 

“This was my first picture 
exhibited as an Associate of 
the Royal Academy. 
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PREPARATION FOR FIRST COMMUNION 
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“ About 188r I found that I wanted a 
larger studio, and looked about everywhere, 


but could-not find one. At last I went to an 
old bric-à-brac shop and announced I would 
give a bonus of twenty francs for information 


as to where there was a likely place I could 
Vol, xxi. —2. 
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turn into a studio. The following day I heard 
through this novel advertising source of a sort 
of temple at the bottom of the garden at the 
Palazzo Vendramin, opposite the Church of 
Santa Maria della Carmine. I went down 
there and found it was occupied by a working 
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pastrycook. I saw at once that with a few 
changes I could build just the sort of studio 
I wanted. Fortunately there was in Venice a 
Royal Academy gold medallist, an English 
architect who spoke the language well, and he 
arranged all the business preliminaries for me. 
The cake man was in debt for six months’ 
rent, and I told him if he could get out in 
five days I would pay his arrears of rent and 
give him sixty francs in addition. He cleared 
out in three days, but, having spent his 
money, he returned to the neighbourhood, 
and threatened both Mr. Scott, the architect, 
and me with all sorts of dreadful things. I 
at once took a leaf out of his book and 
threatened him horribly, and my threats had 
such an effect that I never saw him again. 

“ Having made the necessary alterations 
and got a good studio, I commenced with 
my picture, ‘Preparation for First Com- 
munion.’ Most of the subjects of my 
pictures I have always seen in and about 
Venice, and the motive for this picture was 
suggested while strolling down a small ca/é. 
Some women were seated at a door, making 
what I thought were lace window curtains. 
I asked about their work, and they told me 
they were not window curtains, but veils for 
the First Communion. I asked them how 
the veils were put on, and they fitted one on 
a little girl, and the woman gave me the 
subject by saying, ‘It is not everyone who 
can fix a veil, I can tell you, sir; sometimes 
they have to get the priest to come and 
do it.’ 

“I at once started designing the subject, 
with a priest superintending the rehearsal. 
The man who stood for the priest was 
perfectly dressed for a rector, clean shaven, 
with white collar and snuff-box complete. 
In the spring I was finishing my picture, 
and in the garden behind my studio some 
gardeners from the country were working and 
chattering a great deal. This put me out 
fearfully, so I asked the model to go outside 
and speak to them. He was really a rough 
fellow of the facchino porter type, though he 
had the face of a priest. He got a ladder, 
put it against the wall, climbed up, and 
drew liberally from the vocabulary of his 
class when in wrath—blasphemy mostly — 
telling them that they had broken the 
professor’s soul. At once I saw the fun of 
the thing and ran upstairs to look at the 
scene through the shutter of a window, so 
that I might not be seen. The workmen, 
mistaking him for a priest in reality, were 
most devout and had saluted him with, ‘ Your 
servant, Rector!’ He, on the other hand, 
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thought they were chaffing, while the poor 
gardeners, aghast at the terrible language of 
the holy man, were crossing themselves and 
standing perfectly speechless at the idea of 
such a scandal.” 

“Do you often have such humorous 
episodes with your sitters ? ” 

“ Not infrequently. When talking together 
there is much in the manner of the Venetians 
which is almost Shakespearean. I remember 
a scene particularly so. Once I was painting 
a scene on a bridge at the Giudecca. On 
the shady side of it about a dozen facchini or 
porters used to sleep. They do not work 
much, but they are not lazy like the Nea- 
politans, for they can only get employment 
when a ship comes through. I had promised 
these men a bottle of wine if they would 
clear out of their favourite haunt until the 
picture was finished. One day some six or 
seven of them were awake, and one said to 
the other, pointing to my picture, ‘One must 
have patience for this craft.’ The second 
replied, ‘It’s not alone that, because, if it 
were that alone, I, too, could do the paint- 
ing ; I have patience. For thirty years I have 
waited for a “ Terno” (the highest prize) in the 
lottery from the saints, and I have patience ; 
and yet I am not good at this craft.’ Then 
in turn he pointed to my picture, and de- 
clared emphatically, ‘No; wanting a passion 
for the fine arts, patience is useless.’ 

“The third came to the rescue with the 
philosophic reminder that I had promised to 
pay a bottle when the picture was finished, 
and they left off speculating on art and 
patience to contemplate the bottle in imagina- 
tion. They got their bottle, but they had to 
wait a whole year for it. 

“Soon after that I commenced a series of 
pictures about the Scuola San Rocco. There 
is a stone seat there where loafers lie about. 
One day there was a little crowd about me 
talking of my work, and as they were making 
a good deal of noise I turned to the ringleader 
and said, ‘When the picture is finished, 
framed, and in the public gallery, and thou 
hast paid thy half-franc to see it, then criticise 
it-—not before.’ } 

“*Sir, I am no critic,’ replied the man. {I 
work, and I have a family depending on me.’ 

“Thou didst criticise,’ said another man, 
while an old man, rather wishing to excuse 
them, broke in with, ‘There is no one here, 
sir, who has the capacity or would pre- 
sume to criticise.’ 

“Then another spoke ; he would have done 
for one of the clowns in the ‘ Midsummer 
Night's Dream,’ and said, ‘If my master was 
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here he could criticise,’ upon which the old 
man asked, ‘ Who is thy master?’ I expected 
the answer to be ‘ Bottom,’ but he gave the 
name of a well-known man in Venice, and 
the old man, with a contemptuous expression, 
said, ‘ There are 
tailors here in 
Venice who 
know more of 
the fineartsthan 
thy master.” 

“At San 
Rocco there 
was a man who 
used to worry 
me by his con- 
versation. He 
had apparently 
small means of 
his own, for 
he passed his 
time dozing, 
generally. After 
pestering me a 
good deal he 
one day asked 
me if I knew 
Professor : 

“I replied, 
rather curtly, 
‘No.’ 

“Next day 
he opened out 
with, ‘It is curi- 
ous you don’t 
know my friend 
the professor.’ 

“* What does 
he do?’ I asked. 
‘This sort of 
thing?’ and 
pointed to my 
picture. 

“s Oh, no,’ 
he replied ; ‘ my 
friend is no 
painter on the 
Streets.’ 

“A girl stand- 
ing by broke in 








INTERVIEWS. it 
the Campo Giovanni e Paolo, quite in the 
traffic of the foot-passengers, but I always 
received every possible consideration, for the 
people gave me a wide berth so as not to 
interfere with me in any way. Most funerals 
must pass this 
Campo on their 
way to the 
cemetery. 
Some have a 
band waiting 
there. They 
land, and the 
procession 
makes the 
round of the 
Campo. On 
one occasion 
one of these 
processions 
pulled up just 
where I was, 
and one of the 
mourners ad- 
dressed me, 
and, pointing in 
the direction of 
the coffin, said, 
‘He also was a 
painter.’ I 
bowed, and the 
man added, 
‘And of great 
hopes.’ ” 

“ Haveyou no 
favourite place 
for painting 
near Venice? ” 

“Ves, a very 
favourite place 
is at the foot of 
the mountains 
going to Cadore. 
For over fifteen 
years I painted 
there, my most 
important pic- 
tures being 
‘The Water- 
Wheels of Sa- 








with, ‘I suppose 
he is a house- 
painter.’ 

“He has his studio,’ he went on ; then, 
seeing he had made rather a mess of it, he 
said, pointing to my picture, ‘But anyone 
can see you are a signor with a caprice, 
because you have a gondola.’ 

“Qn another occasion I was working in 
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vassa, ‘First 
Communion 
Veil? and ‘A 
Village in Venito? At that time a little 
carriage used to come every day to fetch me. 
One day, however, it did not turn up, and 
while I was waiting outside the mills a magni- 
ficent carriage belonging to the noble of the 
neighbourhood stopped, and the servants 
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came and inquired for the painter. I made “< Well,’ he exclaimed, aghast, astonished 
myself known, and they said there was no at the splendour of the equipage, ‘is this 
carriage available at the inn, so their master how the Associates do it ?’ 

had sent them for me. When I arrived at “During the course of the evening Mr. 
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Painted in 188r. 
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the inn in this carriage it took a turn in Hook told me of his having been in Venice 
front of the house, and to my surprise I saw in ’48, and the active part he took in the 
my friend, Mr. J. C. Hook, R.A., waiting stirring affairs there in that year. He was 
there. very tired and went to bed early, while I went 
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into the kitchen, where the Aaditués of the 
inn always sat. ‘They inquired as to who the 
gentleman was, and I said that he was ‘an 
English professor of painting who was also a 
Venetian veteran of 748.’ 

“ ‘The English professor merits some atten- 
tion at our hands,’ said one of the men, and 
loving, as they do, any excuse for demonstra- 
tion, they started to make the necessary 
preparations. Bengal lights and a band were 
at once arranged for for the next evening, and 
I went to bed. The following morning, 
however, I received a note from Mr. Hook 
saying that he had to leave for England the 
same night, and, just to get a few hours there, 
that he had gone off to Venice. This was a 
great disappointment to the people for they 
really love the English, and would have been 
delighted to have paid a compliment to an 
Englishman who had taken part in such 
stirring events as those of ’48.” 

Then our talk turned on Mr. Woods’ 
method of work, and he said, “I was elected 
a Royal Academician with MacWhirter and 
the late Henry Moore in 1893. I really 
paint quickly, but change a good deal 
during the progress of a picture. When- 
ever I am working at a picture in which 
there is any architecture, like steps or a 
balustrade, I have it copied and coloured 
like the original and pose my models on it, 
for a time at all events, rather than go always 
to the spot. By that time, however, I have 
already finished my background, and, if it is 
a quiet place, I have posed someone in the 
proper position wearing the particular colours 
I am working on, so that everything may be 
absolutely right. The light in Venice is a 
very flattering one, and is never like the white 
light one gets in London. The greater part 
of my pictures is done in a glass studio, 
quite like open air.” 

“Was your picture in the last Academy, 
“A Venetian Autolycus,’ painted in that 
way?” 

“ Precisely. He was an ‘absolutely real 
man, and used to cry, like Shakespeare’s 
Autolycus, ‘Pretty ribbons for pretty necks.’ 
I had intended painting one of these fellows 
for some years past. Whilst at work on the 
background the very man I wanted turned 
up, his tray piled with trinkets, powder-puffs, 
and pearl-powder, which form the largest part 
of their trade, with stockings, handkerchiefs, 
and similar articles—all rubbish, but of the 
most beautiful colour. He spoke to a woman 
who was working at artificial flowers, but she 
was deaf to his blandishments, and finding no 
business was to be done he put down his 
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stand and said, ‘ Business is so bad I will sell 
the whole thing for thirty francs.’ It was the 
very thing I wanted, so I called to my 
gondolier and said, ‘ Put it in the gondola 
just as it stands.’ 

“*Oh, make it forty francs,’ said my 
Autolycus, ‘ it is surely worth that.’ 

“ Not wanting the thing disturbed I made 
it forty francs, and in a minute the place was 
alive with gossip on ‘the caprice of the 
painter? A fat woman sitting by, who 
evidently had a shrewd knowledge of human 
nature, said: ‘It’s no caprice of the painter ; 
he knows what he is doing; it would cost 
him three times as much if he paid the man 
every time he wanted him to sit to him.’” 

From the people our talk verged to the 
city itself and the changes which have 
occurred there in late years. 

“ There are few really nasty changes,” said 
Mr. Woods, “although the fine view of the 
Church of the Salute coming down the Grand 
Canal has been completely ruined by the 
erection of a new ‘ Palace,’ and the beautiful 
island of St. Helena, where I painted two of 
my earliest pictures, has been destroyed by 
a railway truck manufactory at the very 
entrance of Venice, a state of things only 
comparable to what the building of a similar 
establishment would be in St. James’s Park. 

“As for the steamers about which there 
has been so much talk, they are of 
great use, and they pay, so that their 
presence is inevitable. Before their advent 
one could anchor one’s gondola and swim 
out with the tide along the Grand Canal, 
and that used to be a favourite amuse- 
ment of mine. Now one can do neither 
of these things, but the city has benefited 
greatly by the increased commerce. Of 
course, in the small canals the gondola is not 
intruded upon in any way, so that there is 
little interference with the picturesqueness 
there. ‘To see the real life of Venice one 
should go in the hot weather. Then, towards 
the evening, you will hear the splashing of 
water and the laughter of children, and sve 
the little ones supported on washing-boards, 
the fathers with the babies in their arms and 
the mothers taking care of the younger ones, 
all swimming about, enjoying themselves to 
their hearts’ content.” 

“Ts not the hot weather rather an un- 
healthy time in Venice ?” 

“Not at all. It is the Venetian bathing 
season ; the visitors are Italian, chiefly from 
every part of northern and central Italy, 
although the air is mostly sirocco. It 
is cooler in July than anywhere on the 
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Lombardy or Venetian plains. August is 
trying, consequent on mosquitoes, which are 
lively and aggressive. 

“ Compared with some years ago there are 
very few English residents now in Venice. 
Mr. Robert Browning was generally there 
during the autumn and early winter months. 
I think everything Venetian delighted him, 
particularly the plays in the Venetian dialect. 
I remember him telling an interesting 
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anecdote of Daniel Manin at Sir Henry 
Layard’s dinner-table. Of course you know 
Manin was styled the ‘ Liberator,’ and was the 
great man there in the stirring time of ’48. 
“““Vears ago I was residing in Paris,’ said 
Mr. Btowning. ‘Dickens was there also, 
and mentioned that Manin was living in 
Paris, a man who interested him much. He 
had found him out and done what he could 
to assist him. I am now at my wits’ end to 
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“SA MODERN AUTOLYCUS.' 
Copyright by Henry Woods, Esq., R.A. 


serve him, as he tells me that he cannot accept 
charity. He evidently looks upon my efforts 
on his behalf in that light; but we must 
think over something, as I know he is very 
badly off. I found out with some difficulty 
the Italian store where Manin bought his 
small necessities, and arranged with the pro- 
prietor that Manin should supply his wants 
at a very small cost. This plan succeeded for 
a few days only. Then the shopkeeper came 
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to me in a most excited state, saying that 
the “arrangement for Signor Manin could 
not go on. Even now there’s a crowd of the 
poorest Italians in Paris besieging my shop, 
demanding my rice and macaroni at the price 
I charge Signor Manin.” 

“t The good patriot had undoubtedly 
informed his fellow-countrymen where they 
could fare well and cheaply. All subsequent 
endeavours to help were useless.’ ” 
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Captain Barnacle 


By JoHN OXxENHAM. 


Author of ‘‘ God’s Prisoner,” “ Rising Fortunes,” “A Princess of Vascovy,” etc., etc. 


m=] HERE came the usual peremp- 
ay tory rat-tat on the front door, 
X4] and Miss Charity, in her faded 
black silk and her most 
engaging smile, ran up the 

—— stairs to answer it. Her 
sisters, Miss Faith and Miss Hope, in 
the dark little parlour - kitchen followed 
the track of the adventure up above with 
straining ears and anxious hearts. For you 





must know it was the 4th of August, and 





not a single one of their rooms was let, and 
that was a serious matter. 

There was the usual tentative colloquy on 
the front door-step. Then— 

“They've come in,” said Miss Faith, and 
clasped her hands thankfully. ‘1 had a feel- 
ing we should let to-day.” 

“Well, if they’re nice people -we’ll hope 
they’ll stop in,” said Miss Hope; “but we 
mustn’t be disappointed if they don't, 
Faith, dear. They don’t always, you know, 
and sometimes when Charity has told us 
about them afterwards we've been very glad 
they didn’t.” 

“I know. But I can’t ever remember not 
having a room let on the 4th of August, 
Hope. Its awful.” 

“We've always had somebody sooner or 


- 
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later, dear, and some of them have worried 
you two so that I’ve wished they’d never 
come.” 

““They’ve gone upstairs,” said Miss Faith, 
listening intently, with a sparkle in her eyes. 
“Tm inclined to think it’s all right. I wonder 
if they’ll take all the rooms and if they’ll want 
late dinners. I wish Parliament would pass 
a law making it compulsory to dine at one 
o’clock. It’s ever so much better for them 
than stuffing themselves with all kinds of 
things when it’s 
almost bedtime. 
They must have 
the most hor- 
rible dreams, 
some of them, 
I’msure. They’re 
coming down 


again. /They’re 
in the dining- 
room. They're 


going out. H’m! 
—call again, I 
suppose, when 
they ve tried to 
beat down some- 
body else with 
our prices. Well, 
Charity, dear— 
taken 2?” 

“Not yet,” said 
their younger 
sister, as she 
came down into 
the kitchen. 


S HEARTS.” “Took back 


presently.” 

“Or otherwise, as the case may be,” said 
Miss Faith. 

“ But I don’t know that they’d have suited 
us very well, Faith. She was an extensive 
person, all over jet beads, and five children, 
and a nurse and a parrot.” 

“ A parrot?” cried her sisters. 

“ Whatever does she take a parrot about 
with her for?” asked Miss Faith, who got 
her breath first. 

“Tt belonged to her husband who is dead, 
and she says she looks upon it quite as one of 
the family, and it goes everywhere with them. It 
remembers him perfectly, and sometimescries: 
‘George ! George !’ till she has to cover it up.” 

“I hope she won’t come back,” said Miss 
Hope. “It would be almost as bad as 
having a dead body in the house.” 
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It’s the 4th of August,” said Miss Faith, 
with a note of warning in her voice. 

“ A nurse is a good deal of a trial,” said 
Miss Hope; “but a parrot and a nurse——” 

“ Perhaps somebody else will come before 
she gets back. There are lots of people 
prowling round,” said Miss Charity. 

“I wish some of the nice ones would 
prowl this way,” said Miss Faith. ‘ What 
I would like would be an elderly lady—a 
real lady—with three nice, quiet, grown-u 
daughters, and perhaps a grown- up son, if 
he’s gentlemanly and doesn’t smoke.” 

“Tf we could make our lodgers to order, 
what very nice lodgers wed have,” said 
merry Miss Charity. She was not very much 
over forty, and a distant aroma of youth still 
clung to her like whiffs of the natural 
lavender with stalks of which, with their 
crumbling heads neatly done up in little 
muslin nightcaps, she delighted to sprinkle 
her drawers and linen cupboard. She was 
the connecting link between her elder sisters 
and the outer world. For Miss Faith did 
all the cooking and rarely went out 
during the season, and Miss Hope had 
been a hopeless invalid for more than twenty 
years—hopeless, however, only from the 
point of view of possible cure; in all other 
respects she was as full of the apostolic 
virtues as either of her sisters. Visitors 
rarely saw Miss Faith, and Miss Hope never. 
But Miss Charity, mingling with the gay and 
giddy throng above stairs, carried all the 
news below, and Miss Hope awaited her 
descents as impatiently as parted lovers or 
incipient’ authors await the postman, and 
Miss Charity never disappointed her. Every 
time she came down she brought a budget of 
news, or dashed off descriptive sketches of 
the nomads above which would have enabled 
those usually self-sufficient personages to 
correct many flaws in their characters if they 
could have listened to them. 

The parlour-kitchen was half underground, 
and from the front window possessed an 
aggravating view of passing skirts and trouser- 
legs. During the season it was the abode of 
a somewhat distressing complexity of odours, 
which no amount of through draught ever 
entirely removed. And here Miss Hope lay 
on her couch, week in and week out, and 
assisted the busy workers in various ways, 
but chiefly by means of her head and her 
tongue and her unfailing good humour. 
When, now and then, Cook Faith intrusted 
her with some simple side issue in the 
culinary department, such as the chopping of 
parsley or the beating of eggs—something 
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that she could do with her hands without 
moving her body—she was supremely happy 
for the rest of the day, and inclined to be a 
trifle puffed-up with conceit and the belief 
in a possible improvement in her incurable 
malady. Otherwise her time was spent in 
the concoction of worked tidies and the 
colouring of outline texts for the embellish- 
ment of the rooms upstairs. 

They were the daughters of a Noncon- 
formist country minister, who, on a stipend 
of £80 a year, had maintained his wife and 
family in a state of precarious happiness, 
and had clothed and educated the girls 


befittingly. How ?—Heaven and his wife 
only knew. What he did know was that 
after his wife died, when the youngest 


girl was about fifteen, he found it for some 
time harder to provide for four than it had 
been for five. But the girls were good girls, 
and soon learned how to manage the slender 
income. When that ended abruptly with 
their father’s death they came into a windfall 
of close on £700 from his insurance money. 
How he had ever managed to pay the 
premiums passed their comprehension. But 
there was the money, and with it they took 
a small house at Sparburgh and started a 
school. For a time it succeeded fairly weil, 
then dwindled in the face of growing 
competition, and at last they gave it up and 
decided to take in lodgers. ‘They had their 
bad times and their not so bad times. Pros- 
perity fought shy of the little grey house with 
the green Venetian shutters ; but, thanks to 
the money they had in the bank, they kept 
their heads above water and managed to 
present, if not a bold, at all events an equable 
front to the world. They lived—and looked 
to do little more till the time should come 
for them to dic. 

And yet the little grey house and the little 
grey lives had not been entirely devoid of 
romance. Once upon a time a certain 
Colonel, late of the Indian Army, retired from 
active service to energetic criticism, with a 
little money and a considerable temper, had 
taken the drawing-room upstairs and the 
bedroom adjoining, and had lived there all 
through the winter. In spite of his hot 
temper — which showed itself chiefly in 
violent fulminations against certain powers 
in the East, against whom he cherished a 
perpetual grievance—they grew to like him, 
and he them, especially Miss Charity, who 
waited on him. He would probably have 
retained the drawing-room as a permanency 
if he had not caught a chill in the spring and 
died. He left each of the elder sisters £50, 
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and £100 to Miss Charity—“ in token of 
the affectionate esteem which her devoted 
attention has awakened in the heart of a 
sick and troublesome man.” 

“Tf the Colonel had lived ———” became 
an accepted formula in the quaint little 
household. It was the dash of red in the 
grey of their lives, for the elder sisters held 
the profound conviction that if the Colonel 
had lived he would have married Charity — 
and incidentally themselves, of course, for 
they never would be parted—and the grey- 
ness would have been overlaid for ever with 
a covering of rose pink and the Colonel’s 
gold. It did them all good to think of that 
beautiful might-have-been, and helped them 
bravely through many a despondent hour. 
The Colonel’s little legacy bolstered up their 
drooping fortunes for a time, but the thought 
of the high estate that had so barely escaped 
them was infinitely more precious to them 
than the money. 

They just managed to keep the ship afloat, 
and they lived in the constant hope of another 
Colonel turning up and completing the hope 
which the late one had roused in them. 

They were, of course, too rigidly honest to 
prosper in their 
chosen walk in life. 
There was no land- 
lady’s cat at the little 
grey house, and Miss 
Hope’s tiny black 
kitten, which lay per- 
petually in her lap 
and played with her 
wools and paint- 
brushes, was too well 
cared for even to 
dream of attacking 
the lodgers’ stores, 
and moreover it was 
always given away 
before it arrived at a 
Stage of too great 
understanding, and 
was replaced by a 
replica of infantine 
Innocence. Never 
until a scrap of cold 
Tice-pudding had 
been sent upstairs at 
least three times, and 
been returned un- 
touched, was it 
allowed to be con- 
verted, by means of 
a spoonful of milk 


and a dash of fresh 
Vol. xx1. —3. 
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nutmeg on top and five minutes on the stove, 
into a sumptuous supper for Miss Hope. 

However, to return. The lady of the 
parrot did not come back. 

“And I’m really very glad she didn’t,” 
said Miss Hope, holding her work at arms’ 
length for a bird’s-eye view. It was the final 
tidy in a set of four, and was a somewhat 
wild departure from the usual run of her art. 
The set depicted in red thread on white 
linen four startling scenes in the life of a 
steeplechaser. No. 1, The Mount.—Jockey 
getting up on wrong side. Horse apparently 
paralyzed at the innovation. No. 2, The 
Start.—Horse on its hind legs pawing 
frantically upwards, and begging Heaven to 
witness its irresponsibility for anything that 
might happen to a man who didn’t know the 
right side of a horse. No. 3, The Race.— 
Horse ventre-d-terre in the most literal 
fashion. Jockey’s head twisted completely 
round, regarding unseen competitors with a 
self-satisfied smirk. No. 4, The Moral End- 
ing.—Horse and rider come to inextricable 
grief over two lines of red thread representing 
a paling. ` 

“ Finished, Hope, dear?” asked Miss Charity. 





FINISHED AT LAST,' SAID MISS HOPE,” 
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“Finished at last,” said Miss Hope. “You 
don’t think they'll be considered too frivo- 
lously depraved, do you, Faith ?” 

“I don’t think so, dear. We get all kinds 
of people, you know, and to some they might 
be attractive. And anyway, you make it all 
right in that last one. If that doesn’t turn 
anyone against horse-racing I don’t know 
what will.” 

“Yes, that contains the lesson. The first 
three might attract, but I think the last one 
would discourage anyone. I almost cried 
over it. That poor horse!” 

“It is terrible!” said Miss Faith, regarding 
it with a little shiver. It was. 

“ One gets tired of doing pigs and cows all 
the time. I simply had to have a change,” 
said Miss Hope, by way of extenuation. 

“ TIl put them up in the drawing-room to- 
morrow,” said Miss Charity. “ Perhaps 
they’ll bring us luck.” 

“Luck, Charity, dear! There is no such 
thing as luck,” said Miss Hope. 

“It’s the 5th of August to-morrow,” said 
Miss Faith, with a sigh. 

“Well, I'll put them in the drawing-room, 
all the same.” 

And it really seemed as though, in spite of 
Miss Faith, the depraved tidies did bring 
them luck. 

There were several applicants for rooms 
next day, and they all promised to call again; 
but none of them did so. 

“ They were none of them quite our kind,” 
said Miss Charity, calmly. 

“Its the 6th to-morrow,” said Miss 
Faith. “I don’t ever remember not having 
let a single room by the 6th before. It’s 
terrible. We shall be in the workhouse if 
things go on this way.” 

It was quite late in the afternoon when 
Miss Charity wreathed her face in its 
pleasantest smile, for the sixth time that day, 
and tripped up the stairs to an unusually loud 
knock on the door. i 

Those below heard the rumble of a big 
voice and the tread of heavy steps. 

“Its come in, whatever it is,” said Miss 
Faith. 

“Tt saunds to me like an elephant,” said 
Miss Hope. “Perhaps this one carries 
round her late husband’s elephant and treats 
it as one of the family.” 

“ Oh, but, my dear, we couldn’t do with an 
elephant about the house,” said matter-of- 
fact Miss Faith. “One must draw the line 
somewhere.” 

The little house almost shook under the 
visitant. Presently the outer door closed, 
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the heavy steps went past the window, and 
Miss Charity came down. 

“Whatever was it, Charity ? ” asked Miss 
Faith. “It sounded as if it would bring the 
house down.” 

“Oh, he’s not so bad as all that,” said 
Miss Charity. “It’s an old sea captain— 
Captain Barnacle. And if he likes it it may 
be a permanency.” 

“What has he taken ?” asked Miss Faith. 

“Drawing-room and the bedroom next to 
it? 

“The Colonel’s rooms,” murmured Miss 
Faith. 

“Hes gone up to the station for his 
traps,” said Miss Charity, “and were to 
have tea ready in halfan hour. He’s rather 
loud and heavy 3 

“We thought he was an elephant,” said 
Miss Hope. 

“ But I think he’ll be very nice, and if he’s 
a permanency, as he hinted, it will be a 
relief. Do you know, Hope, I believe it was 
your racing tidies that decided him to stop.” 

“Oh, Pm so glad,” said Miss Hope, 
clasping her hands. “Į was afraid they 
might turn people away. What did he say, 
Charity ?” 

“He looked at No. 4 for a long time 
first; then he looked all round till he found 
No. 1 and then Nos. 2 and 3. Then he 
looked at No. 4 again, and said, ‘Shiver 
my timbers! Did you do them, miss?’ and 
I ‘said, ‘No, it was my sister Hope did 
them.’ ‘And what’s your name, my dear ?’ 
he said. And I said it was Charity. And 
he said, ‘And where’s Faith?’ And I said 
she was down in the kitchen. And he said, 
‘Well, my dear, I’ve been taking soundings 
all round, and I’ve found no spot I like quite 
so well as this, so if we can come to terms 
I'll just drop anchor here for a while, and if 
so be as the berth suits me I'll, maybe, lie 
up here all winter.’ ” 

“That would be splendid if he turns out 
nice. He’ll want to smoke, I suppose ?” 

“ He may smoke all day and all night if 
he doesn’t burn the house down,” said Miss 
Charity. 

“Yes,” said Miss Faith, with a nod, “ the 
day after to-morrow’s the 7th. Now, if 
we could only let the other rooms, we’d be 
all right after all.” 

Captain Barnacle’s tea was ready for him 
when he returned with two big wooden sea- 
chests on a cab. He helped the man to 
carry them up, and the two sisters below sat 
trembling lest the house should come down 
upon their heads. He had brought in some 
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shrimps for his tea, and he sat a very long 
time over it. When Miss Charity went up, 
in answer to his ring, to remove the things, 
she hardly knew her own drawing-room, and 
stopped on the threshold with a little gasp of 
amazement. 

“Don’t be alarmed, my dear,” trolled the 
Captain, in a big, hearty voice. “I like to 
have my little things about me, then I feel at 
home. They’ve come from nigh every end 
© the world. Queer stories some of ’em 
have, too. Maybe I'll tell you about ’em 
some day. That spear might ha’ gone 
through my heart if it hadn’t been for——” 

“Oh, how terrible !” cried Miss Charity. 

“Wuss, if it had,” said the Captain. 
“Thats the revolver I always used to 
wear——” 

“Not loaded ? ” said Miss Charity, faintly. 

“Not loaded zow,” said the Captain, 
“cause there ain’t no occasion for it. You 
aint likely to mutiny, my dear, and try and 
creep in on the old man while he’s asleep——” 

“Oh!” cried Miss Charity, with a sense 
of shocked modesty. 

“Thats the time when a revolver comes 
in handy, my dear. That cutlass belonged 
to the captain of a Portugee slaver down 
Cameroons way. He died sudden. That's 
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a knobkerrie from Australia, and that curved 
thing’s a boomerang. When you throw it, 
if you know the trick of it, it comes back at 
you as hard as you sent it.” 

“ What a horrid thing,” said Miss Charity. 
“You haven’t—any—live things, Captain, 
have you?” and she looked about fearfully 
at the shadows below the table and the sofa, 
in case anything in the shape of a snake or a 
young crocodile might be lurking there. 

“No live things, miss—not here,” said 
the Captain. “I keep them—I mean I don’t 
hold with keeping live things in the house. 
I did have a live cobra once, a young one. 
But he died, so I stuffed him and gave him 
toa museum. Those are uncommonly fine 
s'rimps, miss. You and your sisters will do 
mea favour if you'll finish them, if so be as 
you like them. Some folks doesn’t ; for me, 


I’m very fond of ’em when they're big and 


fat and fresh, and worth the trouble of 
pulling their heads and tails off.” 

“ My dears,” said Miss Charity, when she 
took the things into the kitchen, “those 
shrimps are for you, and you’re to eat them 
all. You simply wouldn’t know the drawing- 
room, Faith. He’s got all kinds of things 
stuck about. Knoberangs and boomkerries 
from Australia, and spears that almost went 
through his 
heart, and re- 
volvers that he 
shoots people 
with when they 
mutiny and try 
to steal on him 
when he’s asleep 

“Not loaded?” 
queried both 
sisters, with a 
gasp. 

“ No, he won’t 
load them unless 
he sees signs of 


mutiny. And 
cutlasses and, 
oh! all kinds 


of awful things 


” 


“No live 
thin gs——?” 
asked Miss 


Faith, with the 
same tremulous 
fear as Miss 
Charity had 
exhibited up- 
stairs. 
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“No, his snake died, so he stuffed it and 
gave it to a museum——” 

“What an awful kind of a man!” said 
Miss Hope, laying down her work to stare 
at them. 

“No, he’s very nice, and I think he’ll be 
very good company. He’s going to tell me 
all about his things some time.” 

When she went up to light the lamp 
Captain Barnacle was sitting at the open 
window with a long pipe in his mouth, but 
he was not smoking. 

“Ah, there you are, my dear,” he said. 
“I was just wishing you’d come, but I didn’t 
want to disturb you. Now, I wonder what 
you’d say if I whispered ‘Smoke ’?” and his 
voice dropped on the word into a hoarse 
hurricane of a whisper like a rising gale in 
the chimney, which set Miss Charity laughing. 

“I should say ‘smoke’ too, Captain,” she 
said. 

And before she had finished the match 
that had been wriggling in his fingers for 
nearly an hour flashed along his trouser-leg 
and was buried in the bowl of his pipe. 

“Smoke it is,” said the Captain, with puffs 
of great content. “When one’s accustomed 
to it, you see, one misses it; but when there’s 
ladies in the question, one likes to know their 
feelings.” 

The Captain was a voluminous smoker; in 
fact, there is good reason to believe that it 
was the sight of his cheerful red face and 
active funnel at the open window upstairs 
that frightened away a model old lady and 
two elderly daughters, who stood and looked 
at the house and then turned and went on 
their way. No one else saw them but the 
Captain. He drew in his head instantly, 
but the mischief was done and the rooms 
remained vacant. 

Still, he was a good lodger, gave very little 
trouble, and praised Miss Faith’s cooking till 
she blushed as if she had been grilling a 
steak. He even asked to be introduced to 
the ladies downstairs. 

“Seems kind of unnatural,” he said, as 
he filled the little kitchen with his burly 
presence, “to be living in a house and never 
to have seen the people in it. Like having 
a passenger aboard ship and never setting 
eyes on him. And that happens sometimes, 
and it’s always an uncomfortable thing. Ifa 
man’s nothing to be ashamed of, let him show 
his face, says I, and if it’s only sea-sickncss 
he'll get over it quicker outside his bunk 
than in it.” 

“Tt must be very delightful to travel all 
over the world,” said Miss Hope, the 
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seen.” 

“Well, yes, miss. One can’t help seeing a 
good deal if one goes about with one’s eyes 
open,” said the Captain, half-apologetically. 

““Can’t help seeing ?” echoed Miss Hope. 
“I shouldn’t think anyone would want to 
help. I can’t imagine anything more de- 
lightful than being able to go wherever you 
want and see everything there is to see.” 

“I don’t know,” said the Captain, with a 
half-shake of the head. “Sometimes there’s 
things one would just as soon forget. Ire- 
member once ” and he spun them a yarn 
which made their eyes grow round and large, 
and held their breath in suspense, and curdled 
their blood delightfully. He often spent an 
hour in the parlour-kitchen after that, and 
Miss Hope lived so adventurous a life in his 
company that she was quite tired out at 
times, and complained of pains in her limbs, 
which had had no exercise for twenty years. 

The Captain cultivated a great acquaint- 
ance among the amphibious occupants of the 
row of little wooden huts along the top of 
the shingle ridge. They spent most of the 
time lounging on their arms over the great 
wooden capstans which were used to drag 
the boats up the shingle, talking to one 
another, or looking out over the sea with 
old binoculars or still more ancient tele- 
scopes, for passing ships, or over the strip of 
common behind for possible customers. To 
these honest, if not over-occupied, souls the 
Captain came as a godsend. He was never 
without a twist of strong tobacco, and he 
won the heart of Captain Billy Barlow, the 
coxswain of the Sparburgh lifeboat, with a 
present of an excellent cigar every day when 
they met. Within a week Captain Barnacle 
divided the honours of the beach with 
Captain Billy himself, and was as much 
an institution thereof as the oldest inhabitant 
of the original wooden hut whose roof con- 
sisted simply of an upturned boat. 

That the Captain was in his element no 


“How much you must have 





- one could possibly doubt who looked at his 


face, as he lounged or sat among the ancient 
mariners and distributed twist and spun 
yarns equally to their liking. He dressed 
always in blue from necktie to stockings, and 
the comprehensive geniality of his smile was 
emphasized by the knowing backward tip of 
of his wide grey billycock. He was the 
well-to-do retired seaman to the life. 

“He's a good sort, is Cap'n Barnacle,” said 
Captain Billy Barlow, with emphatic finality, 
“a perfec gentleman, and he have seed some 
mighty curous things,” and so said everyone, 
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“THE CAPTAIN CULTIVATED A GREAT 


So very comfortable did the Captain find 
his quarters, both inside and outside, that he 
stayed on week after week, till the time ran 
into months, and it was evident that he had 
the makings of a “ permanency” in him, and 
the sisters were well content. 

Their other rooms, indeed, had not let 
at all well during the short season, but a 
permanent lodger all through the winter was 
a somewhat rare bird in Sparburgh, and so 
open-handed and genial a lodger as Captain 
Barnacle was absolutely unique. 

Never in his life had the Captain been so 
much made of ; never had he been so com- 
fortable. It cannot be considered surprising 
that, having found so comfortable a haven 
after all his wanderings, the idea of safe- 
guarding it from the storms of life, so far as 
lay in his power, took root in his heart and 
grew and flourished there. 

Miss Charity was a lady, of course, and he 
claimed to be no more than a rough sailor- 
man. But the cheerfulness and hopefulness 
—in a word, the Faith, Hope, and Charity— 
of the three sisters had curled round his 
heart, and he knew that he could never be 
so happy again anywhere else in the world. 

Miss Charity faithfully reported all his 
sayings and doings downstairs, just as she 
used to do the Colonel’s, and the dark little 
parlour grew luminous with unspoken hopes 
and ideas. The gentle lamentations for the 
Colonel grew fewer and farther between. 
Military reminiscences faded before more 
present maritime experiences. For by degrees 
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they all grew 
very fond of 
Captain Barn- 
acle, and, after 
all, one live 
càptain counts 
for more in the 
matter of per- 
sonal friend- 
ship than a 
regiment of 
dead colonels. 
The greatest 
fear of their 
lives was that 
he would grow 
tired of -his 
quarters and 
leave them — 
perhaps go to 
sea again and 
get drowned. 
How he had 
ever come 
through so many hairbreadth escapes was 
almost beyond belief, if he hadn’t sat there in 
very solid person telling them the stories. 

“I do hope he won't die,” said Miss Hope, 
plaintively. 3 

“Die? Why should he die? He is as 
strong and well and hearty as he possibly 
could be,” said Miss Charity. 

“Well, the Colonel died just when——” 

“ He’s not been eating as well as he used 
to,” said Miss Faith. “I hope he’s not 
getting tired of my things. Pll look up 
some new dishes for him.” 

By degrees and in course of time the 
Captain grew palpably mopy in his manner, 
as of one with dyspepsia or a conscience. 
Even the longshoremen noticed it and did 
their best to cheer him. With the best of 
intentions, and an eye to business, they urged 
him to go sailing, and did their best to 
wheedle him out fishing. But to all their, 
disinterested blandishments he answered : 
“Nay, lads, if you’d spent forty years at sea ~ 
you'd be ready to keep the feel of dry land 
under your feet when the chance came. It’s 
a hard life at best,” and his head would wag 
reminiscently. 

They were greatly concerned for him, for 
they liked himself and his yarns and his 
twist, and they did not want to lose any of 
these most desirable alleviations of their lot. 
They discussed his condition among them- 
selves, and ventured many opinions. ‘The 
prevalent one was that he was not comfort- 
able in his lodgings. 
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“They're good wimmen, the Miss Graynes, 
but maybe they’re a bit strait-laced for th’ 
old gen’leman. Passons daughters I’ve 
heard say,” said the spokesman at one of the 
capstan meetings. “He do smoke indoors. 
Yes, I’ve seed ’im. But maybe ’e don’t feel 
free to grog and cuss a bit as’ comes nat’ral 
to a man what’s bin at sea all his life. An’ 
when a man’s cut off too sudden from doin’ 
the things what’s nat’ral to ’im, why nat’rally 
he feels it,” and just then the Captain came 
across the common and churned through the 
shingle, and the sympathetic mariner deter- 
mined to tackle him at once. 

“ Better, Cap’n ?” he asked. 

“Vm all right, Jim. Whats wrong with 
you?” 

“ How’s yer diggin’s, Cap’n ? ” and the rest 
listened open-mouthed. 

“My diggin’s, Jim? 
best I ever had. 
tack, my lad?” 

“Well, Cap’n, we thought maybe they 
wasn’t quite big enough for you, and if so 
be’s we could make you any comformabler, 
why, wed like t’ do it. You ain't look’n’ as 
chirpy as y’ used to, Cap’n, an’ that’s a fact, 
an’ if th’s anything we can do——” 

“Tm all right, lads, right as a trivet. 
Never was more comfortable in my life, and 
I’ve no intention of leaving Sparburgh, none 
at all. In fact”—he said, slowly—‘I 
shouldn’t be a bit surprised if I was to settle 
down here for the rest of my life.” 

“That'll suit us down to the ground, 
Cap’n. There’s not a man of us but’d be 
sorry if you was to go, whether it was up or 
down or any which way. Right here on 
Sparburgh beach is the place we wants you.” 

“Thank’ee, my lads,” said the Captain. 
“Thats a nice little house in the trees 
yonder back of the hedge. Who does it 
belong to?” 

“ Nicest little house in all Sparburgh,” said 
. Jim. ‘ Reg'lar nest for a tired sea captain, 
with a bit of turf in front as smooth asa 
quarter-deck and a ship’s mast in the middle 
just t’ make ’im feel at ’ome. It b'longs to 
Chivings, the lawyer. Hes dead, and his 
nevvy what got all the prop’ty he’s a-makin’ 
ducks and drakes of it up in Lunnon. Im- 
provin’ prop’ty too,” said Jim, with a knowing 
nod. ‘You sneck it, Cap’n, ‘fore someone 
else comes along an’ raises the price.” 

“TIl go and have another look at it,” said 
the Captain. ‘ How’s Captain Barlow to-day?” 

“His rhumatiz is very bad, an’ so’s ’is 
temper. Cant move and won't lie still, and 
cussin’ don’t ’elp him one bit.” 


They’re all right, 
What’s started you on this 
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“ T'Il drop in and see him as I come back,” 
and the Captain went along to hang over the 
green gate of Rose Cottage, as he had already 
hung there many times already, dreaming 
dreams and heaving sighs. 

“That’s it, lads, he’s finding th’ Miss 
Graynes a bit narrer, an’ he’s wantin’ wider 
quarters. An’ quite right, too. How’d you 
expect a passel o’ passon’s daughters t under- 
stand right a man what’s bin all is life at 
sea? "Tain’t to be expected.” 

Then there came one dark night of revela- 
tion in the winter, when the wind howled 
round the little grey house and bellowed 
in the chimneys, and the mighty waves 
thundered up the beach till zerra firma was 
firm no longer, but shuddered beneath the 
fierce blows, and the back-rushing surge on 
the shingle was like the roar of a stone-slide 
in the Alps. Through the tumult of the 
storm came the quick, impatient clang of 
the lifeboat bell, agonized heart-beats ringing 
through a metal tongue, drawing men with 
an appeal that none might resist. 

Captain Barnacle clapped on his big grey 
hat, slammed the front door, and ran with 
the rest. 

“He’s gone!” said Miss Faith, with 
clasped hands. 

“Of course,” said Miss Charity. 
a man and a sailor.” 

“I hope he'll not get into any danger,” 
said Miss Hope. 

And after a time Miss Charity got up 
restlessly and said, “I—I--think I'll just 
run down and see what’s happening, girls,” 
and she threw a thick shawl round her head 
and slammed the front door and bent and 
ran. 

The crew was formed before the Captain 
got there, but Jim Thoroway, second cox— 
for Captain Billy Barlow was still down with 
the rheumatism — spied him at once and 
called out, “Come and take charge of her, 
Cap'n?” 

“Not me, lad. You're better up to it than 
I am.” 

“You'll come, Cap'n?” cried half-a-dozen 
voices. 

“ Aye, aye, lads, I'll come,” and almost be- 
fore he knew it he was inside a cork jacket 
and minus his hat, which blew away as he 
topped the side, and found himself sitting on 
a grating between Jim and another who stood 
holding the steering-ropes. 

He saw a rocket cut a fiery curve in the 
sky to windward, and above his head the sails 
hummed like drums. The boat, big as i 
looked ashore, kicked and reared and shud 
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dered, and pitched to and fro like a cork. 
The air was full of roaring confusion. 
Captain Barnacle felt more uncomfortable 
than ever he had felt before in all his 
adventurous life. He felt sick and dizzy. 


“Get ’em off, lads! Get ’em! Every 
man of ’em. We must have ’em, every one. 
Hold on there! Were coming 

Then the plunging lug of the lifeboat 
came down with a run as they ran in under 








“HE FELT SICK AND DIZZY." 


His skin was all a-bristle, his eyes strained 
wildly, and seemed like to fall out of his 
head ; his hair was plastered down on his 
forehead with perspiration and salt sea-spray. 
A great fear possessed him that he was going 
to disgrace himself by being sea-sick. 

Suddenly Thoroway stooped to his ear and 
bellowed, ‘‘ Shall we work in under: or 
beat wind’ard———drop down? ” 

“ Get in quick,” shouted the Captain, since 
getting in quick tended to getting back quick 
and the salvation of his sailorly honour. 

Then of a sudden he caught sight of the 
ship they were making for, and after that he 
had no more thought for himself. She was 
lying on a hidden bank of sand, almost on 
her beam ends, and the seas on the other 
side were thrashing over her with the 
noise of thunder and the white-fanged 
venom of hungry wolves. She was breaking 
up rapidly. The crew had succeeded in 
lighting a blue flare under the break of the 
poop, and by its ghastly light their des- 
perate situation was made plainly visible. 
Captain Barnacle saw and never forgot. The 
sight drove him frantic. He sprang up and 
danced wildly about. He tossed his arms 
and shouted incoherent exhortations to the 
men in the boat and the men on the wreck. 
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the lee of the wreck. And as the sail 
came down the mizzen-yard caught Captain 
Barnacle full on the crown of his head and 
ended his doings for that night. 

When he came to he was in his own bed, 
though it took him some time to find that 
out. For it seemed to him that the storm 
was still roaring and the sails still drumming . 
just above him, as he had heard them in the 
boat. But it was his own head, all nicely 
stitched and bandaged up, that was hum- 
ming, and the big storm had travelled half 
across the globe before his wits were quite 
his own again. 

“ Have we got ’em?” were his first words ; 
and when Miss Charity gently reassured him 
on that point he went to sleep again. 

She had met the heavy footsteps at the 
door with foreboding at her heart. 

“Ts he dead ?” she gasped, as the shining 
oilskins carried him in. 

“No, miss, omy got his ’ead broke. 
Doctor’ll be here ina minute t’seet’’im. He 
got excited about the wreck, and the mizzen- 
yard ’it ’im on the ’ead as it came down. 
We'd best carry ’im right up to’s bed ——” 

“Oh, please, do,” said Miss Charity and 
Miss Faith, fluttering round like a pair of 
troubled hens. And when the doctor came 
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in he said it was a nasty knock, and there 
was probably slight concussion of the brain. 
He did what was necessary, and assured the 
anxious ladies that all that was needed was 
quiet and careful, nursing, and that the 
Captain was a fortunate man to be in such 
good hands. 

It was some days before the Captain was 
out on the front again. Jim Thoroway came 
up at once and thanked him heartily for his 
advice in connection with the wreck. “Them 
men owes their lives to you, Cap’n Barnacle,” 
said Jim. ‘I was in two minds which was 
best thing to do—to work in under ’em or 
beat up to wind’ard and drop down on the 
cable. Then you ups and says, ‘Get in 
quick,’ and you was right, Cap’n, for she 
broke up as we got th’ last man off, and if 
wed wasted time beating. up to wind’ard 
we wouldn’t ha’ got one of ’em.” 

The Captain was mightily pleased at this, 
and when he insisted on doubling each man’s 


pay for that night’s work all along shore was _ 


mightily pleased as well. 

The winter months were a dead and 
dreary time as a rule in Sparburgh, but this 
winter was an exception, in the little grey 
house at all events. For the Captain’s cheer- 
ful presence and the endless fund of per- 
sonal reminiscence enlivened it to such an 
extent that the three 
Miss Graynes hardly 
knew either the little grey 
house or their little grey 
selves. Compared with 
him the Colonel had been 
nothing but a troublesome 
humour clothed in frail 
human flesh and many 
grievances. Captain 
Barnacle had not appar- 
ently a grievance in the 
world. He found life very 
pleasant, and took the 
greatest delight in making 
other people happy, 
whether it was by dis- 
tributing pennies to the 
longshore children on the 
front, or twist to the long- 
shore men themselves, or 
an occasional packet of 
tea to the longshore 
women, who lived in the 
little cottages which the 
newer houses had elbowed 
out of sight. 

It would have been 
very remarkable, of course, 
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and might have given rise to rumours of dis- 
content on his part which he was very. far 
from feeling, if his benefactions had not 
extended to his landladies. But he loaded 
them with kindnesses to such an extent that 
the two elder sisters became quite convinced 
in their own minds that he had got. his eye 
on “ dear Charity,” and that that giddy child 
was to be vouchsafed another chance of 
happiness. They discussed the matter when 
she was not there, and exchanged many a 
knowing look as she told them of the 
Captain’s latest sayings and doings upstairs. 
The present of a paper bag of crisp pink 
shrimps was looked upon by them as in the 
nature of a dz/et-doux. A brilliant lobster, 
hot from the pot, they considered as within 
measurable distance of a declaration of love. | 
When spring arrived, and Charity came 
down now and again with radiant bunches 
of flowers, which brought something of the 
brightness and fragrance of life into the little 
kitchen-parlour and set six soft eyes sparkling 
mistily—not so much at the flowers them. 
selves as at the friendliness which had sent 
them, for to the lonely the thoughtfulness of 
a friend is a foretaste of Heaven—then Miss 
Faith and Miss Hope_only waited from day to 
day for an official announcement from above. 
“ Ur-r-rh ! a-herr-r-r-rh!” said Captain 
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Barnacle, clearing his throat one evening as 
Miss Charity was taking away his tea-things. 
““Er—do you know a little house on the 
front called ‘Rose Cottage,’ Miss Charity ? 
It’s got green shutters and a green gate and a 
flagstaff on the lawn.” 

“Yes, I know it, Captain. It’s a pretty 
little house. It used to belong to Mr. 
Chivings, the lawyer.” 

“That’s it. Pretty little house, isn’t it?” 
—he was slowly ramming tobacco into his 
pipe, and his eyes were fixed upon her in a 
gaze compounded of resolute purpose and 
shrinking timidity. “I’ve just bought it, 
Miss Charity.” 

““Oh——!” and Miss Charity set down 
the tray with a startled look and a flicker of 
colour in her cheeks. ‘“I—I’m sorry——. 
We shall miss you, Captain,” she said, with 
a poor attempt at a cheerful smile. 

“Not unless you say so, Miss Charity,” 
said the Captain, boldly. 

“ Why—how—— ?” began Miss Charity. 

“ If—if you'll come and take charge of it, 
Miss Charity, you'll make me a very happy 
man. I’ve never been married, and I never 
met anyone I wanted fora wife so much as I 
want you ”—so far bravely and well—‘“ but 
—but ” and the bold mariner floundered 
badly, and went first red, then white, and 
finally settled into the motley of extreme dis- 
tress. He touched bottom and gave a 
spasmodic kick upwards again like a drown- 
ing man. 

“Before I can rightly ask you,” he said, 





sturdily, ‘I’ve got to tell you something 
you ought to know. I’m not what you think 
I am.” 

“Oh, Captain Barnacle!” gasped Miss 
Charity. 

“No, I’m not Captain Barnacle. That’s 
only a nom-de-what-d’ye -call-it. Pm a 


fraud.” 

“ Oh, Captain Barn !” and poor Miss 
Charity’s hands clasped nervously and her 
innocent thoughts flew to piracy, murder, 
and sudden death, and such-like things. 
“You’re not——” but she could not say it. 

“I’m nothing dreadful,” he said. “I’ve 
lived honest all my life, Miss Charity, until I 
came to Sparburgh, and then—well, it was 
this- way, you see. Won’t you please sit 
down, for I’ve got to go through with it now. 
I'd always wanted to be a sailor, you see, 
since the time I was so high. My grand- 
father was a sailor and my uncle was a 
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sailor. But my father wouldn’t have it. He 
knew too much about it. He set up in 
business, and got on a bit, and he nailed 
me down to it too. I’m not saying but that 
it’s been better for me from some points of 
view. A sailorman don’t make any too much 
money these days. -And I’ve made money. 
But all the same it was not the life I’d have 
lived if it had been left to myself, and I’ve 
always missed the other. The business was 
mixed up with the sailoring or, maybe, I'd 
have chucked it and gone. However, I 
stuck to it, because I. had to at first, 
and then, when my father died, because 
I wanted to make money enough to be 
able to quit it. I sold it last year for 
£25,000 to a company, and then, for 
the first time in my life, I was free to be 
a sailor. I was too old, of course, to be 
a real one, so I became a— er—well — I 
became Captain Barnacle, and I’m bound 
to say I’ve enjoyed myself more these last 
eight months than ever I did before in 
all my life put together, and”—very slowly 
and emphatically — “the time Ive spent 
in this house has been the best of all. If 
you can forgive me, Miss Charity, for-—for 
it all, Pd make you a good husband. I’m 
only fifty-eight. My real name’s Ezra Seam, 
ship-store dealer, Wapping, and Ezra Seam’s 
stores have as good a name as any in the 
trade and better than most. No sailorman 
ever had his stomach turned with anything 
that passed through my hands, I warrant you. 
If you—will you——?” and he stretched 
out a brown hand to her. 

And Miss Charity, looking into his honest 
blue eyes, understood him fully, and loved 
him none the less for his simple assumption 
of a more heroic 7é/ than life had allotted 
to him. Her eyes were soft and bright as 
she put her hand into his and said, “ You 
will always be Captain Barnacle to me, and I 
wouldn’t have you anything else, Captain.” 

They kept their secret from all the world, 
and went up to London to be married. 

Rose Cottage is the jolliest little house in 
Sparburgh. Captain Barnacle is still an 
institution on the front, and the delight of 
„the longshoremen, who still tell how it was 
his quick insight and decision that saved the 
lives of the ten men on the brig Mary Brown, 
when she was breaking up on the sands. If 
you doubt my story you can read that cor- 
roboration of it, at all events, painted up on 
the tablets in Sparburgh lifeboat-house. 
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HE Paris Exhibition has been 
a god-send to that curious 
class of the community which 
delights in eccentric wagers 
and eccentricity of action gen- 
erally. To refer to the bets 
made in regard to the way of getting to the 
French capital— to describe these alone would 
occupy a goodly volume, especially if one 
attempted to record the adventures met with 
on the journey. 

The world seems to be made up, broadly 
speaking, of two sorts of people—those who 
are content to go on continually the old jog- 
trot way, and those who are always striving 
after some novelty in the manner of doing 
things. , Of the latter sort must have been 
the man who committed suicide because he 
got tired of getting up and dressing every 
day of his life. If that man had lived until. 
the present year of grace he would have been 
delighted with the carnival of novelty in- 
spired and encouraged by the Exhibition ; 
and if he had not been one of those to set 
out for Paris in some unheard-of way he 
would at least have had his bet on some 
crank so proceeding. 

Perhaps that, after all, is the best use of 
an exhibition, for it stimulates originality, 
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which, of course, is the mother of 
invention. And there is no telling 
how much genius of this sort a 
certain eccentric Hungarian barber ` 
put, as it were, on its mettle. The 
barber in question wagered some 
nine months ago that he would walk 
from Buda-pest to Paris, visit the 
Exhibition, and see the sights, with- 
out expending a florin by the way. 
All he took with him were the imple- 
ments of his trade, and he may be 
said to have literally cropped and 
shaved his way to the great show. 
He trimmed heads for his night’s 
lodging, smoothed down chins for 
his drinks. One hopes he enjoyed 
his Exhibition, and got back again 
to the beautiful Hungarian capital in 
the best of health and spirits. 

The wager of this “ scissorial 
artist” — the description used to be over 
the door of a barber at Cannes—was duly 
heralded in the Continental papers, and was 
at once the signal for the making of a host 
of similar fantastic bets. 

The first to follow his example was a 
Vienna coachman, who undertook, against a 
handsome wager, to walk from the Austrian 
capital to Paris, pushing a wheelbarrow 
before him. He succeeded in his effort, and 
netted a nice sum for his pains. Every 
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night he sent a wire to the hotel where his 
bet had been made, recording the progress 
of his journey and the distance covered. 

Less fortunate was a fellow-citizen who 
started for the city on the Seine walking 
He, too, would probably have 
won his wager had not the police stepped in 
when he had done twenty-five miles and 


backwards. 


WALKI 


arrested him as a person of unsound mind. 
This shows the superiority of our English 
They would have seen him safely 


police. 
over the dangerous 
crossings and let 
him proceed, with 
a blessing. 

Vienna is noted 
for its “ cranks.” 
It is said to have 
twice as many as 
Chicago. Two of 
them came to the 
fore in the race of 
eccentricity for 
going to Paris. One 
was a merchant, 
the other a restau- 
rant - keeper, and 
they made a wager 
for 5,000 crowns 
that they would 
teach the Exhibi- 
tion on foot within 
two months, trun- 
dling before them 
all the way a huge 
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wine- barrel, 
which, al- 
though empty, 
weighed over 
soolb. The 
barrel was 
decorated with 
the arms of 
Vienna and 
Paris, and was 
stamped with 
the date 
“1900.” Al- 
though these 
humorists 
covered eigh- 
teen miles a 
day, they cut matters pretty fine, only enter- 
ing the Vincennes gate of the fair city a few 
hours before the stipulated time. 

Grätz, a Styrian town, also produced its 
pair of humorists, but in this case, like the 
pairs that went into the ark, they were male 
and female. The 
bet in this instance 
was to the effect 
that the twain 
would do the whole 
of the journey on 
one pair of legs, 
the idea being, of 
course, that one 
would carry the 
other. As a matter 
of fact, all the 
carrying was done 
by the husband, 
but whether they 
got all the way to 
Paris, or, indeed, 
how far they went, 
history — that is, 
the newspaper — 
sayeth not. 

There is no 
doubt, however, in 
that respect as to 
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the achievement of a Dutch- 
man named Van Der Bosch. 
The worthy in question 
wagered and won a consider- 
able sum of money that he 
would walk from Amsterdam 
to the Paris Exhibition on a 
pair of high stilts without once 
taking them off en route. He 
accomplished his object easily, 
and with plenty of time to 
spare, the stilts allowing him 
to get forward with great ex- 
pedition. Metaphorically he 
“did it on his head,” and, 
according to his own state- 
ment, would do it again with 
pleasure for half the money— 
provided he could be sure of 
convenient sleeping quarters. 
As it was, his stilts made him so tall that 
he could enter neither inn, tavern, nor farm- 
house. He was obliged to sleep as best he 
might by the wayside, and 
after lying on the ground 
two or three times he 
found the difficulty of get- 
ting on to his feet again 
so trying that afterwards 
he preferred to 
recline on the 
roof of a house, if 
he could find one 
convenient, al- 
lowing his “ legs” 
to rest on the 
ground. In lieu 
of a house—and 
in some, respects 
preferable — he 7 
found a hay-stack 
almost all that 
could be desired. 
Almost—for un- 
fortunately, on 


one occasion a 

woman, seeing 

his stilts against z 

tie side ofa Ce eS 


stack, and not 
seeing the man on the top of them, began to 
hack off the end of one for firewood. Van 
Der Bosch’s most pathetic reminiscence, 
however, was of the attempt he was once 
compelled to make to sleep on or against 
a tree. 

From a Belgian city—Liége says one 
paper—a most impressive little turn-out set 
forth Paris-wards. It consisted of the family 
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go-cart, in which the wife was to trundle her 
worse half. There was a good round sum 
on the event; but the husband was so 
thoroughly—and_ deservedly—jeered on the 
way by everybody they met, 
that at the end of the second 

day he threw up the game. 
Another crank—this time an 
3 Englishman — was compelled 
to lose his wager from another 
cause. He was a resident of 
Oporto, and after dining ex- 
cellently at his club he offered 
to bet anyone present that he 
would visit the Paris Exhi- 
bition on his hands and knees, 
if it were made worth his 
while. As a matter of fact, 
he actually started off, and it 
being night-time, he managed 
to reach the city confines ; 
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but there he was promptly taken into custody 
by two unsympathetic Portuguese policemen. 
France itself has furnished quite a number 


of eccentrics who 
have visited Paris in a 
more or less original 
manner. An Amiens 
family, consisting of 
father, mother, two 
sons, and two daugh- 
ters—the latter being 
grown-up girls — put 
on roller skates, and 
without once taking 
them off landed safely 
at the Exhibition. 
They were met there 
by a huge crowd of 
enthusiastic fellow- 
citizens, who. had 
themselves preferred 
to accomplish the 
journey by the more 
prosaic train. 
Another little family 
party must have given 
the Parisians the idea 





‘CON ROLLER SKATES.” 


WENT TO PARIS. 29 


whole thing may have been four rire, as 
our French friends would say, or, as was 
suggested, as an advertisement, the eccentric 


family being in the 
show line. 

Equally. eccentric, 
surely, must have 
been the couple who 
elected to go to Paris 
with the one-wheeled 
coach, z.e., a barrow, 
one being an inside 
passenger, the other 
acting as horse — or 
was it ass?—and 
driver at the same 
time. One could have 
understood it better 
if the twain had been 
“a lover and his lass,” 


-but the records have 


it down in black and 
white as husband and 
wife. : 
Thousands of 
cyclists, of course, and 
automobilists without 


that the Ark had just opened its doors. For number, have negotiated distances of four 


the members of the family in question — 
seven in number—made their journey to the 


Exhibition each on a 
different description 
of quadruped. The 
head and commander 
of the whole rode a 
horse, the mother sat 
comfortably on a 
pillioned ass, a son 
bestrode a lusty steer, 
and the rest of the 
family were mounted 
severally on a sheep, 
a goat, an ostrich, and 
a large dog. The 
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hundred miles and upwards in getting to 
the Exhibition ; but it was left to a Viennese 


commissionaire, 
Johan Sonnenblume 
by name, to cover the 
distance on foot, but 
under really sporting 
conditions. This 
pedestrian is already 
fifty-nine years of age, 
but yet he covered 
the distance from one 
capital to the other 
in seventeen days, or 
at the rate of fifty 
miles a day. 
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IS first feeling was one of 
annoyance. All-round annoy- 
ance- Comprehensive disgust. 
He did not want to be a 
juryman. He flattered himself 

=== that he had something better 
to do with his time. Half-a-dozen matters 
required his attention. Instead of which, 
here he was obtruding himself into matters 
in which he did not take the faintest interest. 
Actually dragged into interference with other 
people’s most intimate affairs. And in that 
stuffy court. And it had been a principle of 
his life never to concern himself with what 
was no business of his. Talk about the 
system of trial by jury being a bulwark of the 
Constitution! At that moment he had no 
opinion of the Constitution ; or its bulwarks 
either. 

Then there were his colleagues. He had 
never been associated with eleven persons 
with whom he felt himself to be less in 
sympathy. The fellow they had chosen to 
be foreman he felt convinced was a cheese- 
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monger. He looked it. The others looked, 
if anything, worse. Not, he acknowledged, 
that there was anything inherently wrong in 
being a cheesemonger. Still, one did not 
want to sit cheek by jowl with persons of 
that sort for an indefinite length of time. 
And there were cases—particularly in the 
Probate Court—which lasted days; even 
weeks. If he were in for one of those! The 
perspiration nearly stood on his brow at the 
horror of the thought. 

What was the case about? What was that 
inarticulate person saying? Philip Roland 
knew nothing about courts—and did not 
want to—but he took it for granted that the 
gentleman in a wig and gown, with his 
hands folded over his portly stomach, was 
counsel for one side or the other— though he 
had not the slightest notion which. He had 
no idea how they managed things in places 
of this sort. . As he eyed him he felt that he 
was against him anyhow. If he were paid to 
speak, why did not the man speak up ? 

By degrees, for sheer want of something 
else, Mr. Roland found that he was listening. 
After all, the man was audible. He seemed 
capable, also, of making his meaning under- 
stood. So it was about a will, was it? He 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE IRREGULARITY OF THE JURYMAN. 31 


might have taken that for granted. He 
always had had the impression that the 
Probate Court was the place for wills. It 
seemed that somebody had left a will; and 
this will was in favour of the portly 
gentleman’s client; and was as sound, as 
equitable, as admirable a legal instrument as 
ever yet was executed ; and how, therefore, 
anyone could have anything to say against 
it surprised the portly gentleman to such 
a degree that he had to stop to wipe his 
forehead with a red silk pocket-handkerchief. 

The day was warm. Mr. Roland was not 
fond of listening to speeches. And this one 
was—well, weighty. And about something 
for which he did not care two pins. His 
attention wandered. It strayed perilously 
near the verge of a doze. In fact, it must 
have strayed right over the verge. Because 
the next thing he understood was that one of 
his colleagues was digging his elbow into his 
side, and proffering the information that 
they were going to lunch. He felt a little 
bewildered. He could not think how it had 
happened. Jt was not his habit to go to 
sleep in the morning. As he trooped after 
his fellows he was visited by a hazy impres- 
sion that that wretched jury system was at 
the bottom of it all. 

They were shown into an ill-ventilated 
room. Someone asked him what he would 
have to eat. He told them to bring him 
what they had. ‘They brought some hot 
boiled beef and carrots. The sight of it 
nearly made him ill. His was a dainty 
appetite. Hot boiled beef on such a day, in 
such a place, after such a morning, was 
almost the final straw. He could not 
touch it. 

His companion attacked his plate with 
every appearance of relish. He made a 
hearty meal. Possibly he had kept awake. 
He commented on the fashion in which Mr. 
Roland had done his duty to his Queen and 
country. 

“Shouldn’t think you were able to pro- 
nounce much of an opinion on the case so 
far as it has gone, eh?” 

“ My good sir, the judge will instruct us as 
to our duty. If we follow his instructions we 
sha’n’t go wrong.” 

“ You think, then, that we are only so 
many automata, and that the judge has but 
to pull the strings.” 

Mr. Roland looked about him, contempt 
in his eye. 

“It would be fortunate, perhaps, if we 
were automata.” 

“Then I can only say that we take 
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diametrically opposite views of our office. I 
maintain that it is our duty to listen to the 
evidence, to weigh it carefully, and to record 
our honest convictions in the face of all the 
judges who ever sat upon the Bench.” | 

Mr. Roland was silent. He was not dis- 
posed to enter into an academical discussion 
with an individual who evidently had a 
certain command of language. Others, how- 
ever, showed themselves to be not so averse. 
The luncheon interval was enlivened by 
some observations on the jury system which 
lawyers—had any been present—would have 
found instructive. There were no actual 
quarrels. But some of the arguments were 
of the nature of repartees. Possibly it was 
owing to the beef and carrots. 

They re-entered the court. 
recommenced. Mr. Roland had a head- 
ache. He was cross. His disposition was 
to return a verdict against everything and 
everyone, as his neighbour had put it, “in 
the face of all the judges who ever sat upon 
But this time he did pay some 
attention to what was going on. 

It appeared, in spite of the necessity which 
the portly gentleman bad been under to use 
his red silk pocket-handkerchief, that there 
were objections to the will he represented. 
It was not easy at that stage to pick up the 
lost threads, but from what Mr. Roland 
could gather it seemed it was asserted that a 
later will had been made, which was still in 
existence. Evidence was given by persons 
who had been present at the execution of 
that will; by the actual witnesses to the 
testator’s signature ; by the lawyer who had 
drawn the will. And then ! 

Then there stepped into the witness-box a 
person whose appearance entirely changed 
Mr. Roland’s attitude towards the proceed- 
ings ; so that, in the twinkling of an eye, he 
passed from bored indifference to the keenest 
and liveliest interest. It was a young woman. 
She gave her name as Delia Angel. Her 
address as Barkston Gardens, South Ken- 
sington. At sight of her things began to 
hum inside Mr. Roland’s brain. Where 
had he seen her before? It all came back 
in a flash. How could he have forgotten 
her, even for a moment, when from that day 
to this she had been continually present to 
his mind’s eye? 

It was the girl of the train. She had 
travelled with him from Nice to Dijon in the 
same carriage, which most of the way they 
had had to themselves. What a journey 
it was! And what a girl! During those 
fast - fleeting hours—on that occasion the 
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had fled fast — they had discussed all 
subjects from Alpha to Omega. He had 
approached closer to terms of friendship 
with a woman than he had ever done 
in the whole course of his life before—or 
since. He was so taken aback by the 
encounter, so wrapped in recollections of 
those pleasant hours, that for a time he 
neglected to listen to what she was saying. 
When he did begin to 
listen he pricked up his 
ears still higher. 

It was in her favour 
the latest will had been 
made—at least, partly. 
She had just returned 
from laying the testa- 
tor in the cemetery in 
Nice when he met her 
in the train—actually ! 
He recalled her deep 
mourning. The im- 
pression she had given 
him was that she had 
lately lost a friend. 
She was even carrying 
the will in question 
with her at the time. 
Then she began to 
make a series of state- 
ments which brought 
Mr. Roland’s heart up 
into his mouth. 

“Tell us,” suggested 
counsel, ‘ what hap- 
pened in the train.” 

She paused as if to collect her thoughts. 
Then told a little story which interested at 
least one of her hearers more than anything 
he had ever listened to. 

“I had originally intended to stop in Paris. 
On the way, however, I decided not to do so, 
but to go straight through.” 

Mr. Roland remembered he had told her 
he was going, and wondered; but he resolved 
to postpone his wonder till she had finished. 

“ When we were nearing Dijon I made up 
my mind to send a telegram to the con- 
cierge asking her to address all letters to me 
in town. When we reached the station I got 
out of the train to do so. In the compart- 
ment in which I had travelled was a gentle- 
man. I asked him to keep an eye on 
my bag till I returned. He said he would. 
On the platform I met some friends. I 
stopped to talk to them. ‘The time must 
have gone quicker than I supposed, because 
when I reached the telegraph office I found 
I had only a minute or two to spare. I 
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scribbled the telegram. As I turned I slipped 
and fell—I take it because of the haste I was 
in. As I fell I must have struck my head 
against something ; because the next thing I 
realized was that I was lying on a couch ina 
strange room, feeling very queer indeed. I 
did ask, I believe, what had become of 
the train. They told me it was gone. 
I understand that during the remainder of 
the day, and through 
the night, I continued 
more or less uncon- 
scious. When next day 
I came back to myself 
it was too late. I found 
my luggage awaiting 
me at Paris. But of 
the bag, or of the 
gentleman with whom 
I left it in charge, I 
have heard nothing 
since. I have adver- 
tised, tried every 
means my solicitor 
advised ; but up to the 
present without result.” 

“And the will,” 
observed counsel, “ was 
in that bag?” 

“It was.” 

Mr. Roland had 
listened to the lady’s 
narrative with increas- 
ing amazement. He remembered 


her getting out at Dijon; that 
she had left a bag behind. 
That she had formally intrusted it to 
his charge he did not remember. He 


recalled the anxiety with which he 
watched for her return; his keen dis- 
appointment when he still saw nothing of 
her as the train steamed out of the station. 
So great was his chagrin that it almost 
amounted to dismay. He had had such a 
good time; had taken it for granted that it 
would continue for at least a few more hours, 
and perhaps -perhaps all sorts of things. 
Now, without notice, on the instant, she had 
gone out of his life as she had come into it. 
He had seen her talking to her friends. 
Possibly she had joined herself to them. 
Well, if she was that sort of person, let 
her go! 

As for the bag, it had escaped his recollec- 
tion that there was such a thing. And 
possibly would have continued to do so had 
it not persisted in staring at him mutely from 
the opposite seat. So she had left it behind ? 
Serve her right. It was only a rubbishing 
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hand-bag. Pretty old, too. It seemed that 
feather-headed young women could not be 
even depended upon to look after their own 
tubbish. She would come rushing up to the 
carriage window at one of the stations. Or 
he would see her at Paris. Then she could 
have the thing. But he did not see her. To 
be frank, as they neared Paris, half obliviousiy 
he crammed it with his travelling cap into his 
kit-bag. And to continue on the line of 
candour—ignored its existence till he found 
it there in town. 

And in it was the will! The document on 
which so much hinged—especially for her ! 
The bone of contention which all this pother 
was about. Among all that she said this was 
the statement which took him most aback. 
Because, without the slightest desire to impugn 
in any detail the lady’s veracity, he had the 
best of reasons for knowing that she had— 
well—made a mistake. 

If he had not good reason to know it, who 
had? He clearly called to mind the sensa- 
tion, almost of horror, with which he 
had recognised that the thing was in his 
kit-bag. Half-a-dozen courses which he 
ought to have pursued occurred to him—too 
late. He ought to have handed it over to 
the guard of the train ; to the station-master ; 
to the lost property office. In short, he ought 
to have done anything except bring it with 
him in his bag to town. But since he had 
brought it, the best thing to do seemed to be 
to ascertain if it contained anything which 
would be a clue to its owner. 

It was a small affair, perhaps eight inches 
long. Of stamped brown leather. Well 
worn. Original cost possibly six or seven 
shillings. Opened by pressing a spring lock. 
Contents: Four small keys on a piece of 
ribbon ; two pocket-handkerchiefs, each with 
an embroidered D in the corner; the 
remains of a packet of chocolate; half a cedar 
lead-pencil ; a pair of shoe-laces. And that 
was al. He had turned that bag upside 
down upon his bed, and was prepared to go 
into the witness-box and swear that there 
was nothing else left inside. At least he was 
almost prepared to swear. For since here 
was Miss Delia Angel—how well the name 
fitted the owner !—positively affirming that 
among its contents was the document on 
which for all he knew all her worldly wealth 
depended, what was he to think? 

The bag had continued in his possession 
untila week or two ago. Then one after- 
noon his sister, Mrs. Tranmer, had come to 
his rooms, and having purchased a packet of 

hairpins, or something of the kind, had 

Vol. xxi —6, 
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wanted something to put them in. Seeing 
the bag in the corner of one of his shelves, 
in spite of his protestations she had snatched 
it up, and insisted on annexing it to help her 
carry home her ridiculous purchase. Its 
contents—as described above—he retained. 
But the bag! Surely Agatha was not such 
an idiot, such a dishonest creature, as to 
allow property which was not hers to pass for 
a moment out of her hands. 

During the remainder of Miss Angel’s 
evidence—so far as it went that day—one 
juryman, both mentally and physically, was 
in a state of dire distress. What was he to 
do? He was torn in a dozen different ways. 
Would it be etiquette for a person in his 
position to spring to his feet and volunteer 
to tell his story? He would probably 
astonish the Court. But-—what would the 
Court say to him? Who had ever heard of 
a witness in the jury-box? He could not 
but suspect that, at the very least, such a 
situation would be in the highest degree 
irregular. And, in any case, what could he 
do? Give the lady the lie? It will have 
been perceived that his notions of the re- 
sponsibilities of a juryman were his own, 
and it is quite within the range of possibility 
that he had already made up his mind which 
way his verdict should go; whether the 
will was in the bag or not—and “in the face 
of all the judges who ever sat upon the 
Bench.” 

The bag! the bag! Where was it? If, for 
once in a way, Agatha had shown herself 
to be possessed of a grain of the common 
sense with which he had never credited 
her ! 

At the conclusion of Miss Angel’s examina- 
tion in chief the portly gentleman asked to 
be allowed to postpone his cross-examination 
to the morning. On which, by way of 
showing its entire acquiescence, the Court at 
once adjourned. 

And off pelted one of the jurymen in 
search of the bag. 


II. 


MRs. TRANMER was just going up to dress 
for dinner when in burst her brother. Mr. 
Roland was, as a rule, one of the least excit- 
able of men. His obvious agitation therefore 
surprised her the more. Her feelings took 
a characteristic form of expression—to her, 
an attentive eye to the proprieties of costume 
was the whole duty of a Christian. 

“ Philip !—what have you done to your 
tie?” 

Mr. Roland mechanically put up his hand 
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towards the article referred to; returning 
question for question. 

“ Agatha, where’s that bag?” 

“Bag? My good man, you’re making 
your tie crookeder !” 
“ Bother the tie!” 
Philip was so seldom interjectional. 
you hear me ask where that bag is?” 

“My dear brother, before you knock me 
down, will you permit me to suggest that 
your tie is still in a shocking condition ? ” 

He gave her one look—such a look! Then 
he went to the looking-glass and arranged 
his tie. Then he turned to her. 

“Will that do?” 

“Tt is better.” 

“Now, will you give me that bag—at 
once?” 

“Bag? What bag?” 

“You know very well what bag I mean— 
the one you took from my room.” 

“ The one I took from your room ?” 

“T told you not to take it. I warned you 
it wasn’t mine. I informed you that I was 
its involuntary custo- 
dian. And yet, in spite 
of all I could say—of 
all I could urge, with 
a woman’s lax sense of 
the difference between 
meum and fuum, you 
insisted on removing it 
from my custody. ‘The 
sole reparation you can 
make is to return it at 


Mrs. Tranmer started : 
“ Do 


once—upon the 
instant.” 

She observed him 
with growing amaze- 
ment—as well she 
might. She subsided 


into an arm-chair. 

“May I ask you to 
inform me from what 
you’re suffering 
now?” 

He was a little dis- 
posed towards valetu- 
dinarianism, and was 
apt to imagine himself 
visited by divers dis- 
eases. He winced. 

“ Agatha, the only 
thing from which I am 
suffering at this moment is—is 

“Yes; is what?” 

“ A feeling of irritation at my own weakness 
in allowing myself to be persuaded by you to 
act in opposition to my better judgment.” 


» 
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“Dear me! You must be ill. That you 
are ill is shown by the fact that your tie is 
crooked again. Don’t consider my feelings, 
and pray present yourself in my drawing- 
room in any condition you choose. But 
perhaps you will be so good as to let me 
know if there is any sense in the stuff you 
have been talking about a bag.” 

“ Agatha, you remember that bag you took 
from my room?” 

“That old brown leather thing ?” 

“Tt was made of brown leather—a week 
or two ago?” 

“A week or two? Why, it was months ago.” 

“ My dear Agatha, I do assure you——” 

“Please don’t let us argue. I tell you it 
was months ago.” 

“I told you not to take it i 

“You told me not to take it? Why, you 
pressed it on me. I didn’t care to be seen 
with such a rubbishing old thing ; but you 
took it off your shelf and said it would do 
very well. So, to avoid argument, as I 
generally do, I let you have your way.” 








“| TOLD YOU NOT TO TAKE IT.” 


“TI don’t want to be rude, but a—a 
more outrageous series of statements I never 
heard. I told you distinctly that it wasn’t 
mine.” 

“ You did nothing of the sort. Of course, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE IRREGULARITY OF THE JURYMAN. 35 


I took it for granted that such a disreputable 
article, which evidently belonged to a woman, 
was not your property. But as I had no wish 
to pry into your private affairs I was careful 
not to inquire how such a curiosity found its 
way upon your shelves.” 

“ Agatha, your—your insinuations——” 

“I insinuate nothing. I only want to 
know what this fuss is about. As I wish to 
dress for dinner, perhaps you'll tell me in a 
couple of words.” 

“ Agatha, where’s that bag?” 

“ How should I know ?” 

“ Haven’t you got it?” 

“Got it? Do you suppose I have a 
museum in which I preserve rubbish of the 
kind ?” 

“ But—what have you done with it?” 

“You might as well ask me what I’ve 
done with last year’s gloves.” 

“ Agatha—think ! More hinges upon this 
than you have any conception. What did 
you do with that bag ?” 

“Since you are so insistent—and I must 
say, Philip, that your conduct is most 
peculiar—I will think, or IIl try to. I believe 
I gave the bag to Jane. Or else to Mrs. 
Pettigrew's little girl. Or to my needle- 
woman—to carry home some embroidery 
she was mending for me; I am most par- 
ticular about embroidery, especially when it’s 
good. Or to the curate’s wife, for a jumble 
sale. Or I might have given it to someone 
else. Or I might have lost it. Or done 
something else with it.” 

“Did you look inside?” 

“OF course I did. I must have done. 
Though I don’t remember doing anything 
of the kind.” 

“ Was there anything in it?” 

“ Do you mean when you gave it me? If 
there was I never saw it. Am I going to be 
accused of felony?” 

“ Agatha, I believe you have ruined me.” 

“Ruined you! Philip, what nonsense are 
you talking? I insist upon your telling me 
what you mean. What has that wretched 
old bag, which would have certainly been 
oat at twopence, to do with either you or 
me?” 

“I will endeavour to explain. I believe 
that I stood towards that bag in what the 
law regards as a fiduciary relation, I was 
responsible for its safety. Its loss will fall 
on me.” 

“The loss of a twopenny - halfpenn 
bag?” penny penny 


“It is not a question of the bag, but of its 
contents.” 
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“What were its contents?” 

“ It contained a will.” ; 

“ A will ?—a real will? Do you mean to 
say that you gave me that bag without 
breathing a word about there being a will 
inside ?” 

“T didn’t know myself until to-day.” 

By degrees the tale was told. Mrs. 
Tranmer’s amazement grew and grew. She 
seemed to have forgotten all about its being 
time to dress for dinner. 

“ And you're a juryman ? ” 

“Tam.” 

“ And you actually have the bag, on which 
the whole case turns ? ” 

“T wish I had.” 

“ But was the will inside ? ” 

“T never saw it.” 

“Nor I. It was quite an ordinary bag, 
and if it had been we must have seen it. A 
will isn’t written on a scrappy piece of paper 
which could have been overlooked. Philip, 
the will wasn’t in the bag. ‘That young 
woman’s an impostor.” 

“T don’t believe it for a moment—not for 
a single instant. I am convinced that she 
supposes herself to be speaking the absolute 
truth. Even granting that she is mistaken, 
in what position do I stand? I cannot go 
and say, ‘I have lost your bag, but it doesn’t 
matter, for the will was not inside.’ Would 
she not be entitled to reply, ‘Return me the 
bag in the condition in which I intrusted it 
to your keeping and I will show that you 
are wrong’? It will not be enough for me to 
repeat that I have not the bag; my sister 
threw it into her dust-hole.” 

“Philip !” 

“ May she not retort, ‘ Then, for all the 
misfortunes which the loss of the bag brings 
on me, you are responsible’? ‘The letter of 
the law might acquit me. My conscience 
never would. Agatha, I fear you have done 
me a serious injury.” 

“Don’t talk like that! Under the circum- 
stances you had no right to give me the bag 
at all.” 

“You are wrong; I did not give it you. 
On the contrary, I implored you not to take 
it. But you insisted.” 

“Philip, how can you say such a wicked 
thing? I remember exactly what happened. 
I had been buying some veils. I was saying 
to you how I hated carrying parcels, even 
small ones—— ” 

“ Agatha, don’t let us enter into this matter 
now. You may be called upon to make 
your statement in another place. I can only 
hope that our statements will not clash.” 
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For the first time Mrs. Tranmer showed 
symptoms of genuine anxiety. 

“You don’t mean to say that I’m to be 
dragged into a court of law because of that 
twopenny-halfpenny bag ?” 

“I think it possible. What else can you 
expect? I must tell this unfortunate young 
lady how the matter stands. I apprehend 
that I shall have to repeat my statement in 
open court, and that you will be called upon 
to supplement it. I also take it that no stone 
will be left unturned to induce you to give a 
clear and satisfactory account of what became 
of the bag after it passed into your hands.” 

“ My goodness! And I know no more 
what became of it than anything.” 

“I must go to Miss Angel at once.” 

“ Philip!” 

“IT must. Consider my position. I cannot 
enter the court as a juryman again without 
explaining to someone how I am placed. 
The irregularity would transgress all limits. 
I must communicate with Miss Angel imme- 
diately ; she will communicate with her 
advisers, who will no doubt communicate 
with you.” 

“ My goodness!” repeated Mrs. Tranmer 
to herself after he had gone. Still she 
did not proceed upstairs to dress. 


III. 
Miss ANGEL 
was dressed for 
dinner. She 
was in the 
drawing - room, 
with other 
guests of the 
hotel, waiting 
for the gong to 
sound, when 
she was in- 
formed that a 
gentleman 
wished to see 
her. On the 
heels of the 
information 
entered the 
gentleman him- 
self. It seemed 
that Mr. Roland 
had only eyes 
for her. As if 
oblivious of the 
presence of 
others he moved 
rapidly forward. 
She regarded 
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“MIGHT I SPEAK TO YOU FOR A MOMENT IN PRIVATE 


him askance. He, perceiving her want of 
recognition, introduced himself in a fashion 
of his own. 

“Miss Angel, I’m the man who travelled 
with you from Nice to Dijon.” 

At once her face lighted up. Her eyes 
became, as it were, illumined. 

“Of course! To think that we should 
have met again! At last!” 

To judge from certain comments which 
were made by those around one could not 
but suspect that Miss Angel’s story was a 
theme of general interest. As a matter of 
fact, they were being entertained by her 
account of the day’s proceedings at the very 
moment of Mr. Roland’s entry. People in 
these small “residential” hotels are some- 
times so extremely friendly. Altogether un- 
expectedly Mr. Roland found himself an 
object of interest to quite a number of total 
strangers. He was not the sort of man to 
shine in such a position, particularly as it 
was only too plain that Miss Angel mis- 
understood the situation. 

“Mr. Roland, you are like a messenger 
from Heaven. I have prayed for you to 
come, so you must be one. And at this time 
of all times—just when you are most wanted! 
Really, your advent must be miraculous.” 

“ Ye-es.” The 
gentleman 
glanced around. 
“ Might I speak 
to you for a 
moment in 
private ?” 

She regarded 
him a Httle 
quizzically. 

“ Everybody 
here knows my 
whole strange 
history; my 
hopes and fears; 
all about me. 
You needn’t be 
afraid to add 
another chapter 
to the tale, 
especially since 
you have arrived 
at so opportune 
a moment.” 

“Precisely.” 
His tone was 
expressive of 
something more - 
than doubt. 
“Still, if you 
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don’t mind, I think I would rather say a few 
words to you alone.” 

The bystanders commenced to withdraw 
with some little show of awkwardness, as 
if, since the whole business had so far been 
public, they rather resented the element of 
secrecy. The gong sounding, Miss Angel 
was moved to proffer a suggestion. 

“Come and dine with me. We can talk 
while we are eating.” 

He shrank back with what was almost a 
gesture of horror. 

“ Excuse me—you are very kind—I really 
couldn’t. If you prefer it, I will wait here 
until you have dined.” 

“Do you imagine that I could wait to 
hear what you have to say till after dinner? 
You don’t know me if you do. The people 
are going. We shall have the room all to 
ourselves. My dinner can wait.” 

The people went. They did have the 
room to themselves. She began to over- 
whelm him with her thanks, which, con- 
science-stricken, he endeavoured to parry. 

“T cannot tell you how grateful I am to 
you for coming in this spontaneous fashion— 
at this moment, too, of my utmost need.” 

“ Just so.” 

“If you only knew how I have searched 
for you high and low, and now, after all, you 
appear in the very nick of time.” 

“ Exactly.” 

“It would almost seem as if you had 
chosen the dramatic moment ; for this is the 
time of all the times when your presence on 
the scene was most desired.” 

“Its very good of you to say so; but—if 
you will allow me to interrupt you—I am 
afraid I am not entitled to your thanks. The 
fact is, I—I haven’t the bag.” 

“You haven’t the bag?” 

Although he did not dare to look at her 
he was conscious that the fashion of her 
countenance had changed. At the knowledge 
a chill seemed to penetrate to the very 
marrow in his bones. 

“I—I fear I haven't.” 

“You had it—I left it in your charge !” 

“Unfortunately, that is the most unfortu- 
nate part of the whole affair.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

He explained. For the second time that 
night he told his tale. It had not rolled 
easily off his tongue at the first time of 
telling. He found the repetition a task of 
exquisite difficulty. In the presence of that 
young lady it seemed so poor a story. 
Especially in the mood in which she was. 
She continually interrupted him with question 
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and comment—always of the most awkward 
kind. By the time he had made an end of 
telling he felt as if most of the vitality had 
gone out of him. She was silent for some 
seconds—dreadful seconds! Then she drew 
a long breath, and she said :— 

“So I am to understand, am I, that your 
sister has lost the bag—my bag ?” 

“I fear that it would seem so, for the 
present.” 

“For the present? What do you mean 
by for the present? Are you suggesting that 
she will be able to find it during the next few 
hours? Because after that it will be too 
late.” 

“ I—I should hardly like to go so far as 
that, knowing my sister.” 

“ Knowing your sister? I see. Of course 
I am perfectly aware that I had no right to 
intrust the bag to your charge even for a 
single instant: to you, an entire stranger ; 
though I had no notion that you were the 
kind of stranger you seem to be. Nor had 
I any right to slip, and fall, and become 
unconscious, and so allow that train to leave 
me behind. Still—it does seem a little hard. 
Don’t you think it does?” 

“I can only hope that the loss was not of 
such serious importance as you would seem 
to infer.” 

“Tt depends on what you call serious. 
It probably means the difference between 
affluence and beggary. ‘That’s all.” 

“On one point you must allow me to 
make an observation. The will was not in 
the bag.” 

“ The will was not in the bag!” 

There was a quality in the lady’s voice 
which made Mr. Roland quail. He hastened 
to proceed. 

“ I have here all which it contained.” 

He produced a neat packet, in which 
were discovered four keys, two handkerchiefs, 
scraps of what might be chocolate, a piece of 
pencil, a pair of brown shoe-laces. She 
regarded the various objects with unsympa- 
thetic eyes. 

“Tt also contained the will.” 

“I can only assure you that I saw nothing 
of it; nor my sister either. Surely a thing 
of that kind could hardly have escaped our 
observation.” 

“In that bag, Mr. Roland, is a secret 
pocket; intended to hold — secure from 
observation—bank-notes, letters, or private 
papers. The will was there. Did you or 
your sister, in the course of your investi- 
gations, light upon the secret of that 
pocket ?” 
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Something of the sort he had feared. 
He rubbed his hands together, almost as 
if he were wringing them. 

“Miss Angel, I can only hint at my 
sense of shame; at my consciousness of 
my own deficiencies ; and can only reiterate 
my sincere hope that the consequences of 
your loss may still 
be less serious than 
you suppose.” 

“I imagine that 
nothing worse than 
my ruin will result.” 

“I will do my 
best to guard against 
that.” 

“ You!—what can 
you do—now? ” 

“I am at least a 
juryman.” 

“A juryman?” 

“T am one of the 
jury which is trying 
the case.” 

“You!” Her 
eyes opened wider. 
“Of course! I 
thought I had seen 
you somewhere be- 
fore to-day! That’s 


where it was! How 
stupid I am! Isit 
possible?” Exactly 


what she meant bý 
her disjointed re- 
marks was not clear. 
He did not suspect 
her of an intention 
to flatter. “And 
you propose to 
influence your colleagues to give a decision 
in my favour ?” 

“You may smile, but since unanimity is 
necessary I can, at any rate, make sure that 
it is not given against you.” 

“T see. Your idea is original. And 
perhaps a little daring. But before we 
repose our trust on such an eventuality I 
should like to do something. First of all, I 
should like to interview your sister.” 

“Tf you please.” 

“I do please. I think it possible that 
when I explain to her how the matter is 
with me her memory may be moved to the 
recollection of what she did with my poor 
bag. Do you think I could see her if I 
went to her at once ?” 

“Quite probably.” 

“Then you and I will go together. If you 
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“| THOUGHT I HAD SEEN YOU SOMEWHERE BEFORE TO-DAY!” 


will wait for me to put a hat on, in two 
minutes I will return to you here.” 


IV. 


Hats are uncertain quantities. Sometimes 


they represent ten minutes, sometimes twenty, 
sometimes sixty. 


It is hardly likely that any 
woman ever “put a 
hat on” in two. 
Wiss Angel was 
quick. Still, before 
she reappeared Mr. 
Roland had arrived 
at something which 
resembled a mental 
resolution. He 
hurled it at her as 
soon as she was 
through the door- 
way. 

“Miss Angel, be- 
fore we start upon 
our errand I should 
like to make myself 
clear to you at least 
upon one point. I 
am aware that I am 
responsible for the 
destruction of your 
hopes—morally and 
actually. I should 
like you therefore 
to understand that, 
should the case go 
against you, you will 
find me personally 
prepared to make 
good your loss so 
far as in my power 
lies. I should, of 
course, regard it as my simple duty.” 

She smiled at him, really nicely. 

“You are Quixotic, Mr. Roland. Though 
it is very good of you all the same. But 
before we talk about such things I should 
like to see your sister, if you don’t mind.” 

At this hint he moved to the door. As 
they went towards the hall he said :— 

“I hope you are building no high hopes 
upon your interview with my sister. I know 
my sister, you understand ; and though she 
is the best woman in the world, I fear that 
she attached so little importance to the bag 
that she has allowed its fate to escape her 
memory altogether.” 

“One does allow unimportant matters to 
escape one’s memory, doesn’t one ? ” 

Her words were ambiguous. He won- 
dered what she meant. It was she who 
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started the conversation when they were in 
the cab. 

“Would it be very improper to ask what 
you think of the case so far as it has gone?” 

He was sensible that it would be most 
improper. But, then, there had been so much 
impropriety about his proceedings already 
that perhaps he felt that a little more or less 
did not matter. He answered as if he had 
followed the proceedings with unflagging 
attention. 

“I think your case is very strong.” 

“Really? Without the 
bag?” 

It was a simple fact that 
he had but the vaguest notion 
of what had been stated upon 
the other side. Had he been 
called upon to give even a 
faint outline of what the case 
for the opposition really was 
he would have been unable 
to do so. But so trivial an 
accident did not prevent his 
expressing a confident 
opinion. . 

“Certainly ; as it stands.” 

“But won't it look odd if 
I am unable to produce the 
will?” 

Mr. Roland pondered ; or 
pretended to. 

“No doubt the introduc- 
tion of the will would bring 
the matter to an immediate 
conclusion. But, as it is, 
your own statement is so 
clear that it seems to me to 
be incontrovertible.” 

“Truly? And do your 
colleagues think so also?” 

He knew no more what 
his “colleagues” thought 
than the man in the moon. 
But that was of no consequence. 

“ I think you may take it for granted that 
they are not all idiots. I believe, indeed, 
that it is generally admitted that in most 
juries there is a preponderance of common 
sense.” 

She sighed, a little wistfully, as if the 
prospect presented by his words was not so 
alluring as she would have desired. She 
kept her eyes fixed on his face—a fact of 
which he was conscious. 

“Oh, I wish I could find the will!” 

While he was still echoing her wish with 
all his heart a strange thing happened. 


The cabman turned a corner. It was 
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dark. He did not think it necessary to 
slacken his pace. Nor, perhaps, to keep 
a keen look-out for what was advancing 
in an opposite direction. ‘Tactics which a 
brother Jehu carefully followed. Another 
hansom was coming round that corner too. 
Both drivers, perceiving that their zeal 
was excessive, endeavoured to avoid disaster 
by dragging their steeds back upon their 
haunches. Too late! On the instant they 
were in collision. In that brief, exciting 
moment Mr. Roland saw that the sole 





“Too LATE!” 


occupant of the other hansom was a lady. 
He knew her. She knew him. 

“Its Agatha!” he cried. 

“ Philip!” came in answer. 

Before either had a chance to utter another 
word hansoms, riders, and drivers were on 
the ground. Fortunately the horses kept 
their heads, being possibly accustomed to 
little diversions of the kind. ‘They merely 
continued still, as if waiting to see what 
would happen next. In consequence he was 
able to scramble out himself, and to assist 
Miss Angel in following him. 

“ Are you hurt ?” he asked. 

“I don’t think so; not a bit.” 
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“Excuse me, but my sister’s in the other 
cab.” 

“Your sister !” 

He did not wait to hear. He was off like 
a flash. From the ruins of the other 
vehicle — which seemed to have suffered 
most in the contact—he gradually extri- 
cated the dishevelled Mrs. Tranmer. She 
seemed to be in a sad state. He led her 
to a chemist’s shop, which luckily stood 
open close at hand, accompanied by Miss 
Angel and a larger proportion of the crowd 
than the proprietor appeared disposed to 
welcome. He repeated the inquiry he had 
addressed to Miss Angel. 

“Are you hurt ?” 

This time the response was different. 

“Of course I’m hurt. I’m shaken all to 
pieces ; every bone in my body’s broken ; 
there’s not a scrap of life left in me. Do 
you suppose I’m the sort of creature who can 
be thrown about like a shuttlecock and not 
be hurt ?” 

Something, however, in her tone sug- 
gested that her troubles might after all be 
superficial. 

“Tf you will calm yourself, Agatha, 
perhaps you may find that your injuries are 
not so serious as you imagine.” 

“They couldn’t be, or I should 
be dead. The worst of it is 
that this all comes of my flying 
across London to take that two- 
penny-halfpenny bag to that ridi- 
culous young woman of yours.” 

He started. 

“The bag! 
you found it?” 

“Of course I’ve found it. 
How do you suppose I could 
be tearing along with it in my . 
hands if I hadnt?” The 
volubility of her utterance 
pointed to a rapid return to 
convalescence. “It seems that 
I gave it to Jane, or she says 
that I did, though I have no 
recollection of doing anything 
of the kind. As she had 
already plenty of better bags 
of her own, probably most of 
them mine, she didn’t want it, 
so she gave it to her sister-in- 
law. Directly I heard that, ) 
dragged her into a cab and 
tore off to the woman’s house. 
The woman was out, and, 
of course, she’d taken the bay 
with her to do some shopping. 


Agatha! have 
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I packed off her husband and half-a-dozen 
children to scour the neighbourhood for her 
in different directions, and I thought I 
should have a fit while I waited. The 
moment she appeared I snatched the bag 
from her hand, flung myself back into the 
cab—and now the cab has flung me out into 
the road, and Heaven only knows if I shall 
ever be the same woman I was before I 
started.” 

“ And the bag! Where is it?” 

She looked about her with bewildered 
eyes. 

“The bag? I havent the faintest 
notion. I must have left it in the cab.” 

Mr. Roland rushed out into the street. 
He gained the vehicle in which Mrs, 
Tranmer had travelled. It seemed that 
one of the shafts had been wrenched right 
off, but they had raised it to what was as 
nearly an upright position as circumstances 
permitted. 

“ Where’s the hand-bag which was in that 
cab ?” 

““Hand-bag?” returned the driver. “I 
ain’t seen no hand-bag. So far I ain’t hardly 
seen the bloomin’ cab.” 

A voice was heard at Mr. Roland’s elbow. 


OLD 'ARD, GUV'NOK!" 
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“This here bloke picked up a bag—I see 
him do it.” : 

Mr. Roland’s grip fastened on the shoulder 
of the “bloke” alluded to, an undersized 
youth apparently not yet in his teens. The 
young gentleman resented the attention. 

“Old ’ard, guv’nor! I picked up the bag, 
that’s all right; I was just a-wondering who 
it might belong to.” 

“Tt belongs to the lady who was riding in 
the cab. Kindly hand it over.” 

It was “handed over”; borne back into 
the chemist’s shop ; proffered to Miss Angel. 

“I believe that this is the missing bag, 
apparently not much the worse for its various 
adventures.” 

“It is the bag.” 


She opened it. Appar- 


ently it was empty. But on her manipulating an, 


unseen fastening an inner pocket was disclosed. 
From it she took a folded paper. “And here 
is the will!” >- 


V. 


THEY dined together—it was still not too 
late to dine—in a private room at the Picca- 
dilly Restaurant. Mrs. Tranmer found -that 
she was, indeed, not irreparably damaged ; and 
by the time she could be induced to look 
over the fact that she was not what she 
called “ dressed ” she began to enjoy herself 
uncommonly well. Delia Angel was in the 
highest spirits, which, on the whole, was 
not surprising. The recovery of the bag 
and the will had transformed the world into 
a rose-coloured Paradise. The evening 
was one continuous delight. As for Philip 
Roland—his mood was akin to Miss Angel's. 
Everything which had begun badly was 
ending well. He was the host. The meal 
did credit to his choice—and to the cook. 
The wine was worthy of the toasts they drank. 
There was one toast which was not formally 
proposed, and of which, perhaps, even in his 
heart he did not dream, but whose presence 
was answerable for not a little of the rapture 
which crowned the feast—“ The Birth of 
Romance.” His life had been tolerably 
commonplace and grey. For the first time 
that night Romance had entered into it. It 
was just possible that, maintaining the place 
it had gained, it would continue to the end. 
So might it be; for sure, the Spirit is the 
best of company. 

After dinner the three journeyed together 
to Miss Angel’s solicitor. He lived in town, 
not far away from where they were, and 
though the hour was uncanonical it was not 
so very late. And though he was amazed at 


being required to do business at such a 
Yol. xxi.—6, 
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season, the tale they had to tell amazed him 
more. Nor was he indisposed to commend 
them for coming straight away to him with it 
at once. 

He heard them to an end. Then he 
looked at the bag; then at the will. Then 
once more at the bag; then at the will again. 
Then he smoothed his chin. 

“It seems to me—speaking without pre- 
judice—that this ends the matter. In the 
face of this the other side is left without a 
leg to stand upon. With this in your hand ” 
—he was tapping the will with his finger-tip 
—“ I cannot but think, Miss Angel, that you 
must carry all before you.” 

“So I should imagine.” 

He contemplated Mr. Roland. 

“So you, sir, are one of the jury. As at 
present advised, I cannot see how, in the 
course of action which you have pursued, 
blame can in any way be attached to you. 
But, at the same time, I am bound to 
observe that in the course of a somewhat 
lengthy experience I cannot recall a single 
instance of a juryman—an actual juryman— 
playing such a part as you have done. In 
fact, not to put too fine a point on it, the 
position you have taken up is—in a really 
superlative degree— irregular.” 

Such, also, seemed to be the opinion of 
counsel before whom, at a matutinal hour, 
he laid the facts of the case. When, in 
view of those facts, counsel on both sides 
conferred before the case was opened, the 
general feeling plainly pointed in the same 
direction. And, on its being stated in 
open court that, in face of the discovery 
of the vanished will, all opposition to 
Miss Delia Angel would, with permission, 
be at once withdrawn, it was incident- 
ally mentioned how the discovery had 
been brought about. All eyes, turning to 
the jury-box, fastened on Philip Roland, 
whose agitated countenance pointed the allu- 
sion. The part which he had played having 
been made sufficiently plain, the judge him- 
self joined in the general stare. His lordship 
went so far as to remark that while he was 
pleased to accede to the application which 
had been made to him to consider the case 
at an end, being of opinion that the matter 
had been brought to a very proper termin- 
ation, still he could not conceal from himself 
that, so far as he could gather from what had 
been said, the conduct of one of the jury- 
men, even allowing some latitude — here 
his lordship’s eyes seemed to twinkle—was 
marked by a considerable amọunt of irregu- 
larity. 
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By Jacques BOYER. 
From Photographs spectally taken for THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 





and experimented 
in the grounds of 
the Paris Exhibi- 
tion Annexe at 
Vincennes, with 
results that are 
likely to prove of 
paramount useful- 
ness in the study 
of aerial migra- 
tion. The contests 
of which I shall 
speak in this 
article relate en- 
tirely to balloons, 
and it is interest- 
ing to note that 
in connection 
with the 1g00 
Paris Exhibition 
the Aero Club of 
France has been 


THE BALLOON SHED—SOME BALLOONS IN COURSE OF INFLATION. 


is no doubt that the 
of sport in France will lead to a 
stronger and closer friendship 
between our neighbours and our- 
If proof were needed, we have only 





selves. 
tq look at the results of the various Inter- 
national contests in which sportsmen of all 
nations have met in friendly rivalry during the 


Paris Exhibition 
of 1900. The 
Press of the world 
has acclaimed the 
victors of cycle 
races, motor - car 
contests, and what 
not, and it may be 
well to give here 
some description 
of a contest which 
in its aim is per- 
haps of greater im- 
portance than any 
other. 

The desire for 
the solution of the 
flying - machine 
problem is becom- 
ing acute in its 
intensity, and the 
aeronauts of all 
nations have met 
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the means of pro- 
moting and facilitating experiments in balloon- 
ing on a scale never attempted before. 

A huge building was erected in the Annexe 
where balloons could be stored and the 
various necessaries could be supplied to those 
who were to take part in these interesting 
aerial contests. Our first illustration shows 
this structure and the balloons in course of 
inflation. Our second picture is a view of 


THE SAME AS ABOVE TAKEN FROM ALOFT, 
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the same taken from a captive balloon on 
the 17th of June, 1900. The three pictures 
that follow show the various stages of pre- 
paration before ascending. 

Apart from the building of this huge 
hall, it became necessary to honeycomb the 
“ballooning ground” with innumerable pipes, 
in order to furnish an immediate and complete 
supply of gas for the inflation of the com- 
petitors’ respective balloons. 

The contests were divided into four classes, 
namely, those over a minimum course to a 
certain point fixed beforehand, those for the 
highest altitude attained, those of duration, 
and distance contests. 

At this stage a delicate point suggested 
itself. In contests of this kind there are two 
alternatives only. Were it a simple question 
of racing, then it would be necessary to 
equalize the competitors’ ehances as far as 
possible ; were it a record-beating contest, 
however, then every competitor would be 
entitled to use every means in his power to 
secure the best 
advantage. For 
instance, an aero- 
naut possessing a 
balloon of large 
dimensions would 
have a better 
chance of travel- 
ling farther or 
ascending higher 
or of remaining 
in the air for a 
longer time than 
his rival with a 
smaller balloon, 
the ascending 
power decreasing 
in ratio to the 
dead weight of 
the net, the car, 
and its occupants. 
Under these cir- 
cumstances the 
simplest plan 
would have been to have allowed balloons of 
equal capacity only to take part in one and 
the same contest, in order to secure equality. 


This was found to be impracticable, how- 


ever, as such limitations would have made 
it impossible to secure sufficient entries 
with any prospect of success. The only 
solution of any practical value consisted 
therefore in handicapping the balloons as 
shown in our next illustration. A number 
of sealed ballast bags were placed in each 
car as found necessary, in order that the 
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amount of ascending power and ballast to 
be used should be identical in each balloon, 
irrespective of size. 

No competitor was admitted who had not 
engineered a free balloon on three different 
occasions. Moreover, all the materials were 
carefully examined by a specially-appointed 
committee before the various contests took 
place, not to mention the medical examina- 
tion of every aeronaut who entered for the 
high altitude contests, which, as aeronauts 
well know, are as a rule extremely dangerous. 
Owing to these precautions it is pleasing 
to note that in the course of 156 ascensions 
there is no single instance of the slightest 
accident to record; this will tend to show 
conclusively also that ballooning under 
proper conditions is not nearly so dangerous 
as it is painted. 

I will now proceed to give some details of 
the various contests as they took place under 
the auspices of the Aero Club. 

The contest which consisted in navigating 





A CLOSER VIEW OF ‘THE INFLATING PROCE 


a balloon over a minimum course to a given 
point selected beforehand proved to be one 
of the most interesting, for success depended 
entirely upon the skill of the contestants as 
aeronauts pure and simple. ‘The given point, 
fixed before the start, depended entirely 
upon the direction of the wind just before 
the signal to start was to be given. In order 
to ascertain this direction miniature balloons 
were launched, indicating by their course the 
direction in which their more bulky brethren 
would be driven. 
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ASCERTAINING THE DIRECTION OF THE WIND BY MEANS OF A PILOT BALLOON. 


The above picture shows the ascent of 
one of these “pilot balloons” as they have 
been called. ‘The course of the “pilot” 
was followed by means of a theodolite, 
and by means of a chart suitably fixed to a 
horizontal board the line of travel became 
evidert to a nicety. Moreover, the velocity 
of the wind was determined by means of 
aerometers. 

There were in all four contests in this 
class. The entries were a great success, and 
the results obtained were most gratifying. 
Twelve competitors started on the 7th of 
July. The goal was the railway station of 
Anvers-sur-Oise, near Pontoise, and the time 
of sojourn in the air was fixed at two hours. 
The victors were all three members of the 
Aero Club ; namely, M. Guffroy, the explorer, 
who left Vincennes at half-past three and 
alighted at half-past five at about 436 yards 
from the place appointed; Count de la 
Vaulx, who landed 872 yards away ; and M. 
Castillon de St. Victor, who alighted a short 
distance away from the preceding contestant. 

The record contest in the same category 


took place on the 22nd July, when twelve . 


balloons—whose passengers, by the way, 
included several ladies—started about the 
same time. The landing-point was the Church 
of Mormant (Seine and Marne), and, the 
balloons not being handicapped, the depar- 
ture of the twelve competitors took place in 
less than half an hour. Three members of 
the jury started on niotor-cars in order to 
control the various landings and to measure 
distances, and, let it be whispered, to warn 


the inhabitants of the little village of 
Mormant of their aerial visitants! No 
fewer than eleven of the balloons that 
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started from Vin- 
cennes alighted 
almost simultane- 
ously within the 
area of the 
“green” of the 
Commune, amid 
enthusiastic 
cheers of the 
assembled crowds 
of country folk. 
The victory rested 
with M. de la 
Vaulx, who 
alighted within 
1,100 yards of the 
church steeple in 
his balloon “ Le 
Centaure,” among 
whose passengers 
were Don Jaime d Bourbon, the Archduke 
Leopold Salvador of Austria, and Count de 
Coma. The other successful competitors 
were M. Carton, who alighted at 1,160 yards, 
and M. Guffroy, at about 1,250 yards from 
the coveted goal. -` 

The third contest in the same class took 
place on August 1ọth. It included a com- 
pulsory stoppage at two-thirds of the distance, 
and all competitors who had not landed 
twice were to be disqualified. The aeronauts 
were allowed to deposit passengers at the 
stopping - place, but were not allowed to- 
remain on zerra firma for more than an hour. 
This test, which was a particularly severe 
one, carried with it a chance of the “ Grand 
Prix Aeronautique,” because of the difficulties 
to be encountered. ‘The results were an un- 
qualified success, no fewer than twenty-two 
balloons taking part in the fray. The first 
stopping-point was fixed at the railway station 
called Damartin, and the final goal was fixed 
at Nanteuil-le-Houdoin, near Senlis on the 
Oise ; MM. Jacques Faure, Eugène Godart, 
and De la Vaulx were the victors. 

The last contest in this class became a 
matter of extreme interest, inasmuch as all 
the members of the Aeronautical Congress 
and M. Picard, Commissioner - General of 
the Exhibition, were present to witness the 


‘departure, as shown in the next illustration. 


Each competitor was entitled to select 
beforehand the particular spot at which he 
hoped to land. The Count de la Valette 
proved himself the victor on that occasion. 
He alighted within about 870 yards of the 
place which he had previously designated. 
The contest for the highest altitudes 
attained followed next. Though not requiring 
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3L PICARD (X), COMMISSIONER-GENERAL OF THE EXHIBITION, INSPECTING A BALLOON BEFORE DEPARTURE. 


so much skill in aerial navigation proper, it 
became equally exciting to spectators and 
competitors alike, owing to the dangers to 
which very high ascensions often lead. 
The ascension of “The Zenith” in 1874, 
when Crose, Spinelli, and Sivel met their 
deaths at an altitude of 27,g50ft., came 
back to the minds of many, and made these 
ascensions a matter of wonder and excite- 
ment to those who had never been up in a 
balloon before. 

The rarefied air which is encountered at 
high altitudes causes great suffering, as is 
well known. In order to mitigate this effect 
the aeronauts took with them bags of 
oxygen gas in order to minimize the danger. 
The record for altitudes in the areas of 
balloons belongs to a German savant, M. 
Berson, himself connected with the Meteoro- 
logical Institute of Berlin; he reached an 
altitude of 29,746ft., that is to say 744ft. 
higher than the highest peak the Himalayan 
Mountains can boast of.. In London M. 
Berson succeeded in reaching an altitude of 
27,040ft. in 1828, though thirty-six years 
before Glaisher had reached the amazing 
height of 28,795ft. The contest at Vin- 
cennes did not produce a record, however, 
as MM. Balsan and louis Godard, the 
victors, only reached an altitude of 27,355ft. 
In this contest, which took place on the 
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23rd of September, M. Juchmès was second 
with 22,155ft., and the Count de la Vaulx 
third with 21,999ft. 

Count de la Vaulx has kindly allowed us to 
take a peep at his diary, from which we gather 
some interesting particulars. No sooner had 
he and his companion in peril, M. Maison, 
attained an altitude of 13,000ft. when the 
cork of a champagne bottle went with a 
bang, without a moment’s warning. 

M. de la Vaulx at once started to inhale 
the oxygen from his bag in order to keep up 
his strength, though his companion did not 
use it until they had reached 18,525ft., when 
he felt a strange weakness in the legs. No 
sooner did he have recourse to the oxygen 
bag, however, than he recovered the complete 
use of his limbs and was able to manipulate 
the ballast as required. 

M. de la Vaulx’s diary here says: “At 
4.55 we are at 19,500ft.; I feel well and am 
bewildered by the magnificent view beneath 
me. I tell Maison to throw more ballast 
overboard ; he throws a bag accordingly, and 
falls back unconscious on the floor of the 
car. I introduce the mouthpiece of the 
oxygen bag as far as I can into his throat, 
and he revives little by little. I was just in 
time ; he soon feels well, but does not let 
go of his oxygen bag again ; he is wise.” 

From 5.20 to 5.30 the plucky acronauts 
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remained practically stationary between 
23,400ft. and 23,925ft. The diary adds: 
“We do not suffer in any way, we do not 
feel sick or even giddy ; the oxygen bags do 
their work beautifully, and we still have from 
320lb. to 36o0lb. of ballast, but in order 
not to infringe the rules of the contest 
(namely, not to descend at a rate of more 
than 1,093 yards in five seconds) we are 
beginning our descent.” 

The altitude record contests were not with- 
out their excitements. For example, on the 
24th of June Count de la Vaulx decided to 
spend the night in mid-air in order to profit 
by the early rays of the sun to reach the 
higher altitudes. At dawn he still had 
5oolb. of ballast which he intended to 
make use of, when he and his party were 
suddenly overtaken by a snow blizzard. The 
balloon having gathered a quantity of snow 
upon its upper surface, the aeronaut was com- 
pelled to throw the whole of his reserve ballast 
overboard. An hour later the snow melted sud- 
denly, and “ L’Aero Club,” becoming accord- 
ingly lightened, shot upwards with incredible 
speed, leaving the sea of clouds far below. 

The travellers had then recourse to the 
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WHICH WAS WRECKED IN PITCH DARKNESS WHILE 
AT THE RATE OF 62 MILES AN HOUR. 


valve, but at the first pull a glacial douche 
of melted snow, which had accumulated 
on top of the balloon, drenched them to 
the skin. The balloon, delivered of this 
surprise burden, shot up once more, but 
another recourse to the valve secured a safe 
descent in a field near Emden, in Hanover, 
quite 37214 miles from Paris, the journey 
having lasted fifteen hours. 

The duration contests were prolific in’ 
adventures of many kinds. It was decided 
that no ascension should take place were 
the wind to blow towards the sea, though 
on two occasions the wind veered round 
suddenly and carried some of the com- 
petitors in the wrong direction, when 
progress had to be prematurely stopped. 
On one occasion, when a westerly gale was 
blowing, the starts were fraught with danger. 
Some of the descents were most exciting— 
for instance, that of the balloon owned 
by Count Castillon de St. Victor, which 
was dragged for a considerable distance 
over the woods in the’ Department of 
Calvados. M. de la Vaulx returned to 
terra firma at Guingamp, in Brittany, at 
2 a.m. in pitch darkness. According to his 
log-book it appears that his 
balloon was travelling at the 
time at the rate of 62 miles an 
hour. Our illustration shows 
the position of the balloon as 
it grounded. ‘he air- bag, 
which is on the other side of 
the trees, and therefore is not 
visible in the photograph, was 
very much injured, though it 
is pleasing to hear that the 
intrepid travellers were in no 
way hurt. 

The third and last contest 
for this class, which took place 
on the 16th of September, calls 
for special notice, as the seven 
competitors all started from 
Vincennes at eight o’clock at 
night. Huge electric search- 
lights followed the various 
balloons in their nocturnal 
flight, and enabled the excited 
spectators to catch a last 
glimpse of them before they 
were swallowed up in the 
blackness of the night. M. 
Balsan won the contest on that 
occasion, succeeding in keep- 
ing his balloon, the “St. Louis,” 
in mid-air thirty-five hours 
altogether, thus beating M. 
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de la Vaulx’s record of thirty hours, though 
the latter was not slow in recovering his 
advantage, as will be seen. 

The long-distance contests created, per- 
haps, the greatest excitement of all. Never 
have such results in ballooning been attained 
before—even beating the former record of 
MM. Castillon de St. Victor and Mallet, 
who travelled continuously for a distance 
of 826 miles. 
The first race, 
however, did 
not turn out a 
success. The 
wind veered 
round to the 
west and com- 
pelled the com- 
petitors to end 
their intended 
long - distance 
journey very 
abruptly. The 
second race, 
which, by the 
way, included a 
balloon photo- 
graphy competi- 


tion, was a 
success. 
On the 30th 


of September an 
east wind gave 
the competitors 
their chance. 
The Count de la 
Vaulx alighted 
after a journey 
of twenty - one 
hours and forty- 
five minutes at 
Brzescknywoski, 
near Wloewek, 
Varsovy, that is 
about 768 miles 
from Vincennes; 
M. Balsan 
alighted at the mouth of the River Leba, 
near Dantzig, after a twenty-two hours’ 
journey, 759 miles from Vincennes; and 
M. Jacques Faure arrived at Mamlitz, near 
Bramberg, 73414 miles from Vincennes, after 
a journey of twenty hours seventeen minutes. 

M, de la Vaulx has thus succeeded in 
being the first to cross over Germany into 
Russia from France. The “Centaure ” under 
his management behaved exceeding well, and 
the aeronaut had no less than 2oolb. of 
ballast to spare when he made his descent ; 
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COUNT CASTILLON DE ST. VICTOR ON BOARD THE “‘CENTAURR,” IN WHICH 
HE WON THE ‘f GRAND PRIX DE L'AERONAUTIQUE.” 


thus he could have gone farther if it had not 
been for the fact that beyond a certain 
limit he would not have been granted a pass- 
port by the local Russian authorities without 
first communicating with St. Petersburg ; 
this would have taken some days, a delay 
that would have debarred the plucky traveller 
from taking part in the last contest, which 
was to take place in Paris on the gth of 
October. To 
com memorate 
this remarkable 
achievement the 
committee of 
the Aero Club 
have awarded 
M. de la Vaulx 
their gold medal. 

At the autumn 
meeting which 
marked the 
close of the 
aeronautical 
contests of the 
Paris Exhibition 
there remained 
only six com- 
petitors, -the 
victors in the 
various contests 
which had taken 
place before 
Count Castillon 
de St. Victor 
withdrew from 
the contests in 
order to accom- 
pany his friend 
De la Vaulx on 
October gth. 

The final 
contest was one 
between Count 
de la Vaulx, 
who carried 
off the first 
prize, and M. 
Jacques Balsan. Count de la Vaulx 
succeeded in beating both the “time” and 
“distance” records in one voyage, since he 
and his companion reached Korostychel, a 
small town in the Province of Kiev, on the 
banks of the Dnieper, after 35hrs. 45min. in 
the air, covering a distance of 1,194 miles 
without a stop. On the other hand, MM. 
Balsan and Louis Godard alighted at 
Opotehka (Russia) after a journey of 27hrs. 
15min., having covered a distance of 844% 
miles. 





AOUNTAINEERING,” said 
Y Mr. Bertie Vallance, in the 
tone of one stating an indis- 
putable fact, “is no occupa- 
tion for women.” 

There was a slight rustle 
among the guests assembled in the salon of 
the most popular hotel in Schwarzenberg, a 
little-known village of the higher Swiss Alps, 
which, dominated as it is by two splendid 
and highly dangerous peaks, and many of 
somewhat inferior height and less danger, is 
mostly known to and frequented by ardent 
enthusiasts of mountaineering — and the 
rustle of excitement was due to the fact that 
Miss Grimm, the ardent and well-known 
advocate of women’s rights and president of 
countless women’s societies, was present. 

Everyone felt that Mr. Vallance’s speech 
was nothing short of a direct challenge to 
Miss Grimm, and no one was surprised when 
she took it up. 

“ Everything is a suitable occupation for a 
woman as long as she does it thoroughly and 
well, and harms neither herself nor anyone 
else,” she said, taking off her spectacles and 
looking fixedly into Mr. Vallance’s handsome 
face. Ina few words, this was her gospel, 
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BERTIE 
ALLAN CE: 


By A CORALE STANTON 


and not such a bad one, either; and she 
was known to live up to it, too, which is the 
great test. 

But the superiority, physical and mental, 
of the masculine sex was as much Bertie 
Vallance’s hobby as was the equality of the 
feminine that of Miss Grimm ; and he sat up 
in his chair and warmed to the discussion. 
Both Miss Grimm and he had been staying 
in the hotel over a week, and many spar had 
they enjoyed over their after-dinner coffee 
and cigarette—it made his blood boil, but 
for simple courtesy’s sake he had to offer her 
one of his favourite Egyptian blend now and 
then. And she, with her advantage of years, 
and reading, and experience, thought him an 
ignorant and bumptious young fellow, and he 
thought her a blot on creation. 

The young man was silent a moment, 
thinking out a reply that would clinch the 
matter and leave him in possession of the 
field. He gave it out deliberately to an 
attentive audience. 

“ Woman,” he said, “ possesses neither the 
physical strength, the power of endurance, 
the calmness -of judgment, the coolness of 
head, the keenness of eye, the swiftness of 
movement, nor any of the other innumerable 
quaiifications necessary to the expert moun- 
taineer.” 

“ Have you ever heard of Olga Braun?” 
asked Miss Grimm, by way of retort. 

“The Queen of the Alps, as they call 
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her?” Vallance said, with lazy contempt. 
“Of course I have.” 

“She ascended Kunchin - jinga,” Miss 
Grimm went on, “and when she was over- 
taken by a snow-storm remained alone at an 
altitude of 19,o00ft. all night, while her 
guides went for help.” 

“India is a very long way off,” Vallance 
suggested, in his former tone. “The Hima- 
layas are very convenient, and guides’ tales 
are not very trustworthy, you know. Indian 
guides are mortal—and purchasable.” 

“That is not a worthy retort,” said Miss 
Grimm, rather stiffly. 

He felt somehow that it was not, but he 
could not very well deny flatly the feat of a 
mountaineer whose name was a household 
word, and he felt at that moment that the 
intrepid woman’s splendid achievement had 
been planned and carried out with the sole 
object of his humiliation. 

“What do you think on the subject, 
madam?” Vallance, to hide his mortifica- 
tion, turned to a young woman who sat in 
the window, reading one of the books from 
the limited hotel library. She had taken no 
part in the conversation; she had only 
arrived that morning, and her manner 
matched her quiet, rather neutral, appearance. 

Finding herselt directly addressed by the 
young man she laid down her book and 
answered, with a pleasant smile and another 
question :— X 

* Have you ever seen a woman who isa 
mountaineer ? ” 

= Yes,” he said, with angry warmth. “ Her 
—er—garments were torn and stained, and 
her face and hands like those of a sweep. 
What can men think of such women, who 
forget that their first care should be to look 
charming, to realize a man’s idea of the 
beautiful, the restful—the ideal ?” 

“Perhaps she had just come back from 
some perilous climb; maybe she-had faced 
Death many times and conquered him. 
Perhaps she loved the mountains more than 
the admiration of men.” 
voice was very musical, and Vallance forgave 
her speech for the sake of hearing it. Miss 
Grimm looked at her with curiosity and 
admiration. 

A moment later Vallance returned to the 
attack. 

“Well, all I can say is—no lady moun- 
taineer for me!” he said, with a light laugh. 

“There is no such thing as a lady 
mountaineer,” said Miss Grimm, sharply. 
‘You'll be saying ‘mountaineeress ’ directly, 
pst as they used to say ‘authoress’—thank 

fol. xxi.—7. 
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The stranger’s. 


Heaven that’s obsolete! I’ve never met 
Olga Braun, but I should like to. She was 
here last summer, and so was I, but she left 
the day before I came.” 

After that Vallance, who was of a tenacious 
turn of mind, appealed to two young Germans, 
who had been listening eagerly, and was 
assured of their entire sympathy, expressed 
with the help of many guttural sounds of 
horror at the idea of their /raus forsaking 
their three K’s, or four, rather, since K/eider 
has been added to the list, to wander among 
the mountains clothed in bifurcated garments. 

There the conversation ended, for a porter 
entered the room with the announcement 
that the storm was over, and that a party of 
people were to be seen through the hotel 
telescope completing the descent of the 
Schwarzhorn. 

Everyone but the stranger, whose voice 
had fascinated Vallance, rushed off to enjoy 
the thrills of mountaineering through the 
exceedingly powerful telescope which the 
hotel manager provided for his less adven- 
turous guests. 

The young man lingered a moment at the 
door. 

“You are not interested in mountaineer- 
ing?” he asked. 

“I watched them so often last year,” the 
stranger answered, with the swift, brilliant 
smile that lit up the quiet face so unex- 
pectedly. Then she rose and shut her book, 
and, with a slight bow, passed out of the 
room. 

Half an hour later Vallance saw her leave 
the hotel and walk down the one narrow 
street. He noticed with pleasure that her 
short skirt was perfectly hung, and her feet 
were undoubtedly trim and shapely, although 
heavily shod. He felt an unaccountable 
interest in this brown-haired young woman ; 
he wondered where she would sit at dinner. 

He found that she had been placed on 
his right, and before the meal was half-way 
through he had made several discoveries. 
She was by no means plain; her forehead 
was fine and her eyebrows most delicately 
traced, and if she was rather colourless, there 
was a certain charm in those neutral tints, 
the pale skin, the soft, light-brown hair, and 
the eyes that matched it toa shade. And 
the charm of her manner heightened that of 
her personal appearance. He put her down 
as very intelligent and a very good talker. 
True, her words were few, but conver- 
sation does not consist in mere talking. 
His discoveries did not include her name ; 
the camaraderie of a table d'hôte seldom calls 
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for a formal introduction. And no one else 
in the hotel seemed to know it. 

The next morning dawned gloriously ; a 
cloudless sky smiled down 
on that enchanted valley, 
and the weather-wise among 
the visitors declared that, 
after an unusually variable 
spell for the month of 
August, the fine days had 
come to stay. 

After break- 
fast Vallance 
set out on an 
unam bitious 
tramp, and as 
he passed 
down the BY 
veranda steps a 
he saw that ‘ 
the brown- 
haired stranger 
was sitting at 
her ease in a 
wicker-chair, 
with a Tau- 
chnitz novel 
and writing 
materials on 
the table by 
her side. 

He doffed 
his cap, and 
she smiled in 
the way that 
was already 
beginning. to 
haunt him, and 
called out a 
bon voyage. 

As he walked along through the meadows, 
thick with many-hued flowers, it seemed to 
him that the girl’s musical voice, her refined, 
fragile-looking face, had in some mysterious 
manner penetrated into the lumber-room of 
his brain and fished out something that had 
lain there for years, a vague thing at best, 
which in his boyish days he had been rather 
ashamed of—an ideal. She and the ideal; 
the ideal and she—there was some connec- 
tion between them. And, without warning, 
light flashed in upon him—she was the ideal. 

Such was the woman he had dreamed of 
in the days before the grinding struggle 
that had landed him at twenty-eight at a 
sufficiently proud altitude in the world of 
art—he was a painter. Just such a quiet, 
refined, intelligent personality—a symphony 
in light-browns. 


ht 


‘VALLANCE SAW HER WALK DOWN 
THE ONE NARROW STREET.” 
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He felt a sense of exhilaration beyond that 
of the glorious mountain air when he 
thought of her friendly smile; it even 
pleased him to 
remember that 
she sat on the 
veranda while 
he went forth 
in search of 
adventure. 
She smiled as 
he went; she 
would smile as 
he returned. 
It was the 
epitome of his 
ideal’s func- 
tions, to shed 
light and 
comfort and 
rest. He was 
glad there 
were a few such women 
left in all the whirl of 
the present day, above 
which is raised the cry 
of the shrieking sister- 
hood — Athleticism ! 
Equality ! — like the 
raucous note of an evil 
bird of the night. 

As he returned, towards evening, his 
whole being steeped in the unearthly 
beauty of the amphitheatre of giant 
peaks, dazzling, white, and pure, which 
he had gazed upon from a neighbouring 
height, he entered into conversation with 
two of the best guides in the village, 
and was persuaded by them to attempt 
the ascent of the Schwarzhorn, so called 

for no obvious reason, for it is whiter than 

the whitest thing one can imagine. 

Rumours of his intention were afloat by 
dinner-time. The Schwarzhorn was the most 
important peak in the neighbourhood ; its 
ascent was always attended by danger, owing 
to the frequency of stone avalanches; in 
some weathers it was impossible. Vallance 
had suddenly become an object of interest to 
the whole table. 

“When do you start?” asked a fresh- 
faced American girl, and her eyes flashed 
admiration of his physical prowess. 

“The day after to-morrow, if the weather 
permits,” he answered. “The guides think 
it will. The snow, they say, is in good con- 
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` dition.” 


He caught Miss Grimm’s twinkling eyes 
fixed on him with what he took to be amuse- 
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ment lurking behind her spectacles. He 
addressed her with elaborate carelessness. 

“Your heroine of the Himalayas—your 
champion, Miss Olga Braun—how often has 
she done the Schwarzhorn ?” 

“They say she knows every inch of it. 
She went up twice last year and discovered a 
new track from the second cadane,” Miss 
Grimm answered, quietly. 

“ Do tell us about some of your climbs, 
Mr. Vallance,” interrupted the American girl. 

He was not much of a mountaineer, 
although the mere sight of a snow-peak filled 
him with such enthusiasm and elation that 
he felt a new man on his Swiss holidays. 
He lacked experience and the inborn genius 
of the climber into high altitudes. ` 

But he was filled with a newly-born and 
insistent desire that the quiet, brown-haired 
girl by his side should understand that he 
was no carpet knight ; that what he derided 
in her sex he gloried in himself, he, to whom 
pluck and daring were a credit and not a 
disgrace. 

So, turning instinctively to her—for the 
American girls approval he cared not a jot 
—he told of some of the ascents he had 
made—modest ones, all ; and he kept to the 
main truth, even if he did add on a few 
incidents to give life and colour to the recital. 
Anyhow, he said enough to show an expert 
mountaineer, if there was one present, that 
although rather more than a tyro, he was not 
of the choice and intrepid spirits of the 
Alpine Club. 

And, stung by the quiet amusement he 
saw, or fancied he saw, in Miss Grimm’s 
eyes, he wound up with a tirade against his 
particular défe noire, the athletic woman. 

“ When chivalry, which is one of the en- 
nobling traits in man’s nature and one of the 
forces that hold society together, is dead,” 
were his final words, “then you will have to 
thank your Olga Brauns for it.” 

“There are different interpretations of the 
word ‘chivalry,’” was Miss Grimm’s answer, 
“and I think mine is other than yours.” 

The brown-haired girl had listened to his 
recital with charming appreciation, but she 
took no part in the argument that followed, 
in which Vallance was completely worsted by 
Miss Grimm, armed as that lady was with 
oft-repeated arguments and a flood of plat- 
form rhetoric. 

The hours of the next day that he did not 
spend in preparation for his expedition 
Vallance contrived to pass by the brown- 
haired girl’s side, and apparently his 
companionship was congenial to her. 
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After dinner they sat on the veranda, in 
the light of the moon that bathed the 
mountains in a silver glory. 

They were very silent ; Vallance’ glanced 
once or twice at his companion. “ It is not 
mere physical beauty that an artist seeks,” he 
thought ; “it is a face such as this, with a soul 
shining through.” And the line of her chin 
and throat was perfect. 

“T almost wish I was going with you to- 
morrow,” she said, at last. She was gazing 
dreamily over the crest of the mountains, but, 
when she had spoken, she seemed to become 
conscious of her surroundings ; and he did 
not see her quick, mirthful smile as she 
turned her head away. 

The remark roused his violent prejudice. 
It was like treason from the lips of his 
ideal. 

“Thank Heaven you are zot/” he ex- 
claimed, fervently. “You are not one of 
those women who make hideous their woman- 
hood by attempting what they are not fitted 
for. Fancy you emulating that creature Miss 
Grimm is always throwing in my face—Olga 
Braun! But I was just going to ask you a 
question,” he went on, after a short pause. 
“You know Switzerland so well, and you 
seem to me to be always watching people in 
your quiet way. What do you think is the 
first qualification of a mountaineer ? ” 

“The first,” she said, and there was a 
wistful note in her voice that made its music 
almost painfully sweet ; “the first, I think, is 
to love the mountains, not to look on 
them as enemies to be conquered, but friends 
to be won ; not only to think of the honour 
and glory of a difficult ascent, of a new path 
discovered, of a record made; to find the 
vast solitudes of ice and snow not lonely, but 
peopled with beautiful dreams and thoughts 
that help. There are so many qualifications, 
but it seems to me that is the first and 
greatest—to, have the love of the mountains 
in your heart.” 

Vallance did not answer at once. How 
was it that she understood that, this quict 
little girl? How was it that she could put into 
words the vague things that stirred within 
him, formless, immature ? 

Before he found words she was gone, with 
a hurried “ Good-night.” 

It was dark still when he stood on the 
veranda in the early hours of the next 
morning, waiting for his guides. 

At the light sound of a footstep he turned, 
and met the brown-haired girl as she came 
out of the hall. 

“T am a bad sleeper, and a very early 
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riser,” she said, in answer to his astonished 
greeting. 

“ Have I your good wishes ? ” he asked. 

“Yes, indeed,” she said, with a smile. “I 
wish you luck—and a safe return.” 

Before his guides turned the corner of the 
street, by the little church, she had vanished 
into the hotel again. 

But she watched him from her window, as 
he strode off between his two stalwart guides, 
not very stalwart himself, but well-knit, with 
his refined artist’s face in strange contrast to 
his rough clothes and heavily-nailed boots. 
Then she smiled at herself in her glass. 

“You are very foolish,” she told herself. 
“You have never striven after so unworthy 
an object—to give a man a lesson!” A 
sigh battled with and mastered the smile as 
she turned away. 


Vallance acquitted himself well during the 
first part of the ascent. As has been said, 
he was not much of a mountaineer, but he 
was level-headed and cautious, and he 
obeyed his guides in everything. 

The passage of the glacier was made with 
safety and celerity, and 
then came a short but 
arduous bit of rock climb- 
ing, which landed them 


“WE LOST HIS BALANCE AND FELL OVER THE SIDE 
OF THE PRECIPICE.” 
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on a narrow ridge, overhanging a precipitous 
incline,.where the track they had followed was 
joined by another, the starting-point of which 
was about a mile beyond the village. 

Here they made their first halt, and, as 
they stood, leaning against a huge rock, 
Vallance espied a solitary figure climbing up 
the second track. He looked more intently, 
and saw that it was a woman, and that she 
sprang up the ice-glazed rocks like a chamois. 

At the same moment the guides caught 
sight of her, and they raised their hats almost 
as if they saw a vision. 

“The Zräulein/” one of them muttered. 
“ Du lieber Himmel, the Fraulein!” 

“ You know her?” Vallance asked. 

“Know her? It is the great Fräulein 
Olga Braun,” the man answered, proudly. 
The two men worshipped the famous moun- 
taineer ; they had been with her on that 
far-famed ascent of Kunchin-jinga which had 
won for her her member- 
ship of every Alpine 
club. 

i} Vallance fixed his 
glasses on the woman’s 
figure, curious to see the 
much-discussed, and by 
om him cordially dis- 
A, approved -of, Olga 
j Braun. He dropped 
them again and gave vent to 
a sharp exclamation. It was 
the brown -haired girl from 
the “ International,” his quiet, 
gentle ideal of womanhood ! 
She and the mountaineer were 
one and the same person. 
He could scarcely grasp the 
overpowering revelation ; it 
came upon him like a thunder- 
bolt that the two personalities 
should be identical. He won- 
dered vaguely whether she had 
come up on purpose to teach 
him a lesson. 

He leaned forward, his brain 
in a whirl, the glasses close to 
his eyes. 

“ Achtung /” cried one of the 
guides. “ Don’t do that, mezn 
Herr ” 

But it was too late. The 
glasses had slipped from Val- 
lances hands, and, as he 
stooped to save them, his foot slipped 
on a rock coated with thin ice. He 
lost his balance and fell, fell over the 
side of the precipice; and at the same 
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time the rope broke between him and the 
foremost guide. 

He fell like a stone the length of the rope 
between him and the second guide, who 
braced himself, with feet planted firm and 
arms clinging to the rock, to stand the strain. 
A second’s breathless suspense, and then a 
cry of horror from both the guides—the rope 
had parted again with a sickening jerk, 
flinging the guide on his face barely a 
quarter of an inch on the right side of the 
‘precipice, and the young Englishbman— 
where ? i 

The elder guide saw all that followed ; it 
was not to be measured by ordinary standards 
of time. The moment the rope broke between 
his “ Herr” and himself he had flung him- 
self flat on his face on the edge of the 
precipice, ready to slip his arm under the 
rope that still tied the young Englishman to 
the other guide, who was his brother, to pre- 
vent its being cut by the jagged rock, should 
it stand the strain. 

He joined in his brother’s cry of horror, 
and then his very blood seemed to freeze ; 
he hardly felt his brother’s weight when the 
latter stumbled to his feet and threw the 
whole weight of his body across his legs, to 
keep him from losing his balance and 
following their unfortunate employer. 

He craned forward until he hung over the 
edge of the precipice to his waist, his every 
sense, and nerve, and faculty concentrated in 
the act of seeing. 

And this is what he saw. As he after- 
wards told his colleagues, it happened quicker 
than a flash of lightning. 

He saw Vallance drop a distance of about 
fifty feet, carrying with him some fifteen feet 
of loose rope; he saw this rope, frayed to a 
tassel where it had broken, twist itself round 
a slender peak that jutted far out of the 
receding face of the rock; he saw, in a 
dazed sort of way, that the rope was held 
firm for a moment; he saw the unfortunate 
man’s body, impelled by the sudden check to 
his horrible descent, swing out horizontally, 
and then back towards the rocky face of the 
mountain. 

And then he looked away ; he could not 
bear to see his “ Herr” dashed to atoms on 
the seracs of the glacier below. 

And then a roar, as of rolling thunder, 
sounded in his ears. He looked again, and 
saw that the jutting peak of rock on which 
the rope had caught had broken bodily away, 
and fallen in a thousand atoms on to the ice ; 
and —surely, a miracle had been wrought ! 

A little below that jutting peak, only 
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visible: now that it had fallen, was a tiny 
ledge, and on that, in swinging back towards 
the mountain face, the young man’s body 
had caught. It looked as if a breath would 
precipitate it thousands of feet through 
space into the yawning, ice-bound depths. 

He got up and signed to his brother to 
take his place; then their eyes met, and 
one word escaped them simultaneously — 
“ Impossible !” 

There was no foothold ; it would be mad- 
ness to attempt it. The ledge on which they 
stood overhung the place where the young 
man’s body lay. It meant being lowered by 
a rope, it meant a pendulum-like swing, with 
a chance of being dashed to death against 
the cruel rock; it meant clinging on to 
nothing over a gulf thousands of feet deep 
while one slipped a rope round the victim’s 
body, even if one could ever hope to reaca 
him ; it meant another pendulum swing, with 
the added strain of an unconscious body on 
the rope. It meant certain death, with no 
hope of rescuing the Englishman. 

They must go back as far as the glacier 
and try to get at him that way. By that time 
he might be dead; he might fall and be 
dashed to pieces on the ice below. 

The elder guide shouted, and a faint cry 
answered ; it reached theirs ears like a wail 
and the echo took it up and it became a 
moaning chorus. He lived. 

They were the finest guides in the dis- 
trict ; they knew no fear of a thing that was 
possible, but they could only look at each 
other, unnerved, trembling, and mutter: “ It 
is not to be done !” 

And then a voice, a woman's voice, broke 
the deathly stillness, and the brown-haired 
girl from the “ International,” Olga Braun, 
the world-famous mountaineer, appeared at 
the junction of the two tracks. She was 
in complete mountaineering costume ; she 
grasped an ice-axe, and a coil of rope was 
slung over one of her shoulders. Nimbly 
she sprang up and stood by their side, and 
the two guides raised their hats again in 
almost reverent greeting. 

“Where is he?” she asked, hoarsely. “1 
heard a cry just now. I came up the other 


. track —it is shorter, you know—to give him a 


surprise and go on with you to the top 
Can’t you speak? Oh, my God, the rope !? 
The ragged ends hanging round the men’s 
bodies told her only too plainly what theii 
parched lips found it impossible to say. 

Her presence and her solitary climb up 
that second track, shorter, true, but far more 
dangerous than the one they had chosen, 
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had robbed them for the moment of their 
habitual stolid self-control. The elder pointed 
down the precipice. 

In a second she, in her turn, was lying on 
her face, peering down into the abyss. Her 
action roused the men’s professional instinct ; 
they knelt down and held her tightly, and in 
a moment their sangfroid returned, and they 
were ashamed of their collapse. 

“I see him!” she cried. ‘Thank God, I 
see him!” They helped her up and she 
looked into their faces. ‘‘ You are going to 
leave him!” she cried; “ you are not going 
to try to save him !” 

“ Fraulein, you know us!” the elder said, 
with a sad shake of his head. “If it were 
possible, we would do it; but it is not. 
Look for yourself, Fräulein.” 

It was true what he said. It was a 
matter of a drop of eighty feet at most ; 
but that glazed rock, shelving inward at that 
sharp angle, made it so hopeless that these 
men, who were brave as lions, who had be- 
haved on more than one occasion like 
heroes, who had twice saved her own life, 
would not attempt it. 

She gave a quick glance at their rope and 
at her own, which she had placed on a rock 
by the side of her ice-axe. 

“I will do it,” she said, and her face 
looked beautiful just then, with the light of 
firm purpose and self-sacrifice shining in her 
eyes. “You have enough rope—I will try.” 

“ Fraulein, you must not—it is death!” 
cried the guides, in fearful alarm. “You 
know us—and we dare not.” 

“But I will,” she said. “Give me double 
rope, and an extra one. I can tie the knots, 
you know that—and I shall not lose my 
head. Come, Fritz!” 

“ Fraulein, you will be dashed to pieces— 
you give your life for nothing,” the man said. 
“Tt is impossible ! ” 

But to argue, to plead with her was use- 
less, and they knew it; and with trembling 
fingers the elder brother knotted the rope 
around her body and placed another coil in 
her hand. She was quite calm; she even 
noticed the little red strands woven into the 
rope that told her it was the strongest and 
best obtainable. Everything, she knew, 
depended on that rope, if she could reach 
Vallance without being dashed to pieces. 
That was what the guides refused to risk, and 
she knew that she was not braver than they, 
only more foolish. 

In silence they lowered her; they could 
not afford to waste their strength, even in 
speech, 
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It was no new sensation to her—it had 
been necessary on several of her climbs ; and 
her balance was perfect. She looked down 
and saw something that brought her heart to 
a standstill. She was some thirty feet above 
the ledge where Vallance lay, some fifteen feet 
away from it horizontally, owing to the shelving 
of the rock ; and the young man’s body was 
in such a position that it must infallibly slip 
off the ledge in a very short time. She saw 
also that the ledge was at the extreme end 
of what might almost be called a cave in the 
face of the rock, and that level with her eyes 
was a deep fissure, the’ under portion of 
which jutted out in a small peak, and that 
this fissure overhung the ledge almost 
perpendicularly. 

Her trained eye took it in in a moment— 
the possibility, the one slender chance. She 
could loop her extra rope over that jutting 
peak and lower herself right on to the ledge. 
But first she must get at it! It was at least 
ten feet away ; there was only one thing to do 
—to swing herself on to it. 

She shouted, and they understood above 
and ceased serving out the rope. Then she 
swung herself slowly, with incredible skill, 
each time a little nearer, until at last she was 
thrown against the face of the rock, just in 
the right place, dizzy, with a rushing of waters 
in her ears and bleeding hands. ‘To slip the 
noose of the extra rope round the jutting peak 
of the fissure was the work of a moment. She 
shouted again, more faintly, and the rope was 
served out once more. Slowly she lowered 
herself by the aid of the third rope ; and she 
dare not look beneath her. 

But she had achieved the impossible ; her 
foot touched the rock. Another shout, a 
wild clinging to something firm for balance, 
and she found herself kneeling beside the 
huddled heap that had started out so confi- 
dently a few short hours ago. 

She could not stop to see whether he were 
dead or alive. With her grazed fingers she 
tied the rope round his body, and her brain, 
working automatically, wondered why she 
had done this thing, and could find no 
answer. She only knew that as she swung, 
half blind and deaf, nearer death than she 
had ever been in her life, one thing was clear 
to her—she must get at him—he must be 
saved ! 

It was only seconds, but it seemed centuries 
before the knots were tied; then, knowing 
that the worst danger was to come, she pulled 
the signal rope. 

Simultaneously, winding her arms around 
the man’s body, and turning sick with fear 
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H SHE LOWERED HERSELF BY THE AID OF THE ROPE.” 


at the dead weight of it, the woman again 
swung out, then again, and again, and again, 
and the fourth time, as she kicked out with 
her feet, to prevent their being dashed 
against the rock, the sole was torn clean off 
her boot. But, as they swung out into 
space, almost unconscious as she was, she 
knew that the worst was over, for, with a 
shivering jerk, the rope gradually steadied 
itself, and they were hauled up without 
the frightful swinging that might at any 
moment have meant instant death. 

Now everything depended on the rope ; 
she could almost hear it creak and groan. 
Would it hold out ? 

A glad shout from above roused her from 
the torpor into which she was sinking ; there 
was a last violent jerk, and then strong arms 
closed around her. 

She did not faint. She saw that the 
guides’ faces were the colour of ashes, that 
the sweat poured down their cheeks; she 
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saw that the ropes were frayed ; that one was 
almost cut through by the friction of the 
jagged edge of the precipice, although the 
guides had laid their coats and hats and 
scarves underneath. 

“Is he dead ?” she whispered. 

“No, Fraulein,” said the elder, who was 
attending to Vallance. “He is very much 
cut and bruised, but his heart beats and he 
breathes.” She hardly recognised his voice, 
it was so hollow and old. 

She tore her handkerchief into strips and 
bound his head, and something bright and 
wet fell on the young artist’s 
white face that looked so 
beautiful and so still. But 
her nerve was magnificent. 

Soon he recovered con- 
sciousness, and began to 
mutter incoherently. 

Half an hour had passed 
before the guides found 
strength and courage to 
attempt the task of carrying 
the wounded man down to 
the village. 

The woman led the way. 
She walked slowly, but her 
footing was sure as ever. 
There were great difficulties 
to be faced, for neither of 
the guides had their hands 
free. 

“Tt is just the time of 
day for stone avalanches,” 
the elder brother muttered 
once. But perhaps the 
Spirit of the great mountain respected the 
woman’s dauntless bravery, for that danger 
was not added to the others. 

The younger guide only spoke once during 
the long, laborious descent. The woman 
was rapidly cutting steps in the glacier 
which had to be traversed, and which was 
fortunately a fairly smooth one, without any 
alarming crevasses, and the man’s eyes were 
wet as they rested on the slight, graceful 
figure. 

“ Das Fraulein ist ein Engel Gottes!” he 
said. 

All the way down she did exactly what 
was necessary to give the men the greatest 
possible assistance, and she walked into the 
hotel calmly enough, but she fainted in Miss 
Grimm’s arms when that lady hurried to her 
side. 


Vallance was very ill for three weeks. 
Olga Braun appeared at table d'hôte three 
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THEKE WERE GREAT DIFFICULTIES 
TO BE FACED.” 


days later, although she limped and her 
hands were bandaged. Vallance. called 
ceaselessly for her, but they were afraid her 
presence might excite him. - Miss Grimm 
nursed the young man devotedly, and it was 
she who told him the story of his rescue. 
The whole village could talk of nothing 
else ; the guides had to tell the story in 
detail to every inhabitant and every visitor 
separately. And the first time Miss Braun 


appeared in public she received an ovation ` 


that was so earnest and so deeply sympathetic 
that she could not find it in her heart to be 
angry. 

At last Vallance was allowed to see her. 
He was passionately humble ; she was a little 
embarrassed, and tried to make him talk of 
something else but his gratitude. 

“What can you think of me?” he said. 
“I insulted you and your sex—even the 
name you bear- to your very face, and you 
repay me by saving my life at the almost 
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certain risk of 
your own, by at- 
tempting a thing 
that even those 
fine fellows, Fritz 
and his brother, 
shirked! What 
can I say but 
that I loathe 
EEN myself and my 
+s ignorant pre- 
ah sumption, my 
vf blind, stupid 
y ` prejudice? You 
and Miss Grimm 
have, indeed, 
v heaped coals ` 
of fire on my 

head !” 
“Don’t think 
of it any more,” 
“It was my fault that you 
I asked the 





she said. 
didn’t know who I was. 
proprietor to keep my name a secret — 
I wanted rest ; I did not intend to do 


any climbing this year. And every man has 
a right to his own opinion, you know,” she 
added, with a little smile. 

“ My opinion was based on crass ignorance 
and conceit,” he said, gloomily. “It wasn’t 
worth holding—and you can never forgive 
me!” 

“But I do,” she said, “and you must 
believe it.” 

A week later she came to bid him good-bye. 

“I must leave to-day,” she said. “I am 
to meet my sister at Lucerne.” 

He seized her hands and kissed them. 

“ Before you go, let me ask you some- 
thing,” he said, “and tell you something. I 
love you—how could I help it? The life 
you saved is yours for ever. Wilt you take 
it, Olga—will you be my wife?” 

“We know so little of each other,” she 
said, but something in the rich, low voice 
made him bold. 

“ At least, then,” he urged, “ may I come 
and see you, so that we can learn more of 
each other, and will you teach me to love 
and know and understand the mountains as 
you do?” 

“ That,” she said, and there was a light in 
her eyes that he read as a promise of more, 
“I will gladly undertake.” 
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Science in the New Century. 
WHAT WILL BE ITS GREATEST ACHIEVEMENTS? 


INTERVIEWS WITH SIR NORMAN LOCKYER, SIR W. H. PREECE, SIR J. WoLFE BARRY, SIR WILLIAM 
CROOKES, MR. J. W. SWAN, M. BERTHELOT (SECRETARY OF THE FRENCH ACADEMY OF SCIENCES), SIR 
HENRY ROSCOE, AND Mr. THOMAS BRYANT (EX-PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF SURGEONS). 


By FREDERICK DOLMAN. 


SAT has been the century of 
Science writ largest. That 
much must be conceded by 
S@| the historian, whatever he may 
have to say concerning the 

œ nineteenth century’s many 
other claims. Railways and steamships, tele- 
graphs and telephones, electric lighting and 
traction, the phonograph and the motor-car, 
Rontgen’s rays and Marconi’s messages. 
Can the century upon which we are just 
entering possibly have in store for the world 
any similar series of scientific achievements ? 








What are the “fairy tales of science” to 
which, having regard to this record of the 
marvellous, the new century may be reason- 
ably expected to give the substance of fact ? 
With such queries upon my lips I have been 
calling upon some of the most distinguished 
scientists of the day, the representatives of 
physics and chemistry, astronomy, electricity, 
mechanics, and medicine. 


Sir Norman Lockyer, the director of the 


Solar Physics Observatory, upon whom I 
Vol. xxi.—8. 
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SIR NORMAN LOCKYER. 


made my first call, had no difficulty in reply- 
ing to my question as regards astronomy. 

“We can count,” he remarked, as he 
stood in front of the fire in his official reom 
at South Kensington, “ upon the new century 
witnessing several most important achieve- 
ments in the sphere of astronomy. ‘To the 
progress of the science the most valuable 
contribution will probably be made in 
America, which now has more observers 
and better instruments than either England 
or Germany. 

“The first of these achievements will, I 














(Photograph 


think, enable us by means of the spectra of 
sun-spots to forecast famines in India and 
droughts in Australia, as well as other impor- 
tant weather changes, a long time in advance. 
I have arrived at this conviction as the 
result of the work carried on in this observa- 
tory since its establishment twenty-five years 
ago. We shall be able to predict, not only 
the time, but also the arca and extent, of 
drought and famine, thus rendering it possible 
to take timely precautions.” 


“This will certainly be an important 
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addition to the practical service which 
astronomy renders to mankind.” 

“Yes, and may give a fresh fillip to 
astronomical work in the new century. So 
long as scientific research is merely specula- 
tive Government and people generally care 
very little about it. The theories on which 
Marconi worked, for instance, had little 
interest for anybody until it was shown that 
by wireless telegraphy you would be able 
to establish regular communication between 
lighthouses and the coast, etc. When we 
first devoted attention to sun-spots people 
only laughed at us, but it will be quite 
different when the subject is shown to have 
practical value. The Indian authorities are 
already taking keen interest in the connection 
which has now been 
shown to exist be- 
tween variations in 
the heat of the sun’s 
surface and the 
amount of rainfall in 
subsequent years.” 

In the room I had 
a glimpse of the 
methods by which 
astronomy is prepar- 
ing to confer in the 
new century this 
fresh boon upon the 
human race. Sir 
Norman showed me 
some of the dia- 
grams -whereby were 
measured in lines 
spots on the sun as 
recorded by the 
camera in India, 
Mauritius, and other 
distant observatories, 
the photographs 
being taken every 
day and regularly 
forwarded to South 
Kensington. On an 
adjoining table, too, 
were Blue-books giving the most elaborate 
statistics as to Indian rainfall during the 
greater part of the nineteenth century. In 
these statistics I noticed a frequent gap of 
several years. 

“This occurred,” Sir Norman. explained, 
“in many of the more northern stations as 
a consequence of the Indian Mutiny. It 
has added considerably to the difficulty of 
my task.” 

Sir Norman then spoke of three other 
important achievements in astronomy, to 
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which he looked forward in the twentieth 
century—first, the chemical classification of 
the stars ; second, the completion of a photo- 
graphic chart of the heavens; and third, 
the substitution of photography entirely for 
the observation of individuals in recording 
“transits” of the stars. I asked him what 
practical bearing these achievements might 
be expected to have. 

“ No man can say. You may take it as a 
general rule, however, that it is the seemingly 
useless in science which ultimately turns out 
to be the most useful. As I have said, 
speculation as to sun-spots was laughed at 
for a long time. From such a subject as the 
chemistry of the stars greater discoveries may 
be reasonably expected than from electricity, 
say, simply because 
it is almost virgin 
soil, whereas the 
speculative possibili- 
ties of electricity 
have probably been 
exhausted.” 


Sir W. H. Preece, 
who shares with 
Signor Marconi the 
honour of the inven- 
tion of wireless tele- 
graphy, received me 
in his rooms at 
Queen Anne’s Gate, 
which are filled with 

- most interesting sou- 
venirs of his long 
and distinguished 
career as an elec- 
trical engineer. 

“ What is to be the 
greatest achievement 
in my own sphere of 
science during the 
coming century? 
Well, in science as 
in many other things, 
it is the unexpected 

which always happens. I have no doubt in my 

own mind that, in the twentieth, science will 
eclipse its record of the nineteenth century : 
that the people of 2000 A.D. will smile at our 

achievements as we smile at those of 1800. 

But in what way this will be so—who can 

tell ?” 

“ But in electrical engineering, as well as 
in other things, do not coming events cast 
their shadows before ?” 

“ No, not as a rule. We had no previous 
premonitions, for example, of the telegraph, 
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the telephone, or the phonograph. We all 
ridiculed the telephone when it was first 
announced to the world. I went over to 
New York in 1877 with the intention of ex- 
posing the fraud, but Graham Bell, the in- 
yentor, convinced me after five minutes’ 
conversation, because he made it clear that 
he had alighted upon an absolutely new idea. 
Wireless telegraphy was, perhaps, an ex- 
ception ; I worked at it since 1882, and it 
was, of course, forecasted long before 
Marconi perfected his system. But we have 
now done as much with wireless telegraphy 
as is likely to be done. It will be most 
useful for marine and military purposes, but 
for ordinary, everyday communication there 
is no reason why we should expect to dispense 
with the wire and the cable. Here isa paper 
on ‘Wireless Telephony,’ which you may 
like to look through—I have been working 
at the subject for some time past.” 

This paper, which was contributed by Sir 
William Preece to the last meeting of the 
British Association, gives one the impression 
that as a means of communication between 
ships at sea or between islands and the 
mainland wireless telephony will be as 
generally useful in the next century as 
wireless telegraphy. But at the same time 
he would not admit that either he or Marconi 
possessed the clue to messages through space 
over an indefinite distance, as some of us had 
rashly imagined. In 
the same spirit he 
incidentally referred 
to the possibility of 
the twentieth cen- 
tury man flying 
through the air. 

“Having regard 
to what has hap- 
pened in this cen- 
tury I should not 
like to say that any- 
thing was impossible. 
But if we are to have 
areal flying machine 
it must be based on 
some entirely new 
principle, at present 
altogether beyond 
our conception. In 
our present know- 
ledge, having regard 
toall the efforts and 
experiments that 
have been made in 
this direction, we can 
have no such hope. 
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“I suppose that in the way of scientific 
inquiry most work is now being done by 
Lord Kelvin and others respecting the con- 
stitution of the atmosphere. But it is 
impossible to say what sort of practical 
results, if any, will follow these labours. As 
a rule, the speculative scientist follows the 
practical, he does not precede him. It was 
thus with steam, for instance—the properties 
of steam were not fully examined until after 
Watt and Stephenson had done their work. 
The Röntgen rays, as the invention of a 
speculative man, forms quite an exception, 
and in that case the invention was quite an 
accident. 

“ But for all that,” concluded Sir William, 
“ I am confident that science will excel itself 
in the coming century. Even in this century 
we have seen much more achievement in the 
second than in the first half. And you must 
remember that with the spread of scientific 
education on every hand the number of, 
workers applying themselves to all sorts of 
problems is rapidly multiplying.” 


“ Forty years ago, when I first entered the 
profession,” said Sir John Wolfe Barry, the 
engineer of the Tower Bridge, in his room at 
Delahay Street, Westminster, “it was said to 
me that engineering had practically no future 
— the railways, canals, docks, and other 
important undertakings which the world 
required were nearly 
all carried out. Yet 
since then engineers 
have never been so 
busy. The Suez 
Canal has been 
finished, also the 
Manchester Ship 
Canal ; several great 
railways and docks 
have been con- 
structed, many big 
schemes of water 
supply carried out- 
So I have no doubt 
it will be in the next 
century — engineer- 
ing will have as large 
a share in the pro- 
gress of the twen- 
tieth as it has had 
in the nineteenth 
century, although it 
is difficult to indi- 
cate exactly what its 
greatest achieve- 
ments will be.” 
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“Some people are looking to engineers, 
are they not, to utilize the energy not only of 
the great waterfalls, but also of the tides of 
the sea?” 

“Yes, but at present there is no definite 
prospect of this idea being realized. Not 
only would the engineering works required 
to store the energy of the tides be very 
expensive, but the supply of this energy 
would necessarily be very irregular and 
uncertain. It is for similar reasons that 
wind-power has been disused, a windmill 
being costly in proportion to the amount of 
energy obtained from it, and the energy 
itself being irregular and uncertain. Of 
course, in regard to 
either wind or tide, 
an engineer may 
arise with some new 
plan overcoming 
these objections, and 
in this sense there is 
scope for one of the 
greatest achieve- 
ments on the part of 
engineering in the 
new century. Our 
attention in this 
country has been 
turned to the tides 
because we lack any 
great waterfall ; but, 
on the other hand, 
in some parts of the 
country we get a 
large amount of rain. 
If the rain which 
falls near Ben Nevis, 
for instance, were 
stored it would fur- 
nish an enormous 
amount of hydraulic 
pressure. ‘This could 
be done on well-tried 
engineering principles, and seems to me 
much the more hopeful way of dealing with 
the problem which is likely to be created by 
the increasing cost of coal. 

“ Another most important problem which 
wil have to be solved in the new century is 
that of street traffic in London and our other 
large cities. In this connection I was much 
interested in the moving platform at the 
Paris Exhibition, and I see no reason why 
the idea should not be largely adopted. 
Constructed underneath or overhead, such 
platforms along main thoroughfares would 
have many obvious advantages over other 
metnods of locomotion—there would be no 
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waiting on the part of passengers, and abso- 
lutely no danger of accidents. The platforms 
might be municipal and free to the public.” 

“You have taken great interest in this 
question of street traffic, Sir John?” 

“Yes; as you may remember, I have 
advocated before the Society of Arts the re- 
construction of important London thorough- 
fares on a large scale and in accordance 
with a systematic plan. Subways and under- 
ground railways do not entirely solve the 
question — you have got to provide for an 
enormously increased and ever-increasing 
traffic in the streets themselves. I am also 
of opinion that the conflict of traffic, both 
passenger and vehi- 
cles, at certain points 
—such as Piccadilly ` 
and Ludgate Circus 
—should be reme- 
died by new tho- 
roughfares, either 
overhead or under- 
ground.” 

Sir John also re- 
ferred to an Irish 
Channel tunnel as a 
possible engineering 
achievement of the 
new century, but 
would not commit 
himself to a favour- 
able opinion, as 
there was not yet 
sufficient data as to 
the geology of the 
bed of the Channel. 
In respect to the 
English Channel 
tunnel, on the other 
hand, full informa- 
tion had been ob- 
tained and engineer- 
ing difficulties dis- 
counted, This tunnel might certainly be an 
achievement of the new century if it were 
thought commercially and politically advis- 
able —and as to that the eminent engineer 
evidently had his doubts. 


Sir William Crookes, with whom I had a 
short conversation in his working-room —half 
laboratory and half study—at his residence 
in Kensington Park Gardens, declared at the 
outset that such a forecast as I proposed to 
him must necessarily be limited in scope to 
the application of existing ideas. 

“I was reading recently,” he remarked, 
“Mr. H. G. Wells’s ‘When the Sleeper 
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Awakens,’ and I found that every one of the 
things imagined by the author to have taken 
place was merely a further extension of some- 
thing which we have already. I have no 
doubt, in my own mind, for example, that the 
next century will see a great multiplication 
of ‘twopenny tubes.’ We shall have every 
house in London connected with every other 
house by telephone. The phonograph will 
be in common use. I don’t feel certain that 
London will be covered with glass, although, 
in my opinion, our cities would be much 
more comfortable if one could go out and 
about regardless of rain, cold, and fog. But 
all this, you will say, represents no fresh 
achievement on the part of science. Well, I 
might add the flying machine, which is 
almost sure to be perfected some time next 
century. Aerial navigation is now, I believe, 
only a matter of money. If only Govern- 
ments would devote big sums to its solution 
the problem would soon be solved.” 

This view, readers ` 
will note, is in direct 
Opposition to that 
which another emi- 
nent chemist — Sir 
William Preece — ex- 
pressed to me. Sir 
William Crookes had 
seemingly been much 
more impressed by 
Count Zeppelin’s 
recent experiments. 

“For the rest,” Sir 
William proceeded, 
“T can only say that 
it is very often the 
unexpected which 


happens. It is my 
belief that after the 
telephone and the 


more recent discovery 
of ‘radium’ scientists 
will be very chary of 
using the word ‘im- 
possible.’ We all 
thought the idea of 
the telephone prepos- 
terous. We knew that 
certain sounds could 
be projected from a 
piece of iron, but to suppose that all the 
varied intonations of the human voice could 
be so conveyed was impossible. Yet it is 
so, although I, for one, confess that even now 
I do not understand wy it should be so. 
As regards ‘radium,’ little or nothing can be 
said at the moment from the practical point 
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of view. But, as an example of seemingly 
continuous energy —something of which we 
had previously no conception—who can tell 
of what fresh achievement it may be the 
forerunner?” 

Sir William Crookes did not tell me—as 
he might well have done—that he himself 
was on the verge of discovering the Rontgen 
rays some years before the German scientist 
bestowed upon the world this valuable aid to 
the surgeon’s art. This interesting circum- 
stance was incidentally mentioned to me a 
day or two later, when I called upon Mr. J. 
W. Swan, F.R.S., the electrician and inventor, 
in Holland Park. 


“I remember Sir William,” said Mr. 
Swan, “once showing me just such rays in 
the course of some experiments he was 


making with phosphorescent effects, although 
neither he nor I had any idea as to 
On 


their extraordinary penetrative effect. 











George Newnes, L 


another occasion, it seems, Sir William 
complained of some finger-marks on photo- 
graphic plates which he attributed to 
carelessness in manufacture, although there 
can now be little doubt that they were 
brought about by his own work in producing 
X-rays, as they are now called.” 
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My conversation with Mr. Swan, whose 
incandescent lamp associates his name with 
that of Edison, suggested that one of the 
greatest achievements of the twentieth 
century may be the substitution of some 
new chemical for the present mechanical 
method of generating electricity. 

“At present, of course,” Mr. Swan 
remarked, “the chemical method is much 
the more difficult and expensive. At this 
Holland Park Station on the New Central 
London Railway machinery of something 
like 3,000 horse -power is employed to 
generate the electricity for driving the trains 
and lifts and for the lighting. Well, at the 
present time an incalculable number of 
batteries would be required to provide an 
equivalent amount of electricity. For the 
time being the attempt to generate electri- 
city chemically has been almost abandoned. 
Yet in some respects the electric current 
would be more convenient in the form of a 
battery than it is distributed from a generat- 
ing station, and there is no reason in the 
nature of the case why some fresh discovery 
in the new century should not show that it can 
be produced chemically with much greater 
cheapness, although I don’t profess to have 
any idea what sort of discovery it will be. 

“The increasing cost of motive-power will 
probably stimulate efforts ‘in this direction. 
More general use and further improvement in 
lamps will doubtless cheapen electric light 
very much, but, after all, the great impedi- 
ment is the increasing cost of motive-power. 


It is true that we get out of coal only from 
10 to 15 per cent. of the energy it contains, 
and many efforts have been made to prevent 
this waste, but, so far, without success.” 

“Then you are not too sanguine, Mr. 
Swan, that in the new century Electra will 
become a sort of omnipotent fairy, doing all 
the hard work in daily life ?” 

“No, although I have no doubt that the 
use of electricity in industries, both large and 
small, will be much extended. But I don’t 
think it likely that it will be found advan- 
tageous for, say, cleaning the windows and 
scrubbing the floors of our houses, as im- 
aginative writers have suggested, although a 
few people may choose to employ it as an 
exquisite way of having such things done. 
Nor would I dare to commit myself to the 
opinion that, in the next century, electricity 
will entirely supersede gas as an illuminant.” 

As might be expected, electricity was 
much in evidence in Mr. Swan’s own 
house ; everywhere electric lights and bells, 
of course, whilst in the drawing-room I 
noticed an electrophone, and in the extensive 
basement inspected several laboratories and 
workshops wherein such motive-power as is 
required proceeds from electricity. 
studied 


In contrast with Mr. Swan’s 


moderation may be quoted the roseate 
views of M. Berthelot, the world-renowned 
French scientist, who occupies the represen- 
tative position of secretary to the Academy 
of Sciences. 


M. Berthelot was unfortunately 
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away from home when I endeavoured to see 
him in Paris, but he kindly referred me, in 
the place of an interview, to an address 
which he delivered in April, 1897, at a 
dinner of the “ Chambre Syndicale des 
Produits Chimiques.” In this address, which, 
although partly humorous in form, had 
throughout a serious meaning, M. Berthelot 
clearly indicated his belief that in the 
twentieth century the greatest scientific 
achievement would be the chemical manu- 
facture of food, although this is to be 
preceded by an equally revolutionary change 
in motive-power. 

“Tt is easy,” observes M. Berthelot, “to 
conceive the prin- 
ciple of this inven- 
tion. It will be 
necessary to utilize 
the heat of the sun 
and the heat at the 
centre of our globe. 
The incessant pro- 
gress of science gives 
rise to the legitimate 
hope of capturing 
these sources of 
limitless energy. In 
order to capture the 
central heat, for 
example, it will be 
sufficient to sink 
wells at a depth of 
four to five thousand 
métres—which does 
not surpass the 
powers, perhaps, of 
present - day engi- 
neers, and certainly 
will not those of 
future engineers. 
We shall find in this 
heat the support of 
all life and all industry. Thus the water 
at the bottom of these wells would reach 
a temperature and possess a_ pressure 
capable of driving any possible number of 
machines. 

“With the day,” continues this dis- 
tinguished Frenchman, “on which’ energy 
can be obtained thus economically would 
come the manufacture of food of all kinds 
with carbon extracted from carbonic acid, 
with hydrogen taken from water, with 
nitrogen and oxygen taken from the atmo- 
sphere. That which vegetation produces at 
present, with the aid of energy borrowed 
from the surrounding universe, we shall yet 
accomplish, and we shall accomplish it better, 
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in a fashion more extensive and more perfect 
than by the action of Nature—for such is the 
power of chemistry. 

“In the next century the day will come 
when everybody will carry his little gaseous 
tablet, his little ball of fatty matter, his little 
bit of sugar, his little bottle of aromatic spice, 
according to his personal taste; all these 
things produced more economically and in 
inexhaustible quantities by our chemical 
manufactories, independently of seasons, of 
rain or drought, of heat, which dries up 
plants, or of cold, which blights fruit ; all free 
from the microbes which cause epidemics 
and are the enemies of human life.” 


This was the first 
theme, regarded in a 
somewhat less san- 
guine spirit, of Sir 
Henry Roscoe, who 
was President of the 
Chemical Society in 
1882 and of the 
British Association 
in 1887. I had a 
quarter of an hour 
with Sir Henry in 
the Athenzum Club, 
at which temple of 
learning his is pro- 
bably one of the 
most familiar faces, 
as it certainly must 
be one of the most 
cheerful. 

“ More,” he an- 
swered, emphatically, 
when I inquired of 
Sir Henry whether 
he considered that 
science was as likely 
to do as much for 
mankind in the coming as it has done in the 
past century. But he was much less emphatic 
in speaking of the particular achievements 
by which the chemist and other scientists 
would make good this prediction. 

“We hear much,” Sir Henry remarked, 
“as to the artificial preparation of natural 
products by chemical means. As an example 
of this I may quote the case of the artificial 
production of indigo and also of cane sugar, 
although up to the present the chemist’s 
sugar cannot compete in price with that of 
the vegetable product. The power of the 
chemist is such that he may look forward to 
the artificial preparation of any material pos- 
sessing a gaseous, a liquid, or a crystalline 
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form, many of these, doubtless, with practical 
advantage. 

“ But I don’t think there is much substance 
in the speculation, advanced in some quarters, 
as to the possibility of the men and women 
of the next century taking their food generally 
in a concentrated chemical form. The most 
important articles of food, after all, are grain 
and flesh, and our present knowledge does 
not suggest the possibility of the chemist 
providing, even in the course of a century, 
a satisfactory substitute for bread, beef,, or 
mutton—inasmuch as so far the production 
by artificial means of material possessing 
organized structure seems beyond the 
power of the chemist’s synthesis.” 

“In which direction, Sir Henry, do you 
consider, then, that science is likely to achieve 
most ? ” 

“That is very hard to say. In one direc- 
tion the twentieth century will, in my opinion, 
not witness such changes as have occurred in 
the nineteenth.” Thus science has solved the 
problem of cold storage, and has been in- 
strumental in bringing food from where it is 
not required to where it is. But, so faras I 
can judge, the annihilation of distance in this 
and in other respects which our century has 
witnessed cannot be carried very much farther 
in the next; the Atlantic voyage, for instance, 
which can now be accomplished in five 
days, is not likely to be reduced to one. We 
must look in other directions for similar 
progress of an epoch - making character. 
Perhaps the most important question with 
which science is now concerning itself is the 
utilization of fresh sources of energy, and the 
increasing cost and decreasing quantity of coal 
must stimulate its efforts in this direction. 
The next century, I should say, will certainly 
witness the harnessing of many Niagaras. 

“Unfortunately our own country, which 
has had so great an advantage in its abund- 
ance of coal, is comparatively deficient in 
falling water. It is true that attention is 
also being directed to turning to account the 
force of the tides, and in this respect, as an 
insular country, we should be gainers. But 
it is difficult to see how the tides could be 
utilized without great expenditure on en- 
gineering, and for this reason I am afraid 
that in the next century tidal power will not 
be an effective competitor of the force, say, 
of the Niagara or the Zambesi.” 

Sir Henry Roscoe then expressed a view 
which explained his emphatic affirmative in 
answering my first question. 

“I am disposed to think that the greatest 
progress of the next century will be made in 
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the application of science for the benefit of 
humanity, as well as in fresh invention or 
discovery. In sanitation on scientific princi- 
ples, and especially in preventive medicine, 
science has an important part to play. In 
this respect we have made some progress 
during the latter part of this century, but 
that is insignificant in comparison with what 
we may legitimately look forward to in 
the coming century for the prevention of 
epidemic disease and the amelioration of the 
ills to which, hitherto, flesh has been heir.” 


From the standpoint of medical science, 
Mr. Thomas Bryant, the President of the 
Royal College of Surgeons from 1893 to 
1896, whom I consulted finally, spoke to 
some extent in indorsement of this view. 

“Twenty or thirty years ago,” said Mr. 
Bryant, as he received me in his Grosvenor 
Street consulting-room, “an eminent surgeon 
of that time committed himself to the opinion 
that in our profession the acme of scientific 
achievement had been reached, that we had 
gone about as far as it was possible to go. 
How absurd such a statement seems to-day ! 
One is inclined to think that the man who 
made it, a man of great skill and scientific 
knowledge, too, must have been mad. 

“Tt is true that practically no further 
advance has been made with the two great 
achievements of the earlier part of this 
century—the use of anesthetics and anti- 
septics. With regard to them we may have 
reached the end of possibilities. But, on 
the eve of the new century, I feel that in 
medicine and surgery we can look forward 
to even greater achievements and discoveries. 
Some of them we can clearly see coming.” 

“ And the greatest of these is i” 

“Well, the bacteriological work of the past 
few years clearly foreshadows both the pre- 
vention and cure of diseases that are now 
generally regarded as hopeless, such as 
cancer and phthisis or consumption. The 
cure of consumption has, I know, been pre- 
maturely announced more than once, but 
from what has already been achieved there is 
good reason to believe that it will really 
become ‘an accomplished fact before the 
new century is very far advanced. For 
similar reason we may look forward to the — 
extirpation of the plague in India. We are 
now in what may be called the second stage 
of this work, the discovery of the friendly 
bacteria—for bacteria, you know, can be 
friendly as well as hostile to human life— 
and this is certain to be fruitful in great 
results. 
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“ Another achievement which is, I think, 
not very far off is the prevention of malaria. 
It is now well established that mosquitoes 
are the principal agency in the spread of this 
fever, and with drainage and other sanitary 
measures mosquitoes might be exterminated 
or rendered innocuous. It is my impression 
that some time during next century such 
fever spots as the West Coast of Africa—in 
fact, tropical climates generally — will be 
tendered as healthy as, say, the Fens of 
Linco!nshire, which be- 
fore their irrigation were 
also breeding - places of 
disease.” 

“What is to be ex- 
pected in surgery or medi- 
cine, Mr. Bryant, from the 
use of the X-rays?” 

“Well, although the 
utility of Rontgen’s dis- 
covery has, of course, 
been demonstrated be- 
yond all doubt, it is hard 
to say of what achieve- 
ments it may be the fore- 
runner. At present we 
are like children in the 
use of the rays, and, as 
several cases have sug- 
gested, for some time to 
come the greatest caution 
will be necessary in 
applying them for cura- 
tive purposes, although 
their value in this way 
may prove to be very great. On the other 
hand, there can be no doubt that the X-rays, 
although they can hardly add much to 
our knowledge of anatomy, will so facilitate 
the diagnosis of disease, as well as of 
wounds, that in this way Rontgen’s dis- 
covery may bring about great achievements 
in preventive medicine. In fact,” laughingly 
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continued Mr. Bryant, “ our profession is 
undermining itself in all directions. In the 
next century it may become necessary to 
introduce the plan of the Chinese, who pay 
their doctors so long as they are in good 
health.” 

“Nevertheless, nervous disease is said to 
be on the increase. In this respect is 
hypnotism likely to achieve any great result 
next century ? ” 

“Ah, who can say? It is unfortunate 
that hypnotism has 
hitherto been so much 
in the hands of quacks 
and charlatans, bent only 
on exploiting it for 
money-making purposes. 
I am certainly of opinion 
that the subject ought to 
be earnestly taken in 
hand from the medical 
standpoint. Although no 
definite result can be at 


present anticipated, it 
does undeniably offer 
great possibilities, and 


for this reason should be 
attractive to young, en- 
thusiastic students and 
investigators.” 

Mr. Bryant himself still 
seems enthusiastic if he 
is no longer young, even 
judged by our fin-de-siecle 
standard: he is seventy- 
two. Before taking my 
leave I endeavoured to obtain his opinion 
as to the longevity of the twentieth century 
man. But on this point Mr. Bryant's pro- 
phetic instinct did not get so far as a figure. 
And I did not dare to remind him that in 
the belief of a Russian doctor, M. Elie 
Metchnikoff, the twentieth century man will, 
if it so pleases him, live for ever ! 
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HE Assistant- Commis- 

sary was not regarded 

as a fighting-man. His 
appearance, it was re- 
marked, was not mili- 

tary, his uniform was 

not smart, his trousers bagged at the 
knees, and the senior subaltern had been 
heard to say that ‘there was room in his tunic 
for some of his stores as well as his chest. 
The Assistant-Commissary’s head was in- 
clined to baldness, and his beard was 
turning grey. His eyes were of the mildest 
blue, and the soft lines of his gentle face had 
not been hardened by his service West and 
East.. He had determined to become a 
pensioner as soon as this small war in South 
Africa was over. 

“Dear, good, kind Railton,” murmured 
the senior subaltern, “you need only look 
at him to know that the fighting spirit isn’t in 
him. He never drew a sword or fired a shot 
in anger. He never, I’m absolutely certain, 
wronged a living creature; he can’t bear to 
look on suffering of any sort, and I never 
heard him swear. What a record! And he 
isn’t five feet five.” 

As the senior subaltern uttered these words 
he looked at Railton, and saw that he was 
earnestly scanning the neighbouring hills. The 
subaltern, named Barran, was in command of 
a small body of infantry which had been left 
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to guard the wounded of a column operating 
against the Zulus, and to hold the buildings 
at the Drift in which the sick lay. The Drift 
itself was of vital importance, for it was the 
key to neighbouring British territory, and 
through it a conquering horde could 
march to devastation. The orders of 
the senior subaltern were simple—to hold 
the Drift till his commanding officer 
returned. To do this he had two thinned 
companies of his regiment with him—the 
“ skeletons,” they had called themselves— 
but although he could not muster a hundred 
men in both, he was as proud as if he com- 
manded a brigade, and felt equal to a 
meeting with any force the enemy liked to 
send against him. As a matter of fact, there 
was no sign of the foe, and no reason what- 
ever to suppose that he meant to swoop 
upon the Drift. 

“What transfixes you?” asked the senior 
subaltern, sauntering up to Railton’s side. 

“What do ysu make of it?” answered the 
Assistant-Commissary, pointing to the foot 
of one of the hills. 
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The senior subaltern looked, and saw two 
or three mountéd men dash furiously on to 
the plain and make for the camp. 

“Theyre our own people—and in a 
hurry, too,” said Barran, uneasily. 

“ They're in something more than hurry— 
they’re panic-stricken,” said Railton. 

Even then the senior subaltern noticed 
that the Assistant-Commissary spoke very 
quietly ; but he thought that, not being a 
combatant, he could not know what such 
a flight might mean, and did not appreciate 
the situation. 

The senior subaltern was a brave man, 
but he turned hot and cold as the mounted 
men rode hard towards him, and he saw that 
they must have hurried from some stricken 
battle-field. The first to get near enough 
to hail him was a brother officer, one who 
had gone away with the Colonel. 

“ What’s the matter, Howard ?” demanded 
Barran. 

“ Battalion rushed by the Zulus and wiped 
out—not a score of us have got away. And 
they’re coming to attack the Drift!” 

He tried to get out of his saddle as he 
spoke, and Barran saw that he could not, as 
his left hand was smashed by a bullet. He 
helped his comrade to alight. 

“ Good God!” he exclaimed, when Howard 
stood on the ground beside him. ; 

“ Its true—butchered! Near the Hill of 
the Little Hand,” gasped Howard. “ May I 
never see such a sight again. But you, 
Barran, what will you do? The Zulus are 

coming here in swarms.” ' 

“ Hold the Drift till the Colonel comes,” 
answered Barran. 

“Then you'll have to hold it till the Day 
of Judgment, for the Colonel has a dozen 
spear-thrusts in him,” observed Howard, 
solemnly. 

“Then TIl hold out till the General comes,” 
continued Barran, speaking in growing ex- 
citement. “He knows we're here, and will 
push on as soon as he learns of the disaster 
to the battalion. We mustn't lose an instant. 
I can’t even ask you about the disaster, 
although I’m sick to learn the details. 
Railton, hurry to the river and tell Raine 
to come back instantly with his men. You, 
Howard, and the rest of you, come on.” 

He hurried away, the fugitives with him, 
while Railton ran to the neighbouring river 
and alarmed Lieutenant Raine and half-a- 
dozen men who were engaged with him there 
on some engineering work. 

“Strike the tents,” ordered Barran, and 
the white canvas fell flat upon the ground. 
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THE DRIFT. 67 
“Do your best, Raine,” he added, to the 
Engineer, “to get some sort of defences 
ready against these hordes of savages. But 
get your hand looked to, Howard.” 

“That can wait—there’s no time now,” 
answered Howard. “ Thring can be better 
employed than in looking after me. I'll wind 
a handkerchief round the wrist and hang on 
till we’ve finished with the niggers.” As he 
spoke he got a piece of linen and bound his 
wrist with it. “ Lucky it’s not the fighting 
hand,” he declared. “Now I’m ready.” 

The senior subaltern, the Engineer officer, 
the Assistant-Commissary, and Thring, the 
medical officer, fell furiously to work prepar- 
ing for defence. They and the men dragged 
mattresses from the buildings, hauled mealie- 
bags and grain-bags forth, fetched the 
prostrate tents, and laid rough hands on 
biscuit - boxes, tarpaulins, tent-poles, and 
stray articles of furniture. 

With these things and a waggon they built 
a barricade behind which they took shelter, 
and prepared to fight for their own lives 
and the forty sick and wounded men in 
hospital. Barran looked about him, and 
felt but dubiously secure in the natural and 
manufactured strength of his position. ` In 
his rear were the buildings of the Drift, 
every one containing helpless soldiers; in 
front was the frail barricade, the waggon in 
the centre, and for the rest a wall of mattress, 
canvas, biscuit-box, and grain-bag. 

The sullen neighbouring hills were hold- 
ing, if the fugitives spoke truly, Zulu impis, 
blood - glutted, and thirsting for more 
slaughter, who would swoop down on the 
Drift like wolves on the fold. It was now 
four o'clock in the afternoon, and the 
supreme question was: Could the defence 
hold out till night, when darkness might put 
a stop to the attack or enable reinforcements 
to come? The fate of the battalion which 
had been annihilated would soon be known, 
and then the General, who was not many 
miles away, and would know of the peril of 
the soldiers at the Drift, would hurry on at all 
costs to relieve them. 

“I wish,” thought Barran, “that in place 
of Railton and Thring I had a couple more 
men like Howard. Railton’s so gentle and 
humane, and Thring isn’t a soldier.” 

“Here they come!” cried Railton, who 
was standing near the senior subaltern. 

“Now he'll be wanting to bolt to the 
storehouse,” muttered Barran, whose ex- 
tremity had induced an ungenerous mood 
foreign to his nature. 

“ Remember what I’ve told you, men,” he 
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exclaimed. “Keep your fire till they get to 
the barricade, then hit them swift and low. 
And don’t forget the bayonet—and what 
they’ve done at the Little Hand.” 

With revenge impelling them—revenge for 
the butchery of nearly the whole of their 
battalion—and nerves strung with the intense 
resolve to fight for life, every man for 
himself, the little band awaited the first 
onrush of the enemy. It came relentlessly. 

The Zulus spread out from the hills in 
front of the barricade, expanded in a horse- 
shoe form until the Drift was fully com- 
passed, then with a war-cry of “ Usuti/” that 
rang over the plain and echoed up the silent 





“THE BALL IS OPEN, AND I'VE LED THE DANCING,’ 
EXCLAIMED RAILTON.” 


hills, they hurled themselves against the 
stubborn foe. 

“ They cry ‘Usuti’ —cowards,” said Railton. 
“ Let them wait and see.” 

Barran, to whom he spoke, looked round, 
and saw that he had mistaken his man. The 
Assistant-Commissary’s face was soft and 
gentle no longer, it was as inflexible as any 
other at the Drift; his mild blue eyes 
glittered with the light of battle; and his 
slender form was as firm and straight as 
Barran’s own, and Barran was reckoned the 
smartest figure in the regiment. 

Railton held a rifle, and held it like a man 
who knew how to use it, and meant to use it 
well. 

He raised it coolly and deliberately, and 
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his was the first shot to speed from the 
barricade. He had marked a towering chief 
on horseback, and the warlike figure reeled 
and tumbled from the saddle. 

“The ball is open, and I’ve led the 
dancing,” exclaimed Railton, reloading. 
“ May I live to see the finish !” 

Barran heard him, but his cry of “ Bravo !” 
was lost in the rattle of the musketry, and 
Railton himself became a shadow in the 
powder-smoke. 


“Drive them back!” cried Barran. His 


voice was loud and clear, but only one or 
two of those who were nearest to him heard 
the words. 


It was not needful that they 


should, for the onslaught of 
the enemy showed how poor 
the chance of life would be if 
once they got behind the en- 
trenchment. Bullets came in 
murderous clusters, striking the 
biscuit-boxes with dull reporte, 
splintering the furniture, boring 
into the grain-bags and the 
canvas, flattening themselves 
against the walls of the buildings, and some 
crashing through the windows, while assegais, 
thrown by sinewy and malignant arms, hurtled 
through the air like swooping birds. 

In the fierceness of the first onrush a 
gigantic Zulu, screaming his war-cry, sprang 
against the barricade, and with a tremendous 
bound alighted on the top. His great, black, 
muscular form was for an instant silhouetted 
against the sky. He raised his spear, and 
was about to jump into the midst of the 
defenders. 

Railton saw him and divined his purpose, 
and as the warrior leaned inward for the 
spring he thrust at him with his bayonet, 
leaping upward as he did so, the better to 
drive home his thrust. 
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‘“THE ZULU FELL BACK WITH A WILD CRY." 


The Zulu fell back with a wild cry. 
Instantly another was in the place where he 
had been standing. Him also the Assistant- 
Commissary—-who was no soldier — hurled 
back, then shouting that he could work 
better higher up, he climbed to the top of 
the barricade and plied his weapon fiercely, 
using the steel only, for the pressing need of 
action gave no chance of firing then. 

A shower of bullets and assegais went over 
and about the figure on the grain-bags, and 
toppled over and rolled at the soldiers’ 
eet. 

“ Riddled like a sieve — must be,” ex- 
claimed Howard, with a groan of regret. 

“Should be, if I weren’t so little, and my 
clothes didn’t bag,” said Railton, cheerfully, 
as he sat up, and then rose to his feet. “ As 
it is, I’m only winded and a bit dazed.” 
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Howard, convinced of his 
error, and delighted to find 
that he was in the wrong, was 
blazing away again with his 
revolver. Railton, through 
whose plenteous clothing three 
bullets had passed, took his 
place behind some biscuit- 
boxes, and, aiming as well as 
he could in the thickening 
smoke, paid his tribute to the 
uproar. 

An assault like that, needing 
such vast energy for its delivery, 
could not be maintained for 
long, and the defence found 
that the bullets and assegais 
were thinning, and that the 
Zulus were withdrawing. When 
the thick, choking, slowly- 
rising smoke had broken 
enough for them to see 
through, they saw that the 
Zulus were hurrying away to 
the foot of the hills, dragging 
and carrying their wounded 
with them. The dead they 
had left as they had fallen, and 
it was seen that they almost 
formed another barricade out- 
side the first. 

“They'll swoop down again,” 
said Howard, warningly ; 
“they're only drawing off for 
a little while. They did so at 
the other place.” 

“Yes, they'll face the music 
again,” said Barran. 

“Then we shall have to 
make ’em dance an even 
livelier tune,” added the Assistant-Com- 
missary. 

“You're a fraud,” observed the senior 
subaltern, with fierce admiration. “ You’ve 
deceived us all along. Who taught you to 
fight in this way?” 

“ Instinct,” replied Railton.  ‘ Besides, 
who could help fighting at a time like this ?” 

Nothing more was said. Time was too 
precious for talk, and so every officer and 
man set to work to strengthen the defence, 
and get more ammunition in readiness for 
the renewal of the attack. The lull was 
welcome, too, because it gave a chance for 
the removal to the buildings of men who 
had been shot down or stabbed, and to drag 
from near the barricade the bodies of some 
soldiers who would fight no more. 

Again the black tide rolled from the hills 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


70 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


and spread over the plain, and once more 
the Zulus and the Englishmen were struggling 
furiously. Night was falling, but the Zulus 
had no thought of letting darkness stop the 
conflict. 

“Keep it up!” cried Barran, encourag- 
ingly. ‘It can’t be long before the General 
comes. Keep the ammunition going. Pass 
it round quicker than you'd pass the bottle.” 

He uttered the concluding words to 
Thring, the surgeon, who had been serving 
ammunition to the fighters from the first. 
Time after time he had rushed to the 
magazine and laid violent hands upon the 
cartridges, and in the heaviest of the firing 
and thickest of the fight had gone courage- 
ously about his unprofessional business. No 
man ran greater danger, and yet the surgeon 
came by no hurt. In the interval, when the 
Zulus were re-forming out of gunshot, he had 
done what he could for the wounded, but 
now he had left them and was hard at work 
with the ammunition-cases. He longed to 
use a rifle himself, but knew that he was 
infinitely better employed as he was now, in 
running between the fighting line and the 
magazine, seeing that the pouches were kept 
full. 

If the Zulus fought with fury in their first 
attack they strove in frenzy now. In the 
earlier fight at the Little Hand they had seen 
men go down like stones, each one in his 
place. This their own best warriors had 
said, and these white men at the Drift were 
dying just as hard. There was no leaping 
over grain-bag or biscuit-box, no crawling 
under the waggon, no bursting through the 
broken furniture that looked so frail, no 
piercing that living, writhing bank of bearded 
men, each one of whom was grimy with the 
battle-smoke, reeking with the sweat of action, 
and most of whom were warm with trickling 
blood. Ifa black crawled through the waggon 
he was shot or bayoneted before he could 
regain his feet inside the barricade ; if one, 
with mad and reckless leap, bounded on to the 
top of the obstacle, .he was hurled back, dead 
or sorely wounded, amongst his fellows. The 
more they fought and leaped, the swifter they 
rushed, the speedier they dropped and the 
deeper grew the barricade of bodies. 

At last, with one resistless charge, an arm 
of the enormous surging mass broke through 
the defence, beat down a section of the bar- 
ricade, and by weight of human flesh and 
bone was forced into an actual collision with 
the soldiers. Muzzles spat fire into the very 
faces of the foe; but they, regardless of the 
death which blazed upon them, surged up 
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„set the hospital on fire. 


until they touched the gory steel itself. Then 
they tried to wrench the bayonets from the 
rifles, and two or three were torn away with 
bleeding hands. 

Railton saw a Zulu who had grasped a 
bayonet and had struck aside the rifle as the 
bullet whistled from it lift his knobkerrie to 
strike the soldier on the head. He rushed 
up just in time to crash his rifle on the dark, 
fierce face, then hurried back to where the 
foe had made an entry. 

With Barran, Howard, and Thring—for at 
this supreme crisis Thring also had snatched 
a rifle, and was dealing blows beyond the 
healing of the art he practised — Railton 
contested every foot of ground ; but, all the 
time he cried that they were holding their 
own, he knew that step by step they were 
being forced upon and into the adjacent 
buildings, and that the end for all was very 
near. 

The senior subaltern, stunned by a blow, 
fell to the ground under the very feet of the 
savages. Railton seized him and dragged 
him to the door of one of the rooms in which 
the sick lay, and opening it, he pushed the 
unconscious man inside. ‘Get into the 
building, too,” he shouted; “ we can do no 
more good here.” 

Those who heard him obeyed as if he 
had been their own commanding officer. 
The Assistant-Commissary was the last to 
seek the refuge of the doorway. He then 
dashed in, slammed the door, and threw him- 
self against it. An assegai was driven into 
the woodwork, and the point buried itself in 
Railton’s shoulder as he strained against the 
door to keep it shut. Howard and Thring 
thrust with him, and they stood there 
grimly. Railton made no sound until help 
had come and the door had been barricaded. 
Then he demanded in a cheerful voice that 
Thring should help him to unhook himself. 

“Tt’s nothing,” he protested, but Thring 
insisted upon doing something, in a rough 
and ready way, to staunch the bleeding. 
“ Now, I’ll stand here and guard the door 
while the wounded are got somewhere else,” 
said the Assistant-Commissary. “The niggers 
have left us for a minute or two; I can see 
them going.” 

Railton did not say that he saw them 
collecting straw and wood to bring up and 
That bit of news he 
thought would be better kept to himself. 
He thrust his rifle-barrel through a crack in 
the door, and fired so steadily and truly that 
the path was blocked with tributes to his 
power. But fresh warriors came on, and as 
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“HOWARD AND THRING THRUST WITH HIM.” 


darkness fell the first-fruits of the Zulus’ 
bravery were tasted by them. They had set 
the hospital on fire, and as the flames 
crackled and threw a lurid light across the 
plain they raised their cry of war afresh. 

“Its all over now, at any rate,” said the 
senior subaltern, with a groan. 

“Itll_ be the Little Hand again,” added 
Howard. He shuddered as he recalled the 
fearful picture of the massacre, which had 
been driven from his recollection in the 
turmoil of the fight. 

“ Never say die while there’s a door and 
wall between us,” shouted Railton, exultantly. 
“Shall I keep this doorway while you get the 
cripples somewhere else ? ” 

Without awaiting leave or orders he began 


firing afresh, and when his rifle-barrel became . 


too hot for use he picked up the weapon of 
a dead man near him and fired the two 
alternately. He kept the Zulus at bay until 
the sick had been removed in safety, then, as 
the flames were licking the woodwork and 
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the roof was on fire, and as the 

Zulus also were beating fiercely at 

the door, he rushed across the 

smoke - laden, choking room, and 
staggered into a doorway which led 
into another apartment. 

Here men were working with 
bayonets and butts of rifles, as 
energetically as rabbits burrowing 
in the earth, to make a hole through 

- the wall, for the enemy were sure 
within a few minutes to burst into 
this place also. There was a mur- 
derous beating at the door. Railton, 
with a stalwart private, was leaning 
against it, as undaunted as ever, 
but feeling weaker, for by this time 
he had several wounds upon his 

body. His shoulder gave him pain 
intense, but he never dreamed of 
crying out. He believed that 
death must now be met by all. 
Part of the building was blazing, 
the blacks were swarming, and, 
besides defending themselves and 
the few rooms that still remained 
to them, the soldiers had the 
care and burden of the sick and 
wounded. 

Of those who could crawl or 
walk most got into the shelter of 
the neighbouring rooms and were 
guarded by their comrades. One 
or two, but not without enduring 
agony, clambered out of windows, 
and dragged themselves to the 

long grass outside the Drift, where they hid 

themselves; others were butchered by the 

Zulus, amongst them a man who was crying 

in delirium. 

From the doorway which they guarded 
Railton and the private had to run and 
wriggle through a hole in the wall which the 
butts and bayonets had by this time made, 
and by means of which the wounded had 
been removed and the fighters had with- 
drawn, excepting Railton and the soldier. 
At their very hecls the Zulus went, but the 
hole was swiftly plugged by bodies, and, 
unable to force an entrance through it, the 
foe ceased operations for the time, and a 
little peace fell on the party. ‘The fire was 
being blown away from them, but there was 
light enough to show what was passing in the 
room. 

By the flashes of the powder they saw 
Railton sink upon the floor, and then crawl 
into a corner, as a wounded animal might 
crawl, They saw him stretch himself wearily 
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alongside a sick man on a 
mattress, and when Barran, 
with a heavy heart, kneeled 
by his side and looked im- 
ploringly at him, his eyes— 
they hąd suddenly become 
very gentle again— closed. 

“Its all over with him,” 
Barran said, rising and join- 
ing Howard. He spoke in 
choked tones, for the memory 
of his ungenerous words be- 
fore the fight began was strong 
upon him. 

Howard made no answer, 
but turned away, and with set 
purpose of killing as many of 
the Zulus as he could, fired 
revengefully at any 
dusky form which 
flitted past his view. 

But the back of the 
conflict had been by 
this time broken. 
From that hour the 
impis made no fresh 
attempt to rush. Some 
part of the main build- 
ing was destroyed, and 
still smouldered and 
crackled in the dark- 
ness, at times breaking 
into weak flame and dying out in smoke ; but 
the portion where the defenders had sought 
refuge was intact, and so they held their own 
through the rest of that appalling night. 

When the dawn broke the Zulus slowly 
drew away, a beaten, sullen horde, taking 
their wounded with them, and leaving 
mounds of dead to testify to their own valour 
and the courage of the men who had for 
such long hours, against such long odds, 
fought behind the grain-bags and the boxes. 

While the morning was yet young the 
General marched to the relief, and Barran, 
saluting stiffly with a useless arm, made 
known in brief and military fashion that he 
had obeyed the command of his superior 
officer. He had held the Drift. The 
butchery of the Little Hand was in some 
degree atoned for, and the British Colony 
was safe. 

As he made his statement Thring, himself 
a cripple, hastened up with less of ceremony 
than the presence of the General demanded, 
acd announced that Railton lived, and except- 
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“ IT’S ALL OVER WITH HIM, BARRAN SAID.” 


ing the fact that he would have to go through 
life with one arm, many scars, and a slender 
pension, would do well. 

The dead were still unburied near the 
Little Hand—they were left unsodded for 
four months, and not even the vultures 
touched them —when Railton, who was much 


‘swathed and bound, was told by Barran, with 


the help of Howard and professional aid 
from Thring, that he was included in a batch 
of men who had become V.C.’s, because of 
what they had done to keep the Drift. 

The Assistant-Commissary was again a 
mild, gentle, slender little man, with more of 
greyness in his beard and hair than one had 
seen before they held the Drift. “ After all,” 
he remarked, gravely, “ Pve done nothing 
more than any other soldier did. At any 
rate, I did nothing to deserve the Cross. I 
opened the ball, but I didn’t see it through.” 

“ Not deserve it !” echoed Barran. ‘ Why, 
man, if you got what you're entitled to, you'd 
have bars enough on your Cross to make a 
ladder from your chest to your feet.” 
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THE THEATRICALS WE GOT UP FOR IT IN AN INDIAN HILL 
STATION. 


By MRs. FRED MATURIN. 


bs Yan pet HE HIGHLANDS,” Jella- 

taz: pehar, Darjeeling. June Ist. 
4} —The rains have broken. 
Z| Its very dull. I was reading 
pyzy the Belle of the Town yester- 
———~ day—a new lady’s paper just 
out from England—and saw that the Home 
of Reflection for Swearing and Backbiting 
Parrots is in great need of funds. The 
people who run it say that it is an excellent 
cause — that a parrot was 
brought there a few days 
before who knew its Cate- 
chism, and yet used the 
most shocking language, and 
finally, having over - eaten 
itself on the bonnet of the 
Lady Superior, died, using 
such language towards the 
jet ornaments on the bonnet 
that its end had to be merci- 
fully hastened. Funds were 
earnestly pleaded for, but 
whether for a new bonnet 
for the Lady Superior, or 
what, the appeal did not 
clearly state. 

I felt so miserable and 
dull that I thought, “ Lers 
get up some theatricals for 
this charity.” So we're going 
to do it, and have written 
to the Branch Home of 
Reflection for the Parrots in 
Calcutta, and told them to 
expect a large cheque about 
the end of the rains, which is the time we 
have fixed for the performance. 

They have sent us a lot of their little 
pamphlets, written by kind people for their 
Home, to paste up and send about the 
station, and a parrot sits on a ring in one 
corner with its head on one side, and the 
poetry is by people like Bishops and Lord 
Mayors and leaders of fashion, who are all 
interested in the charity, and it’s mostly sup- 
posed to be written by cockatoos and parrots 
and macaws, and all that sort of bird, 
appealing to the public to help them. 


One piece of poetry, by a lady, begins P 
Vol xx: —10. 
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an address to the dead parrot which ate the 
bonnet) :— 

Was it thou, profane bird, 

Was it thou that I heard ? 
and it’s awful rot—between you and me. 

June 3rd.—Rehearsals have begun—in 

my bungalow. Morton says he’d never have 
taken leave if he’d known this. There are 
twenty women in the tableaux and twenty- 
five men, and I had to give them all tiffin, 





“THE PARROT HAD OVER-EATEN ITSELF ON THE BONNET OF THE LADY 
SUPERIOR.” 


of course. They rode, and came up in 
dandies, from Darjeeling in torrents of rain. 
There was a lot of discussion about what 
tableaux to have, and it seems to me there'll 
be rows before long, for everyone wants the 
best parts, and no one will do the old 
women, bystanders, and so on. 

Some women are unreasonable, really. La 
and I set the fashion in the station (of 
course, I don’t count that lump, Mrs. 
Horner, whose husband ships bananas to 
Trincomalee, and so can dress her nicely), 
and so, naturally, in “A Dream of Fair 
Women” I felt it my duty to be Heen of 
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Troy, and La took Cleopatra; and Mrs. 
Horner, who longs to be somebody, 
was dreadfully offended because I gave 
her the part of Cveopatra’s old black 
nurse. 

I meant to give them all such a nice tiffin 
—I’m sure I spent money and time enough 
ordering it. The bazaar bill will be awful— 
and the whole thing was spoilt by the Jss- 
Stew, as the cook calls it. I said, “I wish 
Abdool wouldn’t cram his stews with these 
little black things which have no taste. I 
can’t imagine what they are.” And Morton, 
always ready to contradict me, of course, 


said, ‘Well, I call them excellent—nothing 
these poor beggars of servants can do ever 
satisfies you.” 

“ They’re very riling,” says Captain Frere, 
determined to stand up for me, yet trying to 
be polite to everyone, because he wants 
Morton to be the Iho/f in the burlesque. 
(He's stage-manager.) “ Tell us now, Colonel, 
whats your opinion of the way we treat 
native servants out here? One hears such 
different opinions.” 

“If you ask me,” says Morton, grumpily, 
“I think it’s beastly. I never can under- 
stand great, hulking Englishmen kicking and 
knocking about these poor, lean, half-fed 
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beggars who can’t retaliate! And, as my 
opinion is asked for, I call it unmanly, and 
nothing else.” 

“These little black spices,” said I, 
changing the conversation, “ look very funny, 
and I’m going to send for the children’s 
magnifying-glass I gave Cedric on. his birth- 
day. Bearer, jau betto juldee chota glass, 
tum sumsta deknee kewustee.” 

“ You’ve told him to go and sit quickly 
under the glass. Why the deuce, Hetty, 
don’t you learn Hindustani properly ?” 

The magnifying-glass came, and I put it 
over one of the black things Morton said 
was so delicious, and it was 
an ant. We had eaten 
thousands — I don’t know 
where they all came from. I 
gave one loud scream, and 
so did La, and everyone 
covered up their faces. 
Morton gave one glance 
through the magnifier, and 
then rushed out of the 
veranda to the cook-house, 
dragging the cook forth by 
the hair of his head, and 
kicking him along as he 
went. ‘The cook, who had 
just refreshed himself after 
his labours by washing his 
head in the soup-tureen, and 
had got a pudding-cloth tied 
round his head to dry it, came 
running along propelled by 
Morton’s boot, and crying 
piteously that the sahib not 
be angry, ants all dead in the 
boiling. 

The cook’s form appeared 
for an instant to make a 
curve on the edge of the 
khud against the sky, and 
then went over the khud, 
landing in a rhododendron below, and the 
pudding-cloth was left in Morton’s hands. 

So much for Morton’s sermonizing. 

June 15th.—Wouldn’t anyone think that 
in a tableau called “Velvet and Rags” the 
person chosen for Veet would rather be 
that than Rags? Morton and I have had a 
terrible scene ; and really, if that hateful Mrs. 
Horner is going to have her own way like 
this, I'll throw up these theatricals, parrots 
or no parrots. As it is, I don’t suppose 
there'll be half as much to send the charity 
as we thought, for everyone is choosing their 
own dresses, and as each woman has, of 
course, inwardly vowed not to be outdone by 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


“FOR A CHARITY.” 75 


the others, and all the bills are being sent in 
to Captain Frere, “to be paid for out of the 
proceeds,” I don’t know how much there 
will be over for the parrots, I’m sure. 

As for the “Velvet and Rags,” I will zot give 
in—ags I intend to be, and if Mrs. Horner 
doesn’t care to be Velvet, let her go out of it 
altogether. The picture was in the Academy 
one year, and will make a lovely tableau. On 
one side sits a beautifully dressed, rather fat, 
well-fed, looking woman in a ball dress, by 
a roaring fire—she looks complacent and 
prosperous, and, with her fan in one hand, 
leans back in her chair languidly glancing, 
with a self-satisfied smile, over her ball 
programme. Her opera-cloak is thrown over 
a chair. 

The other side shows the street outside 
her house. The snow is falling thickly —it is 
two in the morning—and sitting on the door- 
step, exhausted with hunger and cold, leans 
a beautiful pale girl in a shabby black dress, 
her head against the hall door, a basket with 
withered bunches of violets in her lap. 

We asked Mrs. Horner up to dinner with 
several others one night on purpose to ask 
her to take Ve/ve?, and she flew into a temper. 
La put it very nicely for me, and described 
the picture and expressions, and said, “You're 
cut out for Velvet, with all your lovely 
clothes, and you have just the look, and the 
woman who does ags must have a lot of 
expression and Velvet needn’t have any. 
Mrs. Langtry took Rags in Lady Weake’s 
famous tableaux, you know. And Hetty will 
do Rags and give you up Velwel, and you 
can show off one of your grand new dresses.” 

Morton says he never heard anything more 
nastily put, and enough to rile any woman, 
especially after La and I had taken care to 
explain that Ve/vet had to have “a smug 
expression,” which is what Mrs. Horner has 
to perfection. 

I cried myself to sleep, but I won’t give up 
Rags. 

June 16th.—Mrs. Horner has retired from 
the theatricals altogether, and has got Morton 
to promise he won’t do the Wolf. We have 
cut each other to-day riding on the Mall. 

June 17th.—Mrs. Horner is back in the 
theatricals, and has consented to do Ve/vet if 
she may look “pensive” instead of smug. 
We said she might—if she could. She rode 
up here to chota-hazaree and began to cry, 
and Morton is making himself so disagreeable 
about the Wo/f (and he’s the only man in 
the station who can howl like one, and the 
only one who will spend four evenings run- 

ning with a wolf-skin and a mask on) that I 
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swallowed my feelings and made it up with 
her. 

June 24th.—We are all so worn out with 
rehearsing that we are going to have a rest, 
and Captain Frere has got up an expedition 
for the whole company to go to Sandhook 
Phu, near the Snows. We start to-morrow 
morning with tents, coolies, ponies, and 
dandies. It seems asif there’s to be a week’s 
oe in the rains, so I hope we shall have 
un. 

June 29th.—Sandhook Phu. We arrived 
here after an awful journey. It was fine the 
first day, and nothing especial happened 
except that Mrs. Horner’s luggage got lost— 
the coolies went the wrong road—and when 
we all turned up at dinner-time in the dak 
bungalow in fresh muslin dresses she had to 
keep to her habit, which makes her look 
awfully fat, and she was in a horrible temper. 

It began to rain again in the night. We 
ladies all slept in dressing-gowns in one 
big room, some on beds and some in 
the tables turned upside down, and sud- 
denly Stella Wyndham awoke us all with 
a piercing yell. Two leeches were fastened 
to her face sucking her blood, and she 
said she’d swallowed another, and instantly 
we all found our faces covered with 
them too, and the floor was black with 
them out of the wet jungle around. La 
seized hold of one of Stella’s leeches and 
Mrs. Ruthven the other, and tugged, but they 
hung on like grim death. So terrific were 
our screams that Morton and Major Ruthven 
rushed in with pistols and a blunderbuss, 
and the chokeydar and bearer and other 
servants rushed in too, and Morton, think- 
ing it was they had been caught thieving, set 
to work to fell every servant to the ground 
before we could make him understand it was 
the leeches. By this time all the men had 
thrown on something and collected, and 
someone fetched salt and threw it over our 
faces, and the leeches dropped off. We are 
terribly disfigured. 

We still had seven miles up the mountain- 
side to do, when it began to pelt torrents, 
and night found us Heaven knows where, 
for we had missed our way, We were in a 
thick jungle, and most of the ladies in 
dandies, and suddenly a huge grizzly bear 
appeared on the twilit path ahead. With 
one howl of “Allah” every dandic-wallah 
dropped his pole and bolted, and we all 
came to the ground with a crash. ‘The 
coolies bolted too, pitching down our luggage, 
and I heard my portmanteau bouncing down 
the khud into the river below. In the con- 
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fusion no one noticed that the bear had 
bolted too, and we all fainted several times 
over before we would listen to the men, who 
kept shouting, “ He’s gone! It’s all right! 
He’s scooted! No danger! He was more 
frightened than you were, I tell you.” 

Mrs. Horner, we were told through the 
darkness, was seriously injured in her spine, 
through her dandie having dropped on a 
rock. No one had any matches that would 
light; they had all got wet. No one knew 
where we were or which turning to take, 
and it ended in our spending the night on 





(which comes off in three weeks), for it seems 
there is great excitement about it in Calcutta, 
and the one little daily train would never 
hold half the crowds. We pay in advance 
for it—the charity won’t lose by it, for every- 
one who uses the trains will pay us back, 
and we expect packed houses each night. 

We have also taken the precaution to book 
the whole of Sorders Hotel for the four 
nights. Sorder is selling the tickets for us 
and providing the meals. Some of us live 
so far, we have engaged the Town Hall and 
all the dressing-rooms from now up, and 
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that path five feet wide, and a yawning 
precipice below us, and, for all we knew, the 
bear, his wife, and family all close by. It 
rained as it only can in the Himalayas. The 
leeches had a glorious time. You should 
have seen us all when the sun rose. We 
got here somehow at midday, and coolies 
have been sent running to Darjeeling to 
fetch two doctors—for everydody is ill of 
something. 

July 1o9th.—Back in Darjeeling, after 
“many peradventures by the way,” as my 
sister Nina used to say. 

Captain Frere is engaging special trains to 
run Calcutta people up here for our show 
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Sorder sends meals there for us, and has 
fitted up beds and washing-stands in the 
dressing-rooms for the Edens and some 
tea-planters, who can’t, of course, ride back 
thirty miles every day. Mr. Eden is 
growling, his wife says, because she’s never 
home now, and everything is going to 
the dogs. She has frizzled in that odious 
tea-plantation of his for seven years, and 
now he grudges her the innocent amuse- 
ment of being ballet-girl in the burlesque, 
and is trying to spoil the whole thing by 
forbidding her to kick higher than his nose, 
which is, of course, no way at all, and he 
and Captain Frere had a scene about it. 
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Captain Frere said if he liked to hang his 
nose up on the wings as a guide he’d try and 
oblige him, but otherwise he could have -no 
interference ; and Mr. Eden said that the 
parrots might swear themselves black in the 
face before he’d let his wife show her ankles 
before all Bengal. 

Mrs. Eden swooned away when he 
made this brutal speech, for it was a hot 
afternoon, and she was the only one who 
couldn’t pick up the Pigeon’s Wing Step, 
which consists of jumping off the ground 
and flapping your feet together in mid-air, 
and then Catherine-wheeling off the stage. 
She said her back was ricked, and she felt 
one of the knobs of her spine moving about, 
but Dr. Saunders, whom Mr. Eden sent 
for, in a terrible fright, said it was the whale- 
bone of her dress broken in two. 

Dr. Saunders still has Mrs. Horner under 
his care, and also Stella Wyndham, who will 
have it that the leech she swallowed is suck- 
ing her lungs dry ; and he says he expects his 
bill alone will swallow up all the proceeds. 

August 3rd.—Last night we had a semi- 
dress rehearsal of the show, and Captain 
Linden, in honour of it, gave us all a supper 
afterwards at Sorder’s Hotel. 

This morning there is a terrible uproar 
about the supper party, for Captain Linden 
and Mr. Floss must have had too much 
champagne, and threw things at each other 
ull everything, windows included, was 
smashed, and Sorder has sent in the bill 
to Captain Frere. He has charged eighty 
rupees for an ostrich egg, which was in a 
glass case, and which Mr. Floss sat on for 
fun. Sorder showed it to us, and Mr. Floss 
said he was most unreasonable: he’d got his 
beastly egg hatched for nothing, and yet 
wasn’t satisfied. Sorder said if Mr. Floss 
insulted him much longer he’d do something 
which would astonish him, and Mr. Floss 
said nothing could astonish him, not even if 
Sorder dressed up as the baby ostrich, and 
went round the Mall croaking, “ Where’s 
my pa ? ” 

Sorder got so red, that La and I jumped on 
to our ponies and rode off, and we last heard 
him saying he’d report Mr. Floss to the 
Commander-in-Chief, who I’m sure will stop 
these theatricals if he hears much more of 
them. 

August roth.—Our theatricals are in four 
days, and a most dreadful thing has 
happened. La, who is very fair, has got 

freckled, riding up and down the mountain 
to rehearsals, and that spiteful Mrs. Horner 
told her of a woman in Calcutta who engages 
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for the sum of five hundred rupees, expenses, 
dhobee, and beer, to take the skin clean off 
your face and give you a new one which will 
be pure as a baby’s. You've got to be shut 
up for a fortnight, because, when the top 
skin’ rolls off, which occurs the third day, 
you are raw for another eleven days, and if 
anything then touches your face, even a fly, 
you are scarred for life. So the woman has 
to shut up your head in a sort of meat-safe 
thing, made of wire and mosquito net, and 
food is handed in at intervals. In return for 
these trials, however, you emerge in a state of 
ravishing beauty, and La declared she’d have 
it done in time for the theatricals. 

Jim and Morton both tried to dissuade 
her, but Mrs. Horner kept it up and told her 
she was a fool with a rich husband not 
to insist on it, so Jim had to send a tele- 
gram to the woman to come at once “to 
skin a lady.” 

The telegraph Baboo looked very uneasy, 
evidently fearing a cold-blooded murder was 
in the wind, but the woman arrived, and Là 
vanished from the world, and now, when the 
great day is arriving, and she ought to have a 
new skin all ready, we are told it hasn’t yet 
arrived, and the woman doesn’t know whats 
gone wrong, but La is still quite raw, and it 
is probably the rarefied air up here, and it 
may take another year to grow. When La 
heard this she threw herself on her bed, 
meat-safe and all, and screamed, kicked, and 
rolled. It was a most pitiful sight. 

She cried that it was entirely Morton’s 
doing. 

“Good Lord!” he said. 
how?” 

“ How!” sobbed La, sitting up and glaring 
at Morton through the meat-safe, her face 
looking just like a bit of raw steak inside. 
“Your beloved Mrs. Horner has done this— 
out of pure jealousy of my complexion. 
Fetch some rat-poison, bearer, from the 
bazaar—juldee, juldee, me want die.” 

All the Moker had crowded into the 
veranda and were huddled up, gazing horror- 
stricken at the vision on the bed, and not at 
all sure whether this were a religious cere- 
mony, or what. The woman, the skinner, 
was hastily packing her things in the dress- 
ing-room, La having vowed she would murder 
her unless she was gone in ten minutes. 

“Irs a got-up thing,” she said, “ between 
you and that fat arch-fiend in petticoats, Mrs. 
Horner—not a rupee shall you get.” 

In the end Jim had to lift the woman 
bodily up in his arms, she clawing at his face, 
and put her into La’s dandie, telling the 
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dandie-wallahs to see her into the train for 
the Plains. As fast as he put her in she 
jumped out, shouting “ My money!” so he 
gave her a hundred rupees without La 
knowing, and we got rid of her, and she is 
going to bring a lawsuit against him for the 
rest. 

Jim galloped off for Dr. Saunders, who 
says if La takes off the meat-safe and lets 
the air get at her her skin will be back in a 
week, and Jim must walk beside her with a 
fan, and sit up with her at nights, for fear of 
flies and things. 

Weve had to postpone the theatricals 
three days, and the telegrams all over India 
and new posters have cost 150 rupees. 

August 17th.—La’s skin has grown again, 
but Pm sorry to say (owing to a fly alighting 
on her nose while Jim fell asleep exhausted 
one night) she has a little scar which Dr. 
Saunders says may disappear in twenty 
years. 

Last night was the big dress rehearsal, 
and instead of having it down in Darjeeling 
on the proper stage, Captain Frere insisted 
on having it up here in Jellapehar, at the 
little soldiers’ theatre, though Morton, who 
is commandant and responsible for every- 
thing, zold him the stage wouldn’t bear us 
all, and it didn’t, and the wonder is anyone’s 
alive to tell the tale. 
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Captain Frere did it so that 
the soldiers should get a chance 
of seeing the show, so Morton 
gave in, and in the Village Green 
scene, when fifty-nine people were 
=h on the stage, and the lime-light 
fizzing away on Captain Linden, 
as the Grandmother, doing a step- 
dance with Red Riding Hood 
(Captain Frere), and everyone 
else kicking in time, a crash rent 
the air and the boards gave way, 
and most of the company disap- 
peared. The space below was 
about four feet only, so the audi- 
ence could see the arms and legs 
and sun-bonnets all struggling, 
and the front soldiers jumped on 
to what was left of the stage and 
helped pull us out. Morton, as 
the Wolf, hadn’t yet come on at 
all; he was sitting in the dressing- 
room, all ready in his skin and 
wolf-mask, drinking champagne, 
when the accident happened, and 
he tore through the wings to see 
what was up, but finding no room 
to stand, jumped over into the 
audience, who, with one yell, believing it to 
be a real wolf (he had a self-wagging tail and 
jaws which moved), made for the doors shriek- 
ing ‘‘ Murder—fire—police!” The soldiers’ 
wives and children were trampled under 
foot, and two women had to be carried into 
hospital. One woman had her glass eye 
knocked out, and we must, of course, supply 
her with another, though that’s a detail, for 
the total damages will come, Morton says, to 
something awful, for the stage is a wreck, and 
Dr. Saunders has his hands so full that 
another surgeon had to be wired for from the 
Plains. 

We've had a letter from the Home of 
Reflection for Swearing Parrots saying they 
are anxiously awaiting news of the results of 
our noble enterprise, which shall be noised 
from one end of the world to the other, as 
soon as ever the expected cheque arrives. 

We all went to bed feeling very cheap. 

August 18th.—The grand day. 

La and I and Jim were sitting, very 
bruised, in the veranda, having chota-hazaree, 
and talking of last night, and hearing each 
other our parts, when Morton rode up in 
uniform, and jumped off his horse and said : 
“ Here’s a pretty go—while Frere, this last 
two months, has been jigging up and down 
to Darjeeling, teaching you all how to make 
idiots of yourselves over these infernal 
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theatricals, the canteen-sergeant has been 
embezzling the whole of the canteen money, 
and decamped in the confusion last night. 
I've had to place Frere under arrest, and 
communicate with.the Commander-in-Chief 
at Simla.” 

“Arrest,” I cried, starting up ; “ then who’s 
to do Red Riding Hood to-night?” 

“Well, not Frere, I can promise you 
that.” 

“Morton,” shrieked La, “have you gone 
mad? Why, pray, is poor darling Willie 
Frere clapped into a dungeon because 
another man bolts with the canteen money ? 
Answer me that.” 

“‘ Poor darling Willie Frere,’ Mrs. Busting, 
was in charge of the canteen money, but 
he’s had no time to look after that, or any of 
his military duties, teaching you all to dance 
and kick, and he left it all to Sergeant Wylie, 
and here’s the result. I’ve had to do my 
duty. I’m sorry for the parrots.” 

“But,” I gasped, “the special trains, the 
bills, the audience, the dresses !” 

“And,” cried La, “my new skin!” 

And both of us burst into a storm of 
tears. 

Captain Linden, also in uniform, rode up 
just then, and jumped off and came up say- 
Ing on no consideration did Captain Frere 
wish the show stopped. In fact it must not 
be. We should all be bankrupt—and Mr. 
Floss must do Red Riding Hood. He had 
been at all the rehearsals as a yokel, and 
knew the play by heart ; he was at present 
on parade, but would be up in a minute. 
He was nice and fat, and would look very 
well in the red cloak and hood and short 
frock and open-work socks. 

“T tell you what it is,” said Mr. Floss, 
when he arrived, “it’s all rot, you know. 
I can’t get into Frere’s clothes, I’m six 
times his size, and I cant and wont 
appear in a short frock and open-work 
socks.” 

Mr. Floss is six-foot-two, and Captain 
Frere a small man—and Mr. Floss is very 
stout and broad, and Captain Frere very 
thin ; but we allsaid he must do it, and we'd 
try on his things at once. 

I sent the bearer running to Captain 
Frere’s quarters for the Red Riding Hood 
clothes, and we got Mr. Floss into them 
somehow. When he saw himself in a long 
glass he again declared with emphasis that 
he would not do it; but we paid no atten- 
tion, and I called in the Dersee to alter the 
things. 

We ran him through his part and his 
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dances in the veranda, but 
depressed. 

An orderly came up from the barracks 
with a note from Captain Frere for Morton, 
asking him to stage-manage for him, and 
there were pages of “Don’t forget this and 
remember that,” and one thing was, “Tell 
Flossie to mind and have the china eggs, 
and zof real ones, in his basket, for his pas 
de deux, and I only hope the stage will bear 
him, but he’d better eat nothing after two, 
and if he sits on a charcoal stove for a 
couple of hours it will reduce him a bit.” 

“A nice letter for an officer under arrest 
to write to his colonel,” growled Morton. 
“Frere’s beyond a joke, upon my word. 
Tl stage-manage for him, but as I know 
absolutely nothing about it, don’t blame me 
if it’s not a success.” 

“ Orderly,” said I, addressing the orderly 
who stood at ’tention outside the veranda, 
“is Captain Frere very depressed? And 
what is his cell like ?” 

(I thought, of course, he was shut up in a 
dungeon with bars.) 

“He seems very low-spirited, madam,” 
said the man, saluting, “ but is trying to keep 
up his sperrits wonderful considerin’. An’ 
when I left his rooms he was a-teachin’ 
Sergeant Atkins and Private Bowen ’ow to go 
off the stage behind the ladies, on their 
hands, with their legs in the hair, an’ I think 
they'll do it very well.” 

“That'll do,” said Morton (who the orderly 
thought was writing a letter), “weve had 
enough of this buffoonery. Take that to 
Captain Frere, and go.” 

August rgth.—It’s all over. We were to 
have had four nights of it, but we dare not 
put it on again. It was a fiasco from first to 
last, and everyone is asking for their money 
back. 

We had a big dinner before the show, and 
champagne flowed like water to keep every- 
one’s spirits up. Two men of the company 
fell under the table, and had to have their 
heads dipped in buckets before they could 
even start dressing. It was a glorious real 
Himalayan night. ‘The snowy range a 
hundred miles away looked so white and 
close in the brilliant moonlight, the stars 
shone with tropical brilliance, the dark 
mountain-sides and Mall were gemmed with 
the little moving red lights of syce and 
dandie lanterns ! 

Our hearts beat high, and on the scarlet 
programmes, headed “ Home of Reflection 
for Swearing Parrots,” were inscribed Byron’s 
famous lines beginning :— 


he is very 
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To-night you throng to witness the début 

Of embryo actors to the Drama new. 

Not one poor trembler, only, fear betrays 

And hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your gaze ! 
It ended :— 

Still let some mercy in your bosoms live, 

And if you can’t applaud, at least forgive. 

Mr. Floss (who seemed to feel every 
word of these lines as applying to him) 
groaned, and glanced down at his fat bare 
legs, but he was hustled off to have his 
wig put on; very soon the curtain went up, 
and from that moment everything went 
wrong. 

The tableaux opened the show, and when 
the great “ Velvet and Rags” came on, and 
the curtain rose on me and Mrs. Horner, 
I heard Morton roaring from the wings up to 
the flies overhead, where he’d 
sent our bearer and kitmudgar 
to sprinkle snow down on my 
side (the street side) of the 
scene. I sat on the doorstep 
with my dead violets, and 
wondered in an agony why the 
snow didn’t begin. La and I 
had taken days to tear up 
enough paper for it, and it’s 
the making of the picture, but 
it didn’t come. The band 
played “Velvet and Rags—so 
the world wags,” pizzicato, and - 
you could have heard a pin 
drop in the audience, and then 
evidently something did happen, 
for I heard Mrs. Horner give a 
shriek, and then another. 

They tried to drop the cur- 
tain, but it stuck, and I burst 
open the cardboard hall-door, 
and those servants had made 
an awful mistake. They had 
poured the snow down on to 
Velvet in the room, instead of 
on to Rags in the street; and, 
what’s far worse, the khan- 
samah, not half understand- 
ing my directions or else my 
Hindustani, had Joied the 
basketful of rice I had given him to bring 
down for the final wedding scene in “Red 
Riding Hood,” and had climbed up into the 
flies, and poured the wet boiled rice, in 
mistake for the paper, down on to Mrs. 
Horner. Her velvet dress was spoilt, and 
you could hardly see her face. The wet rice 
had stuck to the grease-paint, and she lay 
fainting in ber arm-chair, while Morton 
chased the bewildered khansamah round the 
stage trying to kick him. All this went on 
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in front of the audience, because they could 
not get down the curtain. 

I never saw a woman go into such a 
temper as Mrs. Horner. She said it was all 
my doing, and was nothing but a mean 
revenge for La’s skin. 

I said, “ Nothing of the sort, though it’s 
wonderful how Providence avenges these 
things.” 

“Providence,” foamed Mrs. Horner, 
scraping the sopping rice off her nose with 
the ball-programme, at which she had been 
gazing “pensively” when it happened. 
“Your servants, you mean, set on to do it 
by you, Mrs. Ardath. Oh, I know.” 

“Well,” said La, losing her temper, “I 
can’t help it; I’m glad it’s happened. It’s 





“NOTHING OF THE SORT.” 


no thanks to you, Mrs. Horner, that I hadn’t 
to go about with my head in a meat-safe for 
a year.” 

“ The best place for it,” said Mrs. Horner ; 
“the mosquito net would hide some of the 
defects.” 

“Here, you ladies,” said Morton, rushing 
on to change the furniture for the next 
tableau (they'd got the curtain down), “ stop 
quarrelling, please, till all this is over, unless 
you want it to be a failure.” 
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But the next tableau was coming on: “A 
Modern Honeymoon ” on a bicycle made for 
two, and the curtain went up, and it really 
looked very pretty, and loud applause was 
beginning, when the bicycle, which had been 
hastily screwed to the stage, started off 
full pelt, over the foot- lights, and crash 
into the middle of the band below, and the 
Bride went head foremost into the big 
drum. 

I can’t remember now half the contre- 
temps that kept on happening all the whole 
dreadful evening. 

Amidst so many disasters it is satisfactory 
to be able to say that Mr. Floss as Red 
Riding Hood was splendid, and brought 
down the house, though he forgot the china 
eggs, and in the big ballet his basket flew off 
his arm, the eggs went right and left, and we 
were all streaming with yolk, but nothing 
seemed to matter by that time ; the pats of 
butter, of course, fell out too, and the stage 
became like ice, and I’m sorry to say the 
ballet ended and the curtain finally descended 
upon half of us face downwards on the floor. 
What with wet rice, yolk of egg, and butter, 
they say it will take twenty coolies to get 
those boards right again; and talking of 
expense, here’s the list, and as we only took 
1,000 rupees I’m sure I don’t know what’s 
going to happen. Captain Frere has had a 
kind of stroke since Sorder and all the 
others sent their accounts in :— 


To Theatrical Fund in Aid of Home of Reflection 
for Swearing Parrots. 
Rupees Annas Pie. 
Dresses from Madame Esmée, of 
12, Chowringee, for fourteen 





village maidens „ni...so 500 O © 
Smocks for yokels .. .. 100 OO o 
Other dresses .......eseecceee seeeeeees 200 o o 


w 
8 

no 
N 


Self-wagging tail for same 
Telegrams, postage, and posters 
(EWICE) AT EN E E 400 
Special trains on Himalayan Rail- 
way (passengers refused to pay 


° 
[e] 


ae e A E TAT EEN o0 o o 
Hire for two months of Town Hall 
(including performance) ... ..... 692 I 
Vol. xxi.—m. 
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Meals from Sorder’s hotel sent to 
Dial) R EEA TTE ETTEN 
Bedroom and meals for one gentle- 
man who said ‘It was all rot” 
and left without paying.. ..... ... 35 6 o 
Ostrich egg and other breakagès .. 120 0o œ 
Pale-green velvet dress for Mrs. 


314 


Horner (spoilt) ........... cesses eee 400 o o 
To Drs. Saunders and Manders for i 

professional services to Mrs. 

Horner’s spine ...........0ccce000ee 99 4 o 
To Drs. Saunders and Manders for 

ditto to leech swallowed by Miss 

Wyndham oses rsi aeea 52 8 2 
Emetic for Miss W. I o o 





Ditto for other patients attended at 
Sandook Phu oasis eee 
Cost of building new floor to 
Soldiers” theatré sisc.ccussssses acdsee 
New glass eye for soldier’s wife ... 25 
Fitting same 
Soldier’s wife’s broken leg (damages 
claimed for same) 
Medical attendance on Mrs. Eden 
for broken whalebone 
Medical attendance or Mrs. Busting 


> 

wn 

w 
OnO A 
coo ù 


E 
° 
o 


for new skin ..... sis aesrrercssesss 35 o o 
Price of big drum broken by lady 

falling into it nases eesse eree 40 o o 
Medical attendance on aforesaid 

LADY EE ITAA S TST 32 6 9 
Damage to tandem bicycle broken 100 © o 


Medical attendance on bandsman 

sitting just under bicycle ......... 20 o o 
Twenty coolies to scrub butter, 

eggs, and mashed rice off stage, 

at 2 annas a day neee 13 o ° 


Total...... Rs. 4,814 6 7 


And this is the end of it all. Besides all 
this, the skinning woman has filed a lawsuit 
against Jim for her money, and Captain 
Frere has to pay up the embezzled canteen 
funds. Theres nothing to send to the 
Home of Reflection for Swearing Parrots, 
but Captain Linden wants us to bring an 
action against them for having incited us to 
all this, and we've written and said unless 
they can help us with funds to pay up all 
expenses incurred on their behalf we shall 
be reluctantly compelled to take some 
desperate step exposing them. 

Morton says he’s had enough of charities 
for a long time. 
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Peculiar Weddings. 


By 


AHE first wedding which we 
ZY shall describe owes its pecu- 
liarity to the fact that the age 
of the bridegroom formed a 
record. Colonel Overton, of 
St. Joseph, who was just a 
hundred years of age, was married some 
time ago to a young lady of seventy-seven. 
As may be imagined, there was a crowd to 
see the ceremony, which was performed at 
the First Methodist Episcopal Church of 
St. Joseph, by Dr. C. H. Stocking. 





ALBERT H. BROADWELL. 


spectacles. He uses them now occasionally, 
but not always, even when reading. He never 
chewed tobacco or smoked, never drank a 
drop of liquor or took a dose of medicine in 
his life! He is capable of doing a good 
day’s work if necessary, but as he has always 
lived frugally and saved his money he is not 
obliged to do so now. Cupid loves a soldier, 
as everybody knows, and Colonel Overton is 
a veteran of three wars. Cupid has favoured 
him more than once. He first married at 
thirty-five, and his second wife died in St. 





COLONEL OVEKION, MARRIED AT THE AGE OF A HUNDRED, 
From a Photograph. 


Colonel Overton was born in the oil region 
of Pennsylvania. He has lived in many States 
and followed many professions. In his youth 
he was a portrait painter, at a time when 
such artists were scarce in this country and 
when photography had not been developed 
to its present perfection. He was twenty-six 
years a resident of Arkansas, and has lived 
only two years in St. Joseph. He is a man of 
slight build, fairly erect, and walks vigorously 
with the help of a cane. He has full white 
chin-whiskers and hair which, though per- 
fectly white, shows no sign of baldness. 
Until a short time ago he had never worn 
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MRS, OVERTON, MARRIED AT SEVENTY-SEVEN. 
From a Photograph. 


Joseph at the age of seventy-six. He is 
the father of ten children, seven of whom are 
living. His bride has also had a matrimonial 
experience. She was married in early youth, 
and her first husband died only a few years 
ago. 

In contrast to this happy union at so 
unusual an age it may be interesting to refer 
here to the most gruesome marriage cele- 
bration that has ever taken place. This 
was performed at the home of Herr William 
Reidl, Magdeburg, Germany. It was the 
golden wedding anniversary of Herr Reid], 
and at the same time was celebrated the 
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silver wedding of his only son Frederick. 


The elder Reidl was chief executioner of -German Empire was represented. 


the domains of Kaiser Wilhelm, while his son 


in the 
Alto- 
gether, there were present nearly three 


every kingdom and principality 





Frona Phot». by) 


Frederick also figured as a public executioner 
of long service. The eldest son of the latter 
is a soldier in the German Army, but his 
father declares that as soon as he is dis- 
charged he will secure him a place where his 
work will be of exactly the same nature as his 
own. Not only aré both William Reid] and his 





THE TRACTION-ENGINE WEDDING—THE PROCESSION, (Jr. A. Corneil, Tonbridge. 


hundred men whose occupation was the 
execution of criminals. Mr. Reidl very natu- 
rally has an aversion to being photographed ; 
he does not care to be recognised by the 
multitude in his official capacity, otherwise we 
should have reproduced his photograph here.: 

The village of East Peckham, Kent, was 





From a Photo, by) 


son public executioners, but there was not a 
single man invited to participate in the event 
who was not also an executioner. Nearly 
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THE TRACTION-ENGINE WEDDING—A HALT FOR REFRESHMENTS. 


(Mr. a4. Cornell, Tonbridge 


recently the scene of a very novel and 
interesting wedding procession, when there 
were substituted for the ordinary horsed 
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vehicles in use on such occasions a truck 
drawn by a traction engine and an escort of 
motor-cars. The wedding party proceeded 
from the bride’s residence to the church in 
the truck, which, with the engine, was gaily 
decorated with flags, flowers, and evergreens. 
At the conclusion of the ceremony the 
newly-married couple and their friends drove 
in procession through roads lined with 
spectators to a neighbouring village, where 








SA 
re = á 











jumped out of the car. The balloon 
had risen then about rooft., and, as the 
newly-wedded wife fell into the river, she was 
nearly drowned, but happily escaped with a 
severe fright. This plan is accordingly not 
to be recommended to candidates for matri- 
monial honours. 

Another curious wedding is one connected 
with a “bicycle made for two,” perhaps better 
known as a “sociable.” The principal 











From a) 


an open-air wedding breakfast awaited them. 
Both bridegroom and bride are enthusiastic 
auto-carists. The photographs here repro- 
duced were taken and kindly lent by Mr. 
A. Cornell, of Tonbridge. 

It is a pity that no photograph was 


secured of an American wedding which took + 


place not long ago, and which, though cer- 
tainly not deserving of imitation, has all the 
interest of eccentricity. A couple agreed 
to be married in the car of a balloon, and 
after the knot was tied the balloon was 
allowed to ascend for a honeymoon trip. 
The bride, however, became alarmed, and 
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THE BICYCLE 


WEDDING, [ Photograph. 

actors in this interesting function were two 
well-known members of the Italian com- 
munity in London, Mr. Achille Gasperi and 
Miss Emily Pappacena, who were united in 
wedlock at the French Catholic church of 
Notre Dame, in Leicester Street. Directly 
after the ceremony a procession of consider- 
able size was formed, consisting mainly of 
cyclists of both sexes. On their way to the 
Comedy Restaurant—to whose proprietor 
we are indebted for the loan of the accom- 
panying photo.— the couple created a great 
stir along the route from the church to the 
restaurant. 
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We have next to record a very extra- 
ordinary ceremony—the wedding of two 
people in a lions’ cage. We are glad that so 
successful a photograph was taken, because 
it proves, what might otherwise have been 
doubted, the absolute authenticity of this 
extraordinary feat. 


On the evening of November 4th Miss 


Charlotte Wiberg, of Boston, and Mr. Arthur 
St. Andrassy, of 
Perth, Amboy, 
N.J., were mar- 
ried by the Rev. 
George Reader, 
of Ohio, in the 
lions’ cage at the 
Zoo. The clergy- 
man stood out- 
side the cage and 
tied the nuptial 
knot, while the 
bride and groom 
were locked in- 
side the cage 
with Cleopatra 
and Cæsar, the 
two biggest and 
ugliest lions of 
the Boston Zoo- 
logical Society. 
The marriage 
was widely ad- 
vertised by the 
enterprising 
Press agent in 
whose fertile 
brain the idea of 
the marriage in 
the lions’ cage 
originated. 
Nearly 5,000 
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couple. The keeper closed the steel bar 
door after them with a click and drove the 
lions back into their corners, while the 
bride and groom advanced to the centre of 
the cage facing the minister. The lions 


gave a frenzied roar and walked restlessly 
about, casting their evil eyes now upon the 
crowd on the outside and then upon the 
bridal pair. 


The keeper quieted the lions 
somewhat, and 
then the wed- 
ding ceremony 
began. 
Without the 
least sign of 
fear, or even 
nervousness, the 
couple answered 
the usual ques- 
tions of the 
clergyman in a 
clear and dis- 
tinct voice. In 
five minutes the 
ceremony was 
ended, and then 
everybody was 
cautioned to 
remain perfectly 
still while a 
flash-light photo- 
graph, which we 
reproduce, was 
taken. Every- 
thing worked 
with clock - like 
regularity, but, 
notwithstanding 
this, both young 
people heaved a 
heavy sigh of 








people paid 
twenty-five cents 
apiece to witness 
the novel proceeding. Many more re- 
mained outside the building in the hope 
of getting a glimpse of the young couple 
who had bearded the lions in their den. 
At nine o'clock the big organ of the Zoo 
pealed forth a wedding march. A surpliced 
choir of twenty boys sang a processional 
hymn, and the bride and groom moved 
towards the lions’ cage. The immense 
audience that had gathered had angered the 
lions, and they looked anything but pleasant. 
Four attendants armed with sharp-pointed 
iron bars took their places at the four 
comers of the cage. The lion-keeper 
entered the cage followed by the bridal 
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MR. AND MRS. ST. ANDRASSY, WHO WERE MARRIED IN A LIONS’ CAGE. 
From a Photo. by Elmer Chickering, Boston. 


relief when the 
door of the cage 
was opened and 
they walked out on a platform for the purpose 
of receiving the congratulations of those who 
had gathered to see the unusual marriage. 
There were many wedding presents for the 
newly married pair, and the Boston Zoological 
Society presented them with a complete set 
of silver ware. 

When Mr. and Mrs. St. Andrassy left for 
home that night they were evidently as happy 
a couple as ever left on a wedding tour. Both 
said that they scarcely gave the lions a thought 
while in the cage. There was so much 
excitement outside, they added, that their 
minds were directed to the crowd rather 
than to the lions. Mr. and Mrs. St. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


86 ZHE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


Andrassy had been sweethearts for some 
time, and were glad of the opportunity 
given them to become man and wife, 
even though it had to be in a cage of 








approve of such sensational marriage cere- 
monies, however, as the Rev. Mr. Reader, 
the officiating clergyman, who was a student 
at Boston University, was expelled a day or 








From a Photo. by) 


lions. They answered an advertisement in- 
serted by the Zoo management, calling for a 
couple that would be willing to be married in 
this sensational manner. ‘They were selected 
out of a number of other applicants because 
of their good looks and coolness of character 
in comparison with the others who applied. 
Boston theologians evidently do not 
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A FLASHLIGHT PHOTOGRAPH OF THE WEDDING IN A LIONS' CAGE. [Elmer Chickering, Boston. 


two afterwards by the Dean of the school for 
conduct unbecoming a minister of the Gospel. 

We shall be pleased to hear of other 
instances of peculiar weddings that our 
readers may have witnessed or heard of, 
especially if accompanied by pictures, similar 
to those which have been dealt with in 
this article. 
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a] ATTOOING is a gift, said the 
night watchman, firmly. It 
’as to be a gift, as you can well 
see. A man ’as to know wot 
’e is going to tattoo an’ ’ow to 
do it; there’s no rubbing out 
or altering. It’s a gift, an’ it can’t be learnt. 
I knew a man once as used to tattoo a cabin- 
boy all over every v’y’ge trying to learn. ’E 
was a slow, painstaking sort o’ man, and the 
langwidge those boys used to use while ’e 
was at work would ’ardly be believed, but ’e 
’ad to give up trying arter about fifteen years 
and take to crochet-work instead. 

Some men won't be tattooed at all, being 
proud o’ their skins or sich-like, and for a 
good many years Ginger Dick, a man I’ve 
spoke to you of before, was one o’ that sort. 
Like many red-aired men ’e ’ad a very white 
skin, which ’e was very proud of, but at last, 
owing to a unfortnit idea o’ making ’is 
fortin, ’e let hisself be done. 

It come about in this way: Him and old 
Sam Small and Peter Russet ’ad been paid 
off from their ship and was ’aving a’ very 
‘appy, pleasant time ashore. They was 
careful men in a way, and they ’ad taken a 
room down East India Road way, and paid 
up the rent fora month. It came cheaper 
than a lodging~’ouse, besides being a bit more 
private and respectable, a thing old Sam was 
always very pertickler about. 





They ’ad been ashore about three wecks 
when one day old Sam and Peter went off 
alone becos Ginger said ’e wasn’t going with 
‘em. He said a lot more things, too: ’ow 
’e was going to see wot it felt like to be in 
bed without ’aving a fat old man groaning ’is 
eart out and another one knocking on the 
mantelpiece all night with twopence and 
wanting to know why he wasn’t being served. 

Ginger Dick fell into a quiet sleep arter 
they’d gone; then ’e woke up and ‘ad a 
sip from the water-jug—he’d ’a had more, 
only somebody ‘ad dropped the soap in it— 
and then dozed off agin. It was late in the 
afternoon when ’e woke, and then ’e see Sam 
and Peter Russet standing by the side ©’ the 
bed looking at ’im. 

“Where’ve you been ?” ses Ginger, stretch- 
ing hisself and yawning. 

“ Bisness,” ses Sam, sitting down an’ look- 
ing very important. “While you've been 
laying on your back all day me an’ Peter 
Russet ’as been doing a little ‘ead-work.” 

“Oh!” ses Ginger. “Wot with?” 

Sam coughed and Peter began to whistle, 
an’ Ginger he laid still and smiled up at the 
ceiling, and began to feel good-tempered 
agin. 

“Well, wot’s the business ? ” he ses at last. 

Sam looked at Peter, but Peter shook ‘Is 
‘ead at him. 

“Irs just a little bit o’ bisness we ’appened 
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to drop on,” ses Sam at last, “me an’ Peter, 
and I think that, with luck and management, 
were in a fair way to make our fortunes. 
Peter, ‘ere, ain’t given to looking on the 
cheerful side o’ things, but ’e thinks so, too.” 

“I do,” ses Peter, “but it won’t be 
managed right if you go blabbing it to every- 
body.” 

“We must ’ave another man in it, Peter,’ 
ses Sam; “and, wots more, ’e must ’ave 
ginger-coloured ‘air. That being so, it’s only 
right and proper that our dear old pal Ginger 
should ’ave the fust offer.” 

It wasn’t often that Sam was so affeckshun- 
ate, and Ginger couldn’t make it out at all. 
Ever since ’e’d known ‘im the old man ’ad 
been full o’ plans o’ making money without 
earning it. Stupid plans they was, too, but 
the stupider they was the more old Sam 
liked ’em. 

“Well, wot is it?” asks Ginger, agin. 

Old Sam walked over to the door and shut 
it; then ’e sat down on the bed and spoke 
low so that Ginger could hardly ’ear ’im. 

“A little public’ouse,” he ses, “to say 
nothing of ’ouse property, and a red~aired 
old landlady wots a widder. As nice a old 
lady as anyone could wish for, for a mother.” 

“For a mother!” ses Ginger, staring. 

“And a lovely barmaid with blue eyes and 
yellow ’air, wot ud be the red-’edded man’s 
cousin,” ses Peter Russet. 

“ Look ’ere,” ses Ginger, “are you going 
to tell me in plain English wot it’s all about, 
or are you not?” 

“Weve been in a little pub down Bow 
way, me an’ Peter,” ses Sam, “and we'll tell 
you more about it if you promise to join us 
an’ go shares. It’s kep’ by a widder woman 
whose on’y son—vred-atred son—went to sea 
twenty-three years ago, at the age o’ fourteen, 
an’ was never ’eard of arterwards. Seeing we 
was sailor-men, she told us all about it, an’ 
’ow she still ’opes for him to walk into ’er 
arms afore she dies. 

“She dreamt a fortnit ago that ’e turned 
up safe and sound, with red whiskers,” ses 
Peter. 

Ginger Dick sat up and looked at ’em with- 
out a word; then ’e got up out o’ bed, an’ 
pushing old Sam out of the way began to 
dress, and at last ’e turned round and asked 
Sam whether he was drunk or only mad. 

“ All right,” ses Sam ; “if you won't take 
it on we'll find somebody as will, that’s all; 
there’s no call to get huffy about it. You 
ain’t the on’y red’edded man in the world.” 

Ginger didn’t answer ‘im; he went on 
dressing, but every now and then ’e’d look at 
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Sam and give a little larf wot made Sam’s 
blood boil. 

“You've got nothin’ to larf at, Ginger,’ 
he ses at last; “the landlady’s boy ’ud be 
about the same age as wot you are now; ’e 
’ad a scar over the left eyebrow same as wot 
you've got, though I don’t suppose he got it 
by fighting a chap three times ’is size. ’E 
’ad bright blue eyes, a small, well-shaped 
nose, and a nice movth.” 

“Same as you, Gu.ser,” 
out of the winder. 

Ginger coughed and looked thoughtful. 

“Tt sounds all right, mates,” ’e ses at last, 
“but I don’t see ‘ow we're to go to work. I 
don't want to get locked up for deceiving.” 

“You can’t get locked up,” ses Sam; “if 
you let ’er discover you and claim you, ’ow 
can you get locked up for it? We shall go 
in an’ see her agin, and larn all there is to 
larn, especially about the tattoo marks, and 
then——” 

“ Tattoo marks /” ses Ginger. 

“ That’s the strong p'int,” ses Sam. ‘Er 
boy ’ad a sailor dancing a ornpipe on ’is left 
wrist, an a couple o’ dolphins on his right. 
On ’is chest ’e ’ad a full-rigged ship, and on 
‘is back between ‘is shoulder-blades was the 
letters of ’is name—C. R. S. : Charles Robert 
Smith.” 

“Well, you silly old fool,” ses Ginger, 
starting up in a temper, “ that spiles it all. I 
ain’t got a mark on me.” 

Old Sam smiles at’im and pats him on 
the shoulder. “Thats where you show your 
want of intelleck, Ginger,” he ses, kindly. 
“Why don’t you think afore you speak? 
Wot’s easier than to ’ave ’em put on?” 

“ Wot?” screams Ginger. “Tattoo me/ 
Spile my skin with a lot o’ beastly blue marks! 
Not me, not if I know it. Pd like to see 
anybody try it, that’s all.” 

He was that mad ’e wouldn’t listen to 
reason, and, as old Sam said, ’e couldn’t have 
made more fuss if they'd offered to skin ’im 
alive, an’ Peter Russet tried to prove that a 
man’s skin was made to be tattooed on, or 
else there wouldn’t be tattooers ; same as a 
man ’ad been given two legs so as’e could 
wear trousers. But reason was chucked 
away on Ginger, an’ ’e wouldn’t listen to ’em. 

They started on ‘im agin next day, but all 
Sam and Peter could say didn’t move ’im, 
although Sam spoke so feeling about the 
joy of a pore widder woman getting ’er son 
back agin arter all these years that ’e nearly 
cried. 

They went down agin to the pub that 
evening, and Ginger, who said ’e was curious 


? 


ses Peter, looking 
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to see, wanted to go, too. | 
Sam, who still ’ad ’opes of \ 
im, wouldn't ’ear of it, but 


at last it was arranged “*woT ?’ SCREAMS GINGER. ‘TATTOO ME!’” 


that ’e wasn’t to go 

inside, but should take a peep through the 
door. They got on a tram at Aldgate, and 
Ginger didn’t like it becos Sam and Peter 
talked it over between theirselves in whispers 
and pointed out likely red-aired men in the 
road. 

And ’e didn’t like it when they got to the 
Blue Lion, and Sam and Peter went in 
and left ’im outside, peeping through the 
door. The landlady shook ’ands with them 
quite friendly, and the barmaid, a fine-looking 
girl, seemed to take a lot o’ notice of Peter. 
Ginger waited about outside for nearly a 
couple of hours, and at last they came out, 
talking and larfing, with Peter wearing a 
white rose wot the barmaid ’ad given ’im. 

Ginger Dick ’ad a good bit to say about 
keeping ’im waiting all that time, but Sam 
said that they'd been getting valuable in- 
formation, an’ the more ’e could see of it the 
easier the job appeared to be, an’ then him 
an’ Peter wished for to bid Ginger good-bye, 
while they went and ’unted up a red-aired 
friend o’ Peter’s named Charlie Bates. 

They all went in somewhere and ’ad a few 
drinks first, though, and arter a time Ginger 

to see things in a different light to wot 
’e ’ad before, an’ to be arf ashamed of ’is 
selfishness, and ’e called Sam’s pot a loving- 
cup, an’ kep’ on drinking out of it to show 
there was no ill-feeling, although Sam kep’ 


ing him there wasn’t. Then Sam spoke 
Vol. xxi.—12. 
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up about tattooing agin, and 
Ginger said that every man in 
the country ought to be tattooed 
to prevent the small-pox. He 
got so excited about it that 
old Sam ’ad to promise ’im 
that he should be tattooed that 
very night, before he could 
pacify ’im. 

They all went off ’ome with 
their arms round each other’s 
necks, but arter a time Ginger 
found that Sam’s neck wasn’t 
there, an’ ’e stopped and spoke 
serious to Peter about it. Peter 
said ’e couldn’t account for it, 
an’ ’e had such a job to get 
Ginger ’ome that ’e thought 
they would never ha’ got there. 
He got ’im to bed at last an! 

` then ’e sat down and fell asleep 
waiting for Sam. 

Ginger was the last one te 
wake up in the morning, an’ 
before ’e woke he kept making 
a moaning noise. His’ead felt 
as though it was going to bust, 

‘is tongue felt like a brick, and ’is chest wag 
so sore ’e could ’ardly breathe. Then at 
last ’e opened ’is eyes and looked up and 
saw Sam an’ Peter and a little man with ə 
black moustache. à Poe 

“Cheer up, Ginger,” ses Sam, in a kind 
voice, “it’s going on beautiful.” 

“ My ’ead’s splittin’,” ses Ginger, with a 
groan, “an’ I’ve got pins an’ needles all over 
my chest.” 

“ Needles,” ses the man with the black 
moustache. “I never use pins ; they’d pison 
the flesh.” 

Ginger sat up in bed and stared at ’im ; 
then ’e bent ’is ead down and squinted at ’is 
chest, and next moment ’e was out of bed 
and all three of ’em was holding ’im down 
on the floor to prevent ’im breaking the 
tattooer’s neck which ’e’d set ’is ’art upon 
doing, and explaining to ’im that the tattooer 
was at the top of ’is profession, and that it 
was only by a stroke of luck ’e had got ’im. 
And Sam reminded ’im of wot ’e ’ad said the 
night before, and said he’d live to thank ‘im 
for it. 

“Ow much is there done?” ses Ginger, at 
last, in a desprit voice. 

Sam told ’im, and Ginger lay still and 
called the tattooer all the names he could 
think of ; which took ’im some time. 

“Its no good going on like that, Ginger,’ 
ses Sam. “Your chest is quite spiled at 
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present, but if you ony let ’im finish it'll be a 
perfeck picter.” 

“I take pride in it,” ses the tattooer; 
“ working on your skin, mate, is like painting 
on à bit o’ silk.” 

Ginger gave in at last, and told the man 
to go on with the job and finish it, and 
’e even went so far as to do a little bit © 
tattooing ’imself on Sam when he wasn’t look- 
ing. ’E only made one mark, becos the 


needle broke off, and Sam made such a fuss 
that Ginger said anyone would ha’ though 
’e’d hurt ’im. : 
It took three days to do Ginger altogether, 
and he was that sore ’e could ’ardly move or 
breathe, and all the time ’e was laying on ’is 
bed of pain Sam and Peter Russet was round 





“IT TOOK THREE DAYS TO DO GINGER ALTOGETHER.” 


at the Blue Lion enjoying theirselves and 
picking up information. ‘The second day 
was the worst, owing to the tattooer being 
the worse for licker. Drink affects different 
people in different ways, and Ginger said 
the way it affected that chap was to make 
im think ’e was sewing buttons on instead o’ 
tattooing. 

’Owever ’e was done at last ; his chest and 
‘is arms and ‘is shoulders, and he nearly broke 
down when Sam borrowed a bit © looking- 
glass and let ‘im see hisself. Then the 
tattooer rubbed in some stuff to make ’is 
skin soft agin, and some more stuff to make 
the marks look a bit old. 

Sam wanted to draw up an agreement, but 
Ginger Dick and Peter Russet wouldn’t ’ear 
of it. They both said that that sort o’ thing 
wouldn’t look well in writing, not if anybody 
else happened to see it, that is; besides 
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which Ginger said it was impossible for ’im 
to say ow much money he would ’ave the 
handling of. Once the tattooing was done 
’e began to take a’most kindly to the plan, 
an’ being an orfin, so far as ’e knew, he 
almost began to persuade hisself that the 
red~aired landlady was ’is mother. 

They ’ad a little call over in their room to 
see ’ow Ginger was to do it, and to discover 
the weak p’ints. Sam worked up a squeaky 
voice, and pretended to be the landlady, 
and Peter pretended to be the good-looking 
barmaid. 

They went all through it over and over 
agin, the only unpleasantness being caused by 
Peter Russet letting off a screech every time 
Ginger alluded to ’is chest wot set ’is teeth on 
edge, and old Sam 
as the landlady 
offering Ginger 
pots © beer which 
made ’is mouth 
water. 

“We shall go 
round to-morrow 
for the last time,” 
ses Sam, “as we 
told ’er we're sail- 
ing the day arter. 
Of course ‘me’ an’ 
Peter, ’aving made 
your fortin, drop 
out altogether, but 
I dessay we shall 
look in agin in 
about six months’ 
time, and then 
perhaps the land- 
lady will interduce 
us to you.” 

“ Meantime,” 
ses Peter Russet, 
“you mustn’t for- 
get that you’ve got to send us Post Office 
money-orders every week.” 

Ginger said ’e wouldn’t forget, and they 
shook ’ands all round and ’ad a drink 
together, and the next arternoon Sam and 
Peter went to the Blue Lion for a last 
visit. 

It was quite early when they came back. 
Ginger was surprised to see ’em, and he said 
so, but ’e was more surprised when ’e heard 
their reasons. 

“It come over us all at once as wed bin 
doing wrong,” Sam ses, setting down with a 
sigh. 

ss Come over us like a chill, it did,” ses 
Peter. 
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“ Doing wrong?” ses Ginger Dick, staring. 
“Wot are you talking about ?” 

“ Something the landlady said showed us as 
we was doin’ wrong,” ses old Sam, very 
solemn ; “it come over us in a flash.” 

“ Like lightning,” ses Peter. 

“ All of a sudden we see wot a cruel, ’ard 
thing it was to go and try and deceive a poor 
widder woman,” ses Sam, in a ’usky voice ; 
“we both see it at once.” 

Ginger Dick looks at ’em, ’ard ’e did, and 
then ’e ses, jeering like :— 

“I ’spose you don’t want any Post Office 
money-orders sent you, then ?” he ses. 

“No,” says Sam and Peter, 
together. 

“You may have ’em all,” ses Sam; “ but 
if you'll be ruled by us, Ginger, you'll give it 
up, same as wot we ’ave—you'll sleep: the 
sweeter for it.” 

“ Give it up!” shouts Ginger, dancing up 
an’ down the room, 
“arter being tattooed 
all over? Why, you 
must be crazy, Sam— 
wot’s the matter with 
you?” 

“It aint fair play 
agin a woman,” says 
old Sam, 5 three strong 
men agin one poor old 
woman ; that’s wot we 
feel, Ginger.” 

“Well, Z don’t feel 
like it,” ses Ginger; 
“you please yourself, 
and I'll please myself.” 

E went off in a huff, 
an’ next morning ’e was 
so disagreeable that 
Sam an’ Peter went 
and signed on board a 
steamer called the 
Penguin, which was to 
sail the day arter. They 
parted bad friends all 
round, and Ginger Dick 
gave Peter a nasty black 
eye, and Sam*said that 
when Ginger came to 
see things in a proper 
way agin he’d be sorry for wot ’e’d said. And 
’e said that ’im and Peter never wanted to 
look on ’is face agin. 

Ginger Dick was a bit lonesome arter 
they’d gone, but ’e thought it better to let a 
few days go by afore ’e went and adopted the 
red’aired landlady. He waited a week, and 
at last, unable to wait any longer, ’e went out 


both 
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‘GINGER DICK WAS A BIT LONESOME.” 


and ’ad a shave and smartened hisself up, 
and went off to the Blue Lion. 

It was about three o’clock when ’e got 
there, and the little public-’ouse was empty 
except for two old men in the jug-and-bottle 
entrance. Ginger stopped outside a minute 
or two to try and stop ’is trembling, and then 
’e walks into the private bar and raps on the 
counter. 

“Glass ©’ bitter, ma’am, please,” he ses to 
the old lady as she came out o’ the little 
parlour at the back o’ the bar. 

The old lady drew the beer, and then 
stood with one’and holding the beer-pull and 
the other on the counter, looking at Ginger 
Dick in ’is new blue jersey and cloth cap. 

“Lovely weather, maam,” ses Ginger, 
putting his left arm on the counter and 
showing the sailor-boy dancing the horn- 
pipe. 

“Very nice,” ses the landlady, catching 
sight of ’is wrist an’ 
staring at it. “I sup- 
pose you sailors like 
fine weather ?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” ses 
Ginger, putting his 
elbows on the counter 
so that the tattoo 
marks on both wrists 
was showing. ‘Fine 
weather an’ a fair wind 
suits us.” 

“Irs a ’ard life, the 
sea,” ses the old lady. 

She kept wiping down 
the counter in front of 
im over an’ over agin, 
an’ ’e could see ’er 
staring at ‘is wrists as 
tho’gh she could ’ardly 
believe her eyes. Then 
she went back into the 
parlour, and Ginger 
’eard her whispering, 
and by-and-by she came 
out agin with the blue- 


eyed barmaid. 

“Have you been at 
sea long?” ses the 
old lady. 


“Over twenty-three years, ma’am,” ses 
Ginger, avoiding the barmaid’s eye wot was 
fixed on ’is wrists, “and I’ve been ship- 
wrecked four times; the fust time when I 
was a little nipper o’ fourteen.” 

“ Pore thing,” ses the landlady, shaking ’er 
ead. “I can feel for you; my boy went to 
sea at that age, and I’ve never seen ’im since.” 
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“Tm sorry to ear it, ma’am,” ses Ginger, 
very respectful-like. “I suppose I’ve lost 
my mother, so I can feel for you.” 

“ Suppose you've lost your mother!” ses 
the barmaid ; “don’t you know whether you 
have?” 

“No,” ses Ginger Dick, very sad. “When 
I was wrecked the fust time I was in a open 
boat for three weeks, and, wot with the 
exposure and ’ardly any food, I got brain 
fever and lost my memory.” 

“Pore thing,” ses the landlady agin. 

“T might as well be a orfin,” ses Ginger, 
looking down; “sometimes I seem to see a 
kind, ’andsome face bending over me, and 
fancy it’s my mother’s, but I can’t remember 
’er name, or my name, 
or anythink about ’er.” 

“You remind me o 
my boy very much,” ses 
the landlady, shaking 
’er ’ead; “youve got 
the same coloured ’air, 
and, wot’s extraordinary, 
you’ve got the same 
tattoo marks on your 
wrists. Sailor-boy 
dancing on one and a 
couple of dolphins on 
the other. And ’e ’ad 
a little scar on ’is eye- 
brow, much the same 
as yours.” 

“Good ’evins,” ses 
Ginger Dick, starting 
back and looking as 
though ’e was trying to 
remember something. 

“I spose theyre 
common among sea- 
faring men?” ses the 
landlady, going off to attend to a customer. 

Ginger Dick would ha’ liked to ha’ seen ’er 
a bit more excited, but ’e ordered another 
glass ©’ bitter from the barmaid, and tried to 
think ’ow he was to bring out about the ship 
on ’is chest and the letters on ’is back. The 
landlady served a couple o’ men, and by-and- 
by she came back and began talking agin. 

“ I like sailors,” she ses ; “ one thing is, my 
boy was a sailor ; and another thing is, they’ve 
got such feelin’ ’earts. There was two of 
‘em in ’ere the other day, who’d been in 
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’ere once or twice, and one of them was that 
kind ’earted I thought he would ha’ ’ad a fit 
at something I told him.” 

“ Ho,” ses Ginger, pricking up his ears. 
“ Wot for?” 

“I was just talking to ’im about my boy, 
same as I might be to you,” ses the old lady, 
“and I was just telling ‘im about the poor 
child losing ’is finger 

“Losing ’is wot?” ses Ginger, turning 
pale and staggering back. 

“ Finger,” ses the landlady. “’E was only 
ten years old at the time, and I’d sent ‘im 
out to Wot’s the matter? Aint you 
well ?” 

Ginger didn’t answer 








‘er a word, he 


“ WOT’S THE MATTER? AIN'T YOU WELL?” 


couldnt. ’E went on going backwards 
until ’e got to the door, and then ’e suddenly 
fell through it into the street, and tried to 
think. 

Then ’e remembered Sam and Peter, and 
when ’e thought of them safe and sound 
aboard the Penguin he nearly broke down 
altogether, as ’e thought hofv lonesome he 
was. 

All ’e wanted was ’is arms round both their 
necks same as they was the night afore they 
’ad ’im tattooed. 
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VIII.—THE AMAZING ROMANCE OF A RAILWAY-CAR. 


Sie 





luxury and ur- 
limited wealth. 
The curtains are 
of damask, of silk, 
of satin, and the 
richest cardinal 
velvet. The wood- 
work is of the 
most expensive 
inlaid mahogany 
and ebony. Great, 
capacious reclin- 
ing chairs, up- 
holstered in the 
finest leather, are 
scattered over the 
car, and in the 
background is a 
handsome library, 








From a Photograph. 


UST outside of Springfield, 
Massachusetts, in the little 
suburb of Brightwood, on an 
abandoned grass-grown side 
track, lies a large palace-car, 
bearing the name “ Boston.” 

Everything about the exterior of the coach 
indicates that it has been carefully looked 
after. The brass 
handles are free of 
the least sugges- 
tion of tarnish, 
the large bevelled 
glass windows 
have been cleaned 
and polished to 
the traditional 
clearness of crys- 
tal, and not a 
single scratch 
mars the paint on 
the woodwork. 
Crossing the 
portal and enter- 
ing the interior 
the appearance of 
the car is calcu- 
lated to make 
even the most 
travel-hardened 
visitor stare with 
amazement. 

On every side 
are evidences of 
the most opulent 
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THE PALATIAL CARRIAGE IN WHICH MR. AND MRS. DUDLEY ARE LIVING IN POVERTY. 


THE SITTING-ROOM OF THE CARRIAGE, 


filled with expen- 


sive and rare 
books in the 
richest and most artistic bindings. On a 


small table, evidently set for dinner, is 
a service of valuable solid silver, delicate 
hand-painted china, and exquisite French 
cut-glass, every piece of which must be worth 
almost its weight in gold. The tablecloth 
and napkins are made of Irish linen of the 
snowiest whiteness, and every detail, every- 
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thing about the car, is characterized by the 
most refined elegance, a magnificence only 
obtainable at the cost of a prodigal outlay of 
cash. 

“Who, then, is the occupant of this car?” 
is the natural inquiry of the visitor. “What 
Croesus spends his time in this palace on 
wheels, rolling 
rapidly over the 
country, with all 
the comforts and 
luxuries of the 
most splendidly- 
appointed hotel 
at his disposal? 
Who is the pluto- 
crat, the man of 
millions, the 
wealthy magnate, 
who is master of 
all this splen- 
dour ?” 

The answer to 
this question dis- 
closes a state of 
affairs more pecu- 
har than any 
which novelist 
ever pictured -- a 
real romance of 
real life- the 


story of how a promay 
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menial, a humble 
servant, became 
master of a resi- 
dence worth sixty 
thousand dollars 
—of starvation in 
the midst of 
plenty, of gaunt 
poverty reigning 
supreme in the 
surroundings 
worthy the home 
of a multi-million- 
aire. 

Allan Dudley, a 
negro, and his wife 
are the only occu- 
pants of this sump- 
tuous car. It is 
their only home, 
and for almost two 
years they have 
known no other. 

Yet Dudley is 
only a porter. His 

(Phutoyruph salary is sixty-five 

dollars a month. 

He has no other income, and even this modest 

competence has not been paid for the past 

two years. Never was a better instance of 

the irony of fate than this negro’s present 
condition. 

Although they live in a sixty-thousand- 
dollar residence, have in their keeping silver 





MRS. DUDIEY. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





SOME WONDERS FROM THE WEST. 95 


plate worth a small fortune, china ware,‘ cut- 
glass, linen, etc., Dudley and his wife live in 
utter destitution, and once or twice have only 
escaped starvation by begging food from 
kind-hearted neighbours. 

Even with its residents out of question, 
there is a remarkable story in the “ Boston ” 
itself; a startling exemplification of the old’ 
adage, “ To what base uses may we come at 
last.” 

It is a magnificently built and furnished 
coach. At one end is the porter’s bedroom, 
used in the day 
for an observation- 
room. Besides this 
are large lavatories 
for men and for 
women. A linen 
cupboard contains 
1,500 pieces of 
the best linen, and 
a wine cupboard 
is stored with 
every design of 
wine service. In 
the middle of the 
car is the parlour 
by day and the 
berth-room by 
night. By day it is 
a regular parlour- 
chair car, with 
appliances for its 
quick conversion 
into a dining-car. 
At each of the 
ten tables which 
may be set up is 
a service of thirty 
pieces of solid silver ware. At night, ten 
berths on each side of the car are raised up 
from what is called in railroad parlance the 
“ belly ” under the flooring. There is sleep- 
ing accommodation for forty persons. All 
the berths are magnificently fitted, and are 
more roomy than those of a usual Pullman. 
At the other end of the car are a writing-desk 
and library. Besides this, there is a steam- 
heated apparatus in a small room, cupboards 
for all purposes, and a kitchen perfectly fitted 
with the best china ware. 

When built eleven years ago this splendid 
car was acclaimed a marvel, and experts freely 
predicted that it would completely revo- 
lutionize railroad travel. 

It is conceded to be the finest piece of 
rolling-stock ever constructed, and while 
only valued at sixty thousand dollars, the 
total expenses of building, altering and 
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THE SLEFPING-ROOM OF THE CARRIAGE. Th 


reconstructing, arranging the patents, and all 
preliminaries, aggregate fully one hundred 
thousand dollars. 

The car was invented by a Bostonian, 
named Denham, and its peculiarity was that 
it was so arranged as to form a combination 
palace-car, dining-car, observation train, and 
sleeper. 

Built originally to illustrate the value of 
this new principle, the “ Jeannette,” as it was 
first called, travelled all over the United 
States, as well as Canada, Mexico, and 





tograph 


ingenuity of its 
and the 
created a 


Central America, and the 
construction, the 
splendour of its 
veritable furore. 
Men of millions, 

financiers, bankers, and brokers were lavishly 
entertained within its walls. The Imperial 
Governor-General of Canada, Lord Aberdeen, 
was among the 
tinguished guests. Everythi 
speedy adoption of the new car all over thi 
country, and severa 
received, but, 
outlay necessary to launch the er prise had 
severely drai t 
ing company, and in a short time it fairs 
became seriously involved Creditors wer 

pressing, debts accumulati the 
Harris Palatial Car ¢ 1 

called themselves, had to sell out at foread 


economy of space, 


appointments 


railroad presidents, 


most enthusiastic of tł dis 


l order WETE actually 
unfortunately, the enormou 


ned the 
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sale, and only realized ten thousand dollars 
for the “ Jeannette.” 

The purchasers immediately formed a new 
company, the American Palace Car Co. 
The car was rebuilt and improved at an 
outlay of forty thousand dollars, re-named 
the “ Boston,” and once again sent out for 
exhibition. 

Under the first management, during the 
memorable tour, Allan Dudley had been 
porter, and the new company retained his 
services at a salary of sixty-five dollars a 


month. Dudley was a useful man, who 
could not only discharge the duties of 


porter, but, through his thorough under- 
standing of the mechanism of the car, was 
able to assist in its display. 

The second trip was but a repetition of the 
first. Everywhere the car was admired, and 
would undoubtedly have come into use but 
for the prejudice engendered by pending 
patent litigation. The fatality which had 
pursued the car under the first régime came 
as a legacy to the new concern, and its affairs 
were soon as hopelessly tangled as those of 
its predecessor. 

The financial troubles finally reached a 
climax January 15th, 1899, when the car was 
sent to the Wason Company at Brightwood 
for repairs. Since that time it has remained 
in their possession on a side-track, the 
owners being unable to raise the thirteen 
hundred dollars due for repairs. 
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Six lawyers are 
now in Springfield 
representing 
various creditors 
of the company, 
and so thoroughly 
are matters in- 
volved that it will 
probably be years 
before a settle- 
ment can be 
reached and the 
ultimate fate of 
the car decided. 

The stockholders 
cannot obtain 
possession of their 
property without a 
complete settle- 
ment. They can- 
not move it from 
the yards until the 
Wason Company 


is paid thirteen 
[Photograph hundred dollars 
due for repairs, 


and the moment they satisfy this claim attach- 
ments will be served by all the other creditors. 

This is how it happens that the magnifi- 
cent car lies abandoned in Brightwood, and 
that the former porter and his wife are living 
in a sixty-thousand-dollar home. 

Throughout all the vicissitudes of the 
company the Dudleys have remained loyal. 
The porter now has the distinction of being 
the American Palace Car Company’s only 
employé, and although he has not received 
any salary for two years he has stuck bravely 
to his post and protected the car and its 
valuable fittings against burglars. 

The instant the “Boston” became a 
prisoner in the yard the company seemed 
suddenly to forget that such a person as 
Dudley existed. From time to time he has 
written the most appealing letters, setting 
forth his destitute condition and begging for 
a portion of the overdue salary. In reply 
he has received polite acknowledgments, 
expressions of recognition of his faithful- 
ness, but never any money. Dudley is 
therefore virtually a prisoner on the hand- 
somely appointed coach. In various ways, 
with the assistance of Brightwood people, he 
has eked out a precarious living. He does 
not take a regular situation, because that 
would entail legal surrender of the present 
position, and he might never be able to 
collect his bill. It is only his careful watch 
of the car which has already prevented 
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heavy loss from thieves, who have made 
three attempts to break in and steal the 
valuables. 

Both husband and wife go constantly armed 
in order to repel such attacks. In spite of 
his poor treatment Dudley has discharged his 
trust with a fidelity almost unparalleled. In 
his possession and entirely subject to his 
order he has had several thousand dollars’ 
worth of movable chattels, which could 
readily have been turned into money. These 
include 400 pieces of solid silver plate, goo 
Pieces of exquisite hand-painted china, 
300 pieces of the best French cut-glass, 
1,500 pieces of the finest table and bed-linen, 
to say nothing of the books, expensive copper 
cooking utensils, and other equipments of the 


REDSKINS 
By FREDERICK 


LONGFELLOw’s beautiful poem, “ Hia- 
watha,” has been born again. After these 
many years since the American bard first 
gave the world of literature the charming 
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car; yet in spite of all his privations he has 
hever yielded to the natural temptation, and 
can account for every article the company 
delivered into his care. 

Dudley is a man out of the ordinary, an 
exceptionally clever negro. Born in Ohio, 
he received a good education and uses 
excellent English. He is a fine-looking man, 
and bears some resemblance to Booker T. 
Washington, the noted negro educator. His 
wife is white, a Canadian. Dudley met her 
in Ottawa in 1897, and they were married by 
a Methodist minister in Springfield. 

When Dudley succeeds in collecting the 
overdue salary they intend removing to 
Ottawa to take up their permanent residence 
near Mrs. Dudley’s people. 


ACTED “HIAWATHA.” 


T. C. LANGDON. 


after nóvel is being put upon the stage, if 
the Fates have ever consented to work to- 
gether so picturesquely and harmoniously. 
It is doubtful, too, if any drama, in recent 





CHIEF KARAOSA AND HIS SQUAW, WHO TOOK THE PARTS OF HIAWATHAS FATHER AND MOTHER, 
From a Photograph. 


tedskin love-story it has been dramatized, 
and, stranger than all else, dramatized by 
the Indians of the Ojibway tribe whence the 
legend came. 


It is doubtful, even in this era when novel 
Vol. xxi —13. 
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years at least, has been presented’ by actors 
in whose veins coursed the blood of those 
who gave the story birth. 

To lovers of the best in literature there 
comes a strong sense of the eternal fitness of 
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things in this unique and weird performance. 
Most touching of all, however, and delight- 
fully in keeping with the sentiment of the 
occasion, was the fact that among the spec- 
tators at the production of the drama were 
the poet’s daughters, Miss Alice Longfellow 
and Mrs. J. G. Thorpe, as well as eight or 
ten more distant relatives. 

The presentation of “ Hiawatha” by the 
Indians was given on the 25th of August last 
at Kensington Point, two miles from Des- 
barates, Canada, in the very heart of the 
Ojibway land. Kensington Point is one of 
the daintiest garden spots in Nature. Rock- 
ribbed, tree-crowned, shrub-fringed, it juts 
into a northern arm of Lake Huron towards 
the setting sun. ‘Tiny wooded islands dot 
the bay, and through them and beyond 
stretches the lake itself, seemingly as bound- 
less as the ocean. ; 

The stage whereon “ Hiawatha” was per- 
formed stood near the water’s edge at the 
foot of a gentle slope sparsely grown with 
rugged trees and covered with a fabric of 
brown pine-needles entangled in the soft 
green grasses of the forest. This stage was 
erected about the base of a woodland giant, 
whose spreading arms threw a benedictory 
shadow over the redskin actors underneath. 
Here and there in the forest aisles were 
scattered wigwams, and beyond the platform, 
just where the placid waters kiss a narrow, 
glimmering ribbon of shore, a fleet of birch 
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canoes grated nervously on the sand. The 
town of Desbarates occupies a central posi- 
tion in the land of the Ojibways, which 
extends from Marquette, Michigan, on the 
west, to the Ottawa River some miles to the 
eastward. 

That “Hiawatha” might be dramatized was 
the suggestion of Mr. F. O. Armstrong, of 
Montreal. He is an ethnologist of consider- 
able note, and it seemed to him that nothing 
could be more unique than to stage the poem 
and to train as actors the direct descendants 
of the Indians who furnished the basis for the 
story. Mr. Armstrong laid his plans before 
Mr. F. M. West, a Boston artist and a lover 
of Indian tradition, and Mr. West received 
the proposition very enthusiastically. 

There were weary weeks of instruction 
before the participants approached success, 
but as the days went by perfection grew. 

About seventy-five Indians participated in 
the drama, but of this number only a few 
played prominent rôles. In the beginning 
the actors seemed more or less embarrassed 
by the presence of the Longfellows, but as 
the play progressed the embarrassment was 
lost in genuine enthusiasm. 

In the initial scene representatives from 
the tribes of every Indian nation assembled 
upon the platform in council of war. Almost 
hideous they were in their stripes of crimson 
war-paint, their garments of buckskin, and 
their armament. ‘They approached the plat- 
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form with that stealth and stolidity which 
history has long attributed to the redskin. 
Once there they formed a circle about the 
massive tree-trunk and engaged in an ani- 
mated discussion. 

Some twenty Indians participated in the 
council. Having indulged in a universal 
war-dance the delegates were addressed by 
Gitchie Manitou, the Great Spirit, who had 
caused the meeting to be summoned. He 
pleaded that peace might descend upon the 
tribes there represented, and so earnest and 
heartfelt were his words that at the close the 
Indians forthwith arose, and as one man 
stole down the slope to the edge of the lake, 
where they washed the war-paint away. 
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THE DANCE 


Having in Such a manner sworn allegiance 
to the bond, the Indian file wound back 
again to the platform and squatted down to 
smoke the pipe of peace. One after another 
drew from the smouldering bowl a puff of 
significant vapour, blew it forth again, and 
passed the brierwood to his neighbour. Then 
the Indians left their places in preparation 
for the following scene. 

Here young Hiawatha made his entrance. 
A lad some eight or nine years old took the 
part of the hero. With old Nokomis stand- 
ing near, the boy first set arrow to bow-string 
and received his initial instructions in the 
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art of shooting. A group of his companions 
watched the proceedings keenly and showed 
approval, when Hiawatha hit the mark, by 
clapping their hands and emitting guttural 
grunts of pleasure. The scene was rather 
short, but it was a pretty representation of a 
pretty incident in the poem. 

Hiawatha had grown to maturer years in 
the picture which followed. Meantime, he 
had made a journey to the distant Rocky 
Mountains and, returned, was engaged in 
describing to his tribesmen the incidents in 
his travels. He spoke of Minnehaha, the 
aged arrow-maker’s daughter, and told of his 
intention to return again to the wigwam of her 
father in the days not far away. Hiawatha 
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mapped out his journey with bits of charcoal 
on parchments of birch, and pictured his 
adventures mutely with rude illustrations. 

In the next scene Hiawatha was setting out 
on his second journey to the arrow-makcer’s 
tent. The old man's wigwam stood in one 
of the forest paths a few yards distant from 
the stage. This distance Hiawatha travelled, 
and having thus crossed the mountains 
safely he arrived once more at the home of 
his loved one. Minnehaha, “ Laughing 
Water,” stood near by in the doorway, and 
there the young brave told his tale of love 
and devotion, and there he wooed and won 
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his redskin bride. Light and life and novelty 
brightened the wooing of the maiden, and 
the picture was one of the most charming of 
all. 

The wedding feast was celebrated after- 
wards in a manner almost startling. The 
strange, fantastic dances, doubly weird 
because of the participants, added greatly to 
the strength of the drama. First of all came 
the wedding-dance itself, a bit of terpsichorean 
revelry at once unique in conception and 
remarkable in execution. An aged squaw 
with an ugly-looking tomahawk zealously 
guarded a group of Indian maidens from the 
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youthful warriors who would carry them away. 
One by one, however, the girls were stolen, 
despite the old woman’s vigilant care and her 
ever-ready blows. 5 

The Deer dance followed. .This was 
significant of plenty for Hiawatha and Min- 
nehaha. It may most aptly be described as 
a fast and furious Indian hornpipe. The 
Snake dance, intended. to appease the evil 
spirits, was succeeded by the Gambling dance, 
a creation both strange and startling. 

In their dances the Ojibways scarcely lift 
their feet from the floor. They seem rather 
to glide about with an undulating motion 
which makes the watcher almost dizzy. 

In the following scene an English clergy- 
man, the Rev. Mr. Clark, took the part of 
the missionary. He came suddenly into 
view from around the rock-strewn point, 


X.—MR. MEESE’S MARRIAGE 


THE strangest society in the United States, 
the Meese Matrimonial Association, is now 
preparing for its great annual reunion, and 
within a few days Auburn, Indiana, United 
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kneeling in a light canoe of birch. The 
Indians caught sight of the stranger and 
went immediately to greet him. He was 
taken to a wigwam near the water and offered 
refreshments, after which he went to the 
assembled tribesmen on the platform and 
addressed them in the Ojibway tongue. 

This scene was followed by the most 
charming of all. It was the climax of the 
drama, the last farewell of Hiawatha and his 
departure. 

The sun was sinking to sleep down the 
western sky, and the shadows of the pine 
trees crept, almost imperceptibly, up the 


grassy hillside. The islands on the thither 
shore were growing indistinct. Afternoon 
was melting into night. 

Hiawatha walked forth from his com- 
panions, and told them boldly that he must 
go away. He spoke of the long miles of 
travel before him, and of his absence about 
to begin.’ Then, taking his paddle, he 
descended the slope, stepped into his canoe, 
and waving a last farewell, glided down the 
dying pathway of the sunshine. 

Fixed, erect, immovable, he stood in the 
birchen craft as a statue on its pedestal, and 
with every moment the ribbon of sand receded 
more and more :— 


Westward, westward, Hiawatha 
Sailed into the fiery sunset, 
Sailed into the purple vapors, 
Sailed into the dusk of evening. 


SOCIETY. 


States of America, will be the scene of this 
peculiar celebration. 

The society is composed exclusively of 
couples who have been married by the vener- 
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able Rev. W. L. Meese. Its membership 
amounts to about six hundred, and it is 
constantly increasing. 

Pastor Meese founded this association, 
which is the only one of its kind in existence, 
and the idea was entirely original with him. 

He can, perhaps, show a longer list of 
couples whon: he has united than any other 
rector in the United States, and, proud of 
his record as a marrying parson, he conceived 
the novel idea of holding annual reunions, 
in which the happily married pairs might 
meet and be entertained. The reunion 
which took place in 1899 was a decided 
success, many of the men and a few of 
the women giving humorous and serious 
impromptu addresses on “ How to be Happy 
though Married,” or like subjects. 
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Mr. Isleese said in discussing his work 
recently, “ Judge C. A. Barnes, of Bryan, 
Ohio, a skilled orator, gave an entertaining 
address in 1899 on the subject, ‘Is Marriage 
a Failure?’ and after he had finished what 
proved to be an amusing speech, the question 
was left open to the three hundred couples, 
and a lively debate ensued, in which much 
good-humoured banter was exchanged, but 
which ended in the question being decided 
in favour of the negative, all agreeing that 
marriage was not a failure. 

“This meeting of the Matrimonial Asso- 
ciation was so successful that all voted to 
hold another reunion in 1900. This we 
expect to do. Notices have already been 
sent out, and I have received several hundreds 
of letters of acceptance, and expect as many 
more before the time of the celebration. 

“Several well-known speakers will deliver 
addresses on subjects of interest, and as there 
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are always some music lovers and some 
musicians among the number, we will have 
instrumental and vocal selections. Un- 
doubtedly some of the couples will have 
matters of importance to tell us, and so the 
entertainment feature will go smoothly and 
pleasantly. 

“More important still, and a part of the 
day which is looked for expectantly, is 
the social. It is then that the real fun 
commences and the true object of the 
Matrimonial : Society is carried out. Old 
friends who have not met since, perhaps, 
last year’s reunion get together and talk over 
old times, reminiscences are exchanged, and 
a general good feeling is established. It is 


amusing to listen to some of the anecdotes 
which are related by the older couples, and 
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the experiences of the younger ones are 
equally funny. 

“Tt is an excellent opportunity for 
character-study, but that is aside from the 
question. I like to have the friends, the 
making of whose lives I have had a finger in, 
about me, and I believe the young as well as 
the old derive benefit from the meetings. 
Many practical suggestions are given by 
experienced housekeepers to the young wives 
just entering upon married life. 

“The father of five or six children, too, 
can frequently give good advice to the young 
bridegroom who has just commenced to 
learn that life has its ups and downs. 

“Tt is at the big dinner, though, that my 
several hundred friends begin to reap the 
benefit of the gathering. After all, there is 
nothing like a good dinner to make people 
become friendly, and over the viands which 
have been prepared by skilled hands many 
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pathetic stories, nearly all of which have a 
humorous side, are told of the failures of the 
first few months of housekeeping, and the sting 
which these queer mishaps ofttimes leaves 
is laughed away at the big reunion dinner. 
“I have had couples nearing the three- 
score years and ten mark come to me after 
the meeting to express their thanks for the 
event which has seemed to lift the weight of 
years off their lives. Yes, I think that I can 
confidently say that from every point my 
Matrimonial Association has been a decided 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


success, and I expect these reunions to bear 
fruit long after I am dead.” 

Mr. Meese was born in Ohio, where he 
worked on the Ohio Canal until 1855, when 
he moved to De Kalb County, Indiana. In 
1872 he was elected by the Republican 
party as sheriff, and in 1874 he was re-elected 
by that party to the same office. For many 
years he has been a respected and successful 
pastor in De Kalb County, and his Matri- 
monial Society has united him more closely 
than ever to the people. 


XI.—A NOVELTY ON THE RACE-COURSE. 
By M. F. TOLER. 


THE fairs of the United States, large and 
small, make their exhibitions more attractive 
by adding special features to the usual racing 
and agricultural programmes, such as diving 
elks and horses, trotting dogs and ostriches. 
The accompanying picture represents two 
racing mares, Humming Bird and Nan 
Wilkes, with dog-drivers. This novelty 


where the dogs dismount, take the lead-straps 
with their teeth, and lead their charges back 
to head-quarters. As the crowds cheer their 
approval the canine drivers evince an almost 
human appreciation of the applause, and wag 
their tails as if thanking the spectators for 
the ovation. 


Nan Wilkes and Humming Bird are 





NAN WILKFS AND HUMMING 


SEED DRIVEN BY REX AND MAN, 
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appears on the race-course, each horse 
being led by its respective dog - driver, 
Rex and Max. Arriving at the stand 
they mount their sulkies without assist- 
ancé, and, reins in mouth, proceed to 
jog back to the starting flag, when, at the 
sound of the bell, they turn and come down 
the course in racehorse style. Another tap 
of the bell brings them back to the stand, 
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chestnuts in colour, equally matched as to 
gait and speed, rarely making a mistake, and 
they finish closely at a high rate of speed. 
The dogs are brown spaniels, and exceed- 
ingly intelligent in every way. The outfit 
belongs to Mr. Fred Spoerhase, of New 
Ulm, Minnesota, and is decorated very 
tastefully, the attendants wearing handsome 
uniforms, 
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XII.—WORTH TWICE HIS WEIGHT IN GOLD. 


THE most valuable cat in the world 
belongs to Mrs. Charles Weed, of Bound 
Brook, New Jersey. It is a superb French 
Angora, and five thousand dollars would not 
suffice to buy him. 

Napoleon the First is the name of the 
famous cat, and, being worth double his weight 
in gold, appropriately enough Napoleon’s 
silken coat is of the richest golden hue. 

The five-thousand-dollar beauty occupies 
luxurious apartments, which would not have 
disgraced the famous Emperor himself, and 
unlike that great soldier this Napoleon has 
never felt the stings of defeat, having easily 
outclassed all his brothers and sisters at the 
many shows in which he has participated. 

Mrs. Weed is very much attached to 
“Nap,” and said, while exhibiting him re- 
cently: “I have had a number of valuable 
cats, but none which have won the laurels of 
Napoleon. He isa 
remarkably easy cat 
to get along with, too, 
and is as proud of his 
medals as any vete- 
ran. Although large 
he is well propor- 
tioned, and unlike 
so many petted cats 
has not an idle bone 
in his body ; indeed, 
he is as good a ratter 
as any ordinary cat 
who can’t trace his 
lineage back along a 
line of royalty. 





“ Nap’s worst fault is jealousy. He will 
sulk for hours at a time and refuse to be 
comforted if I caress or fondle another puss, 
and frequently if I devote my attention to 
the stranger for any length of time Napoleon 
will cry to go out, and when the door is 
opened will leave the room with his head 
held proudly erect and without deigning to 
give so much as a glance in my direction. I 
have known him to remain away from home 
for a whole day when I offended him in this 
manner. 

“ Napoleon is very easily fed, and although 
he will eat a great variety of food, his principal 
diet is milk, oatmeal, and a little meat. The 
latter I cut in very small pieces for him or 
else leave on the bone, and I only give him 
this luxury at noon. 

“Tn the summer he will eat potatoes and 
beans if well seasoned and buttered. 

“He has been 
exhibited at many 
large shows and has 
always won the first 
prize given to An- 
goras, for his beauty, 
intelligence, and 
size. 

“I have been 
offered five thousand 
dollars for him, 
double his weight in 
gold, but I wouldn’t 
part with Nap for 
any amount of 
money.” 


THE MOST VALUABLE CAT IN THE WORLD. 
From a Photo. by Harding, Brooklym. 
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By JOHN ARTHUR BARRY. 


I. 
A CHRISTENING. 
S eight bells in the afternoon 
watch struck a hundred feet 
below him, a seaman who had 
just finished putting some 





of the main-royal backstay 
where it touches the topmast-crosstree out- 
rigger took a look around before descending 
from his perch. 

It is a habit constant and engrained in the 
race—this long, steady stare around the rim 
of the horizon at irregular intervals when 
aloft. There are more surprises at sea than 
ever came out of Africa ; and no one knows 
what minute the terrible and mysterious 
element may choose for springing a speci- 
men of them upon her sons. Therefore 
they are incessantly on the look-out, and 
more especially when engaged high in air 
amongst the intricate combination of running 
and standing gear, spars and canvas, that 
crown the hull of a sailer. 

The Minerva at this time was braced up 
against a pretty stiff south-easter which had 
caught her in the teeth whilst stretching over 
from mid-Atlantic to round the Cape of Storms 
on her passage to New Zealand. Her upper 
topgallant sails and royals were stowed ; thus 
the seaman had a clear field within his 
vision. It was a dull day, with short 
intervals of brightness in the sky here and 
there that lit the ocean in confusing patches, 
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leaving the rest lead-coloured. Suddenly the 
man, staring under the flat of his hand, stood 
up and stretched his head eagerly forward, 
as he imagined he caught sight of some 
small white object far away on the port bow. 
But the glimpse was momentary and elusive, 
leaving him very doubtful. At sea, how- 
ever, doubt more often perhaps than elsewhere 
spells disaster to somebody. And though 
it was by this time the man’s watch below, 
taking the marline-spike from around his neck 
and clove-hitching its lanyard to a backstay, 
he made his way on to the upper topgallant- 
yard, and thence, after a brief, dissatisfied 
stare, higher still to the lofty royal. Standing 
here with one arm round the mast, he once 
more strained his eyes over the tossing waste 
of waters wishing to make sure. And at 
last, in a patch of momentarily bright sea, 
he saw the thing he was looking for hove up 
—a white chip that, to any but a sailor’s 
glance, would have meant only one of the 
million crests of the million breaking waves 
that washed the sky on every side. 

Bending down, and turning his face aft, he 
roared, “ Deck ahoy !” 

“ Aye, aye,” shouted back a man who 
paced the clipper’s poop to windward, pausing 
and looking aloft. - 

“ Boat about four points on the port bow, 
sir!” sang out the sailor. Going to the rail 
the other stared. But unable to see anything 
he ascended the mizzen-rigging with a glass 
under his arm. Not, however, until he 
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reached the top did he pick up the object 
tossing helplessly amidst the choppy seas. 
Then, as he waved his hand to the helms- 
man, the Minerva fell off before the wind. 
“Steady!” And as the ship’s bows came 
slowly round towards the boat the man at 
the main, with a human life to his credit, 
clawed down the rigging and went below. 

As the Minerva approached the little 
derelict was seen to be a ship’s quarter-boat. 
The mast was stepped ; and at first sight she 
contained nobody. 

“ Theres something hanging over the 
side !” exclaimed a sharp-sighted passenger. 

“ Only a fender,” replied a sailor. 

“A man’s arm, by heavens!” exclaimed 
the mate, taking his eye from the glass. 
“Shall we lower our gig, sir?” 

“Of course!” said the captain ; “only, I’m 
afraid we’re late. Starboard braces there, 
and back your fore-yards, Mr. Ismay !” 

The boat was some fifty yards away, a 
most pathetic picture with that naked brown 
arm and hand showing against the white 
paintwork, and at intervals springing out with 
a sort of beckoning motion when she gave an 
extra pitch that indescribably accentuated 
the sad meaning of the thing. And at such 
times to the staring crowd on the ship there 
seemed to be at the bottom of her a confused 
heap of men and sailcloth. 

Sure enough, as the gig took hold and 
towed the other boat to the Minerva’s hastily 
lowered gangway, it was seen that, besides 
the one to whom the arm belonged, huddled 
up in all sorts of positions amongst the folds 
of a big sail were four more bodies. A 
terrifying and pitiful spectacle indeed, and 
one that caused an indefinable, curious sort 
of sound, half groan, half curse, to rise from 
the Afinerva’s crew as they clustered in the 
main rigging and at the head of the gangway, 
whilst the bodies were carried up and laid in 
a row on the quarter-deck. 

Steam happening to be on that day in the 
donkey-engine, the boat, a fine new one, was 
soon whipped on to the main hatch; and 
before the doctor (a passenger) had finished 
his examination the Minerva had braced her 
yards up again and was lying as near her 
course as she could get. 

Four of the men were quite dead—had 
been so for days. But in the fifth—the one 
whose hand had hung over the boat—a 
spark of life still lingered. Such a feeble 
spark, that it took a fortnight ere it burned 
steadily enough to allow of his coming on 
deck. A tall, thin skeleton of a man, with 


grey hair and beard, and sunken eyes and 
Vol. xxi.—14, 
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hollow cheeks, and limbs that trembled with 
his voice when he spoke. 

Also suffering had apparently numbed the 
cells of memory, and his mind, so far as con- 
cerned the past, was an utter blank. He 
knew neither his own name nor the name of 
the ship the boat belonged to, nor anything 
that had happened to him in the past—near 
or distant. God’s finger had touched his 
brain, wiping it clean, as a schoolboy sponges 
an hour’s work off his slate. Nor was there 
any clue to the names or belongings of him- 
self or those dead men with him. The 
boat’s stern bore no sign of ship or port, and 
her furniture of oars, mast, sail, etc., told 
nothing whatever. As for any remnants of 
provisions or water there were none. Around 
his neck, attached to a chain, his rescuers 
had found a gold locket containing the 
portrait of a handsome woman, apparently of 
about seven or eight and twenty, an age that, 
spite of his grey hairs, the doctor said the 
man himself had barely passed. But of the 
picture the man could give no more account 
than of aught else. That he was a sailor 
was evident by his very first glance aloft 
and around him, and as evidently, from the 
quality of the serge clothes and the under- 
wear found upon him, an officer. The latter 
was all carefully marked with the letters 
“E. S.”—drawers, socks, and singlet alike. 
The bodies of the others had been dressed 
in the usual nondescript rig of merchant 
Jack all the world over, but mostly in heavy, 
cold - weather stuff. ‘Thus it was argued 
that the disaster might very probably have 
occurred amongst the ice; and, from the 
utter lack of preparation in the boat, very 
suddenly. 

As the days went by and the man returned 
slowly to health and strength it soon became 
apparent that, if one side of the slate had 
been wiped clean, there were still odd 
patches left on the other. 

But these, strange to say, were connected 
solely with the details of his profession. Nor 
did this knowledge return all at once, but by 
degrees, and on occasion given. 

For instance, one night watching the mate 
working out calculations connected with 
correcting the chronometers bya lunar obser- 
vation, just taken, he suddenly remarked, 
“I can show you a much simpler formula, 
if you'll allow me.” And then and there, 
greatly to the mate’s surprise, he did so. 

“Now, surely,” said the latter, “if you can 
recollect a thing like that, learned probably 
years ago, you can remember matters that 
have happened quite lately ?” 
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HAD FOUND A GOLD LOCKET.” 


But the other only shook his head de- 
spondently. Still the doctor had great hopes 
of his patient eventually recovering. And 
the latter tried hard to help him by eagerly 
adopting every suggestion. But all to no 
purpose. The most abstruse problems in 
scientific navigation he presently solved with 
scarcely an effort. He could not for the life 
of him, however, remember his own name, 
or a solitary particular connected with his 
past life. 

And this question of a name was one that 
puzzled his friends. A man may not travel 
nameless through the world, no matter how 
heavily misfortune has laid her hand upon 
him. 

Now, rather curiously, the name of the 
sailor who first discovered the boat happened 
to be Emerant Spurrell—his initials, there- 
fore, corresponding to those on the rescued 
man’s clothes. And someone, noting this, 
suggested, ‘half in fun, that the rescued one 
might do worse than borrow the name of the 
person to whom, without a doubt, he was 
indebted for his life. This coming to 
Spurrell’s ears—indeed, he happened to be 
at the wheel when it was mooted—he at 
once made a formal offer. 

“With all the pleasure in life, sir,” said 
he. “I can easy get another. An’, anyhow, 
it’s only a purser’s name. Ive had it three 
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vy’ges now. Used to 
belong to a shipmate o’ 
mine—a Bluenose chap 
from Halifax, Novy 
Scotia. He fell off the 
foretaups’l- yard o’ the 
old Zweed and broke 
his neck. We was 
chums, so I took it ‘ Hin 
Memorium, as it says on 
the gravestones ashore.” 

Thus, amidst some 
laughter and joking, and 
the castaway himself 
proving quite willing to 
T appropriate this sort of 
ownerless name, none 
the less so that it was 
by no means a common 
one, he became forth- 
with Mr. Spurrell. And 
in honour of the 
occasion jolly old Cap- 
tain Britton opened 
champagne in the saloon 
and made a little 
festivity, and all the 
people did their best to 
cheer up the unfortunate. And presently, 
when the latter rose from his seat to thank 
them, his voice for awhile failed, and he stood 
there silent, gazing at them, his features work- 
ing with emotion. A tall, spare, yet well- 
shaped figure, clean-shaven now but for a 
thick white moustache, and bearing a look 
of premature age in the lined and wrinkled 
face, upon which with merciless claws 
the sea had set her sign- manual, 
strangely contradicted by the fire and energy 
that shone in the dark blue eyes. And 
although his close-cropped hair was grizzled, 
and the broad shoulders bowed, taken by and 
large, the newly-christened was even yet a 
decidedly handsome man, as standing there 
he, presently finding his voice, thanked the 
people in a few well-chosen words for all 
their kindness. 

“A smart, fine, strapping young fellow of 
twenty-eight or thirty at the outside,” whis- 
pered the doctor to the captain. “That’s 
what he was a few weeks ago. Take my 
word for it—incredible as it seems to you 
all.” 

“Good Lord!” groaned the other, com- 
passionately. “Its terrible! And a passed 
master too, or I’ll eat my hat!” he added, 
somewhat consequentially, and in a tone 
signifying that the fact made the matter 
infinitely worse. 
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“The trouble is to know what to do for 
him,” continued the doctor. “If it was in 
the old days with a crowd of passengers, why, 
we could have raised a thumping sub. But 
there’s only five of us on the Minerva. ll 
give a tenner with pleasure. But even if 
everybody goes level, what is it?” 

“ That’s so,” replied the skipper, shaking 
his head. ‘Poor chap! poor chap! I 
caught him yesterday looking at that picture 
in the locket, and the striving agony of his 
face made my heart ache. But he’s plucky 
with it and keeps his torture well under, 
doesn’t he? Look at him laughing and 
chatting so pleasantly now.” 

“ Aye,” said the doctor, “and that bears 
out what I say about his age. It would have 
either killed an older man or sent him raving 
mad. But this one will recover some day, I 
believe. And quite suddenly, perhaps—all 
ina minute. It may be years, though, ere 
the memory of wife, or children, or sweet- 
heart, and his lost ship and all the hard, 
bitter time of his last voyage returns to him, 
and when it does it may possibly kill him.” 

“D'ye think he’d know his wife, or—or— 
any of his friends, if he could see them now?” 
whispered the skipper. 

“Im certain he wouldn't,” replied the 
other, decisively. ‘It'll take more than a once 
familiar face or even a voice to penetrate 
the darkness. Possibly if, now, we could 
transport him in sleep back to the boat again 
amongst his dead companions, the sudden 
shock when he awoke might effect a cure. 
On the other hand, it might prove fatal.” 

“ And of course he’s changed out of all 
knowledge,” said the captain. 

“ Aye,” replied the doctor; “ his own 
mother wouldn’t know him. We ought to 
have taken a photo. when we got him first. 
And even then it would have been late. 
Since that time the change has gone on 
gradually. It has stopped now. Only age 
will make further alteration ; and most likely 
for the better.” 

“Well, well,” said the skipper, “we must 
see what can be done. Ismay is leaving us 
at Adelaide to get married and settle ashore. 
If this chap had a ticket he should have the 
berth at once. I must have a talk with the 
Marine Board. Surely they'll make allow- 
ances in such an extraordinary case.” 





II. 

“HIS NIGHT OF LOSS IS ALWAYS THERE.” 
Ir presently happened that just after rounding 
the Cape of Good Hope the chief officer of 
the Minerva, the Mr. Ismay alluded to, had 
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the misfortune to break his leg. Captain 
Britton at once asked Spurrell to take the 
vacant place. And the latter accepted 
eagerly, fulfilling its duties with that quiet 
precision born solely of intimate knowledge. 
Nor, although realizing his terrible position 
only too well, did he allow his mind to dwell 
upon it more than possible. Still in lonely 
middle watches with the Roaring Forties 
booming aloft against the rigid hollows 
of the top-sails, and shrilling amongst the 
maze of rope and wire, whilst behind 
them thundered the huge combers of the 
Southern: Ocean, at times the helmsmen 
would notice their officer suddenly stop in 
his fore and aft tramp and with a wild 
gesture of dismay throw up his arms and lift 
a white, despairing face skyward. But even 
as weather-wheel was muttering sympatheti- 
cally to lee one—“ Poor chap! he’s a-tryin’ 
to get it back again and can’t,” the mate 
would bring himself in hand once more and 
resume his interrupted pacing. As the doctor 
said, a wonderfully brave and strong-minded 
man must this be, cast up suddenly, as it 
were, naked, bewildered, and with no more 
Past than a new-born babe to begin the world 
afresh !—nor possessing aught except the 
professional instinct that had so curiously 
survived the shock to which things of so 
much more import had succumbed. 

Off St. Paul’s, in a terrific gale, the Minerva 
carried away her fore-topmast. During the 
blow, the captain being unwell, the acting 
mate had full charge of the ship, working her 
with a skill and care beyond praise. ‘Then, 
when the weather moderated, his manage- 
ment of the ticklish job of sending down the 
spars on the fore and getting a new topmast 
in its place—a matter requiring in a sea- 
way the utmost practical skill—more than 
satisfied Captain Britton that in this come- 
by-chance officer he had picked up a treasure, 
indeed. 

“Tsmay’s a good man,” remarked the 
skipper to the doctor, “and I’ve no fault to 
find with him. But, compared to the other, 
he’s like a turnip-lantern to an electric light. 
Ticket or no ticket, a seaman of Spurrell’s 
sort sha’n’t want a berth as long as I’ve got a 
say in the Blue Star Line. I reckon myself 
a fair practical hand, but damme, doctor, 
if I think I could have turned out such a 
ship-shape job of that foremast in the 
time !” 

“His way with the men is capital, too,” 
replied the other. “I notice they simply 
jump like monkeys at his least order. Nor 
do l ever hear him swear. Nobody will be 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


108 


more pleased than myself, captain, if you 
can secure the billet for him. I’m sure you'll 
never regret it. I have some friends at court 
over yonder, and I’m going to do all I can. 
Tve taken a great fancy to the fellow, apart 
from the natural pity and sympathy we must 
all feel for the terrible blow he has suffered 
and is bearing up so stoutly and bravely 
against.” 

And both captain and doctor, being men 
of action, when 
presently the 
Minerva dropped 
her anchor at the 
Semaphore, and 
later towed up the 
river to Port 
Adelaide, they lost 
no time in setting 
things going. 

Australians as a 
people are perhaps 
the most helpful 
and sympathetic 
of all, not only in 
cases of public 
distress, but in 
individual ones as 
well. Their news- 
papers, too, are 
ever ready to aid 
freely in any good 
cause. Thus, 
some of them, 
after publishing 
Spurrell’s story, 
opened a subscrip- 
tion list for him 
which found many 
contributors. Also 
the authorities, 
although at first 
demurring, finally 
gave way to public 
opinion and vice-regal suggestion and 
consented to allow the strangely afflicted 
and yet thoroughly capable man, if he 
could, to pass at once through the grades of 
second mate, chief, and master. The exami- 
nation lasted three days, and at the finish the 
members of the Marine Board declared them- 
selves more than satisfied with the results, and 
complimented Spurrell and handed him the 
certificate without which all his proficiency 
would have been useless. 

This success cheered him as perhaps 
nothing else could have done. A livelihood 
was now, at least to some extent, assured. 
After all, the sea had not robbed him of 
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everything. Meanwhile, his friends were 
still busy on his behalf ; but only presently to 
realize that their efforts were quite hopeless. 
What can one do when there is absolutely 
nothing to go upon—not the slightest clue ? 
Each year there are scores of missing ships 
gazetted ; but without name, or date, or 
departure, it is hard to identify any particular 
one whose very officer himself is unable to 
assist you in the slightest degree, and who if 

he saw his own 


name in print 
would not recog- 
nise it. So, after 


awhile, the matter 
dropped, and the 
new man, as he 
felt himself to be, 
with for a Past 
a perpetual puzzle, 
and a Future that 
promised little but 
emptiness, became 
gradually resigned 
as well as he might 
to dree his weird. 
But even to his 
iron will the 
struggle at times 
to avoid despair 
was a terrible one. 
Had he unfortu- 
nately been a man 
of leisure, and able 
to brood over his 
troubles, he would 
probably have 
killed himself. 
Two things saved 
him: the constant 
occupation 
demanded by his 
post, and the 
ability to com- 
mand sleep at any moment—the latter a 
gift not measurable by any money value. 
And to outsiders the new chief mate of the 
crack clipper appeared simply as a grave, 
courteous, somewhat reserved, gentlemanly 
man, whose lined, careworn face and grey 
hairs contrasted strangely with his clear eye 
and light step. 

Between himself and his captain existed a 
very sincere regard, for Spurrell knew that 
had he by ill chance fallen into different 
hands his fate might have been a thousand 
times worse. Therefore he was grateful. 
And a first officer who feels that way can 
save his superior a vast deal of trouble, 
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Also on his side the old skipper had 
the highest admiration for the skill and 


expertness that the other showed in 
his profession. So the pair agreed together 
very well indeed. Thus, when the 


Minerva arrived in London, Captain Britton 
represented his mate’s case in such wise to 
the owners as induced them to confirm the 
latter's appointment. Of course the story 
had preceded him. Nowadays a few curt 
words by cable, flashing over continents and 
under oceans, deal with a case like Spurrell’s 
and make the news world wide. So a 
score of women, whose husbands in some 
capacity or other were “ missing at Lloyd’s,” 
interviewed the man—all ignoring details, and 
each hoping he might be hers. Imagine his 
distress at such an ordeal, and the tension 
on his strung nerves as he glanced at each 
fresh arrival and compared the face with 
those other features indelibly burned on his 
brain, only to meet the blank stare of mutual 
disappointment. 

“God only knows whether it’s my wife’s 
picture or not !” he exclaimed once, pitifully, 
to the captain. “You have all taken for 
granted that such is the case. It may be a 
sister's or a sweetheart’s for aught I can tell. 
What an existence is mine!” he continued, 
bitterly ; “ nameless, without kith or kin, ever 
vainly groping in the blackness of a lost past 
teeming with vague fancies that appear only 
to vanish as soon as formed! God help me, 
sir, I sometimes wish that you had left me to 
perish in the boat along with those others ! ” 
And the mate bowed his head on his arms 
in an attitude of despair. 

“ Nonsense,” replied the other, speaking 
over a lump in his throat, for it was rare 
indeed that the self-contained, calm, grave 
chief gave way to such an extent. “ Don’t 
say that. God in His own good time will 
clear away the raffle and coil down all the 
gear in its proper place. I was beginning to 
hope that you had made your mind up to 
walt patiently. And I have an idea,” went 
on the old man, eagerly. “Listen. We'll 
get hundreds of photographed copies of the 
one in the locket and with a brief request 
printed on the back of each, and send them 
all over the country to all the police-stations— 
they’re the likeliest places—and see if we can’t 
hear something of the original. She'll hardly 
have changed much in the time, anyhow.” 

This rather crude notion of the cap- 
tain’s was accordingly carried out, but 
with the only effect of accentuating the 
former worry and distress. Replies and 
photographs arrived in heaps from most of 
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the seaports of the United Kingdom, the 
former, as often as not, having nothing at all 
to do with the matter in hand; the latter as 
much resembling the copy as, to quote the 
incensed skipper, “a purser’s shirt on a 
handspike resembled a main-topsail.” Also 
many of the women who had obtained a 
picture, and, by a curious optic delusion, 
recognised their own features therein, came 
in person to Spurrell’s lodgings, and when 
rejected, still unconvinced, claimed travel- 
ling expenses on a high scale. The affair 
had a comical side, but it struck neither 
Captain Britton nor his mate in that aspect, 
and the pair were only too glad when the 
Minerva was once more bowling down the 
English Channel outward bound. 

Two more years went by, and Captain 
Britton, resigning to take the billet of ships’ 
husband, and bringing all the weight of his 
influence to bear on the company he had 
served so long and so well, was enabled to 
secure for Spurrell the vacant post of master 
of the Blue Star liner. 

In these latter days of tremendous com- 
petition, and freights narrowed to the merest 
selvage of profit, speed, in the case of the 
“sailer” especially, is the only way to spell 
profit. And Spurrell, well kuowing this, 
and favoured by a run of luck, made such 
passages in the Minerva as broke every 
record, and also brought grist to her owners’ 
mill. Any fool can “crack on” ; but it takes 
a wise man to know when his ship is doing a 
fair thing and is unable to stand another 
yard of canvas. 

Spurrell possessed this gift in a very 
eminent degree, and if he took in sail it was 
to increase speed—paradoxical as this may 
seem to the uninitiated—not to slacken it. 
Many a man carries his foresail until it does 
more harm than good, when, if stowed, the 
log would show an extra half-knot. And 
Spurrell sent the old Minerva until her 
name and her captain’s became as house- 
hold words amongst the world of seafarers 
and shippers, as much in British as in 
Antipodean ports. Thus, when the Blue 
Star Line owners began the inevitable ‘ turn- 
ing into steam” Captain Spurrell was the 
man selected to command the first boat-— 
a 4,000-ton cargo-passenger—twelve-knotter. 
The Minerva was sold to a Norwegian firm, 
and the steamer named after her. Belfast 
turns some fine work off her stocks, and the 
new Minerva was one of the finest. From 
her hydraulic cranes to her side-light towers, 
from her electric installation to her triple 
expansions and steam steering-gear, all her 
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furniture was of the best and latest. A fine 
and spacious saloon amidships with a couple 
of score of roomy berths proved an attrac- 
tion to travellers tired of the cat-swinging 
accommodation of the purely passenger lines. 
And at one end of the saloon, occupying 
the whole of a panel of polished bird’s-eye 
maple, Spurrell had hung an enlarged and 
very fine framed photograph of the picture in 
the locket. Some 
day, he thought, 
one or other of the 
people he carried 
might. recognise 
the smiling fea- 
tures which, with- 
out possessing any 
claim to beauty, 
yet by their win- 
ning, pleasant ex- 
pression caused 
many a man to 
pause and invo- 
luntarily smile 
back and think 
he would like to 
know this “friend 
o’ tbe capting’s, 
sir,” as any of the 
stewards could 
tell him she was. 
As a matter of 
fact, John Dibbs, 
the boatswain of 
the Minerva, was 
the only man on 
board who, know- 
ing his captain’s 
story, felt no 
doubt as to whom 
the portrait repre- 
sented. But Dibbs 
—who had parted 
from one name with as much facility as 
he had picked up another-—kept his mouth 
shut. And if rumours of the captain’s 
misfortune now and again leaked out it was 
through no fault of his. Ever since the day 
he had stood on the old Minervas main 
royal yard and sighted the white chip of a 
boat floundering about with its ghastly cargo 
he had conceived a sort of humble pro- 
prietary affection for the man his keen sight 
had rescued. ‘Thus when, after the manner 
of merchant seamen, the rest of the old crew 
had scattered, John Dibbs, promoted to be 
quartermaster, stuck to the ship voyage after 
voyage, rising to be boatswain as soon as 
Spurrell took command ; and, now, moving 
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with the same rating into the great steamer. 
There he was a personage with a uniform, 
and three mates under him, who flew 
at the sweet chirpings of his silver whistle. 
The comfort and advantage to the rest 
of the executive of a good boatswain on 
board a ship passes all understanding. And 
John Dibbs turned out a very first-class 
petty officer, and was accordingly respected 
and esteemed, 
both by the Deck, 
who trusted him 
implicitly, and by 
the Engine-room 
— although be- 
tween these 
powers there was 
at times the feud 
that seems inevit- 
able. : 
With his passen- 
gers the captain 
was a favourite. 
Although some- 
what grave and 
reserved, he yet 
showed all pos- 
sible concern for 
their amusement, 
safety, and com- 
fort. And this re- 
putation having 
preceded him, the 
Minerva’s saloon 
on her maiden trip 
was filled with a 
very superior class 
of people to those 
generally found on 
a freighter. And 
it was confidently 
predicted that the 
Minerva’s time 
would not be so very much behind that of 
the subsidized liners on the shorter route. 
Presently events happened that made this 
prediction far more than fulfil itself. 


II. 
“DIANA, OF CARDIFF.” 
Ir Captain Spurrell was more particular 
about any one thing than another it was in 
the matter of keeping a look-out. On no 
man-o'-war could a sharper double watch 
have been maintained both by night and by 
day than on the Minerva, and to lounge or 
drowse and fail to report a light or a sail 
from high forward bridge or forecastle-head 
before it was seen from amidships was an 
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almost unpardonable fault. By some of his 
officers this “fad” was looked upon as an 
excess of precaution, although John Dibbs 
could have given them a reason for 
it if he had so pleased. The boat- 
swain knew his commander was thinking 
of the plight he had himself been 
rescued from by virtue of a sharp 
glance shot as a mere matter of habit, not 
of duty ; knew, also, that it was the same 
spirit of compassion for all castaways that 
made him on each voyage run as close as he 
dared to those lonely mid-ocean rocks such 
as St. Paul's, Amsterdam, Kerguelen, etc., on 
which men are wrecked and left to eat their 
hearts out in misery and despair for months 
together. 

During the summer of 1896, as all sea- 
farers will remember, the ice in the great 
Southern Ocean floated farther and in heavier 
masses to the northward than had ever been 
known before. Thus when the Minerva, 
staying nowhere, and still with half-full 
bunkers, came tearing along the 44th parallel 
on her way, this time to Port Chalmers, 
N.Z., she preséntly found herself going at 
quarter speed, dodging the great bergs as 
they drove solemnly up in scores from their 
homes around the shores of Antarctica to 
warm their frozen toes in the Gulf Stream. 

And one fine, bright day, the big steamer 
making along a wide lane between ranks of 
glittering ice mountains, a shout arose from. 
her fo’c’s’le-head as, on turning a corner, a ship 
suddenly came in sight. She was sitting nearly 
upright on a long, low, curly peninsula of ice 
only a few feet above the water, and attached 
like a tail to a massive berg resembling 
an alligator in its outlines. The vessel her- 
self was bedded to the lower edge of her 
painted port streak; her topgallant and 
royal masts still hung in a glistening maze of 
wreckage adown top and lower masts ; her 
jibboom, snapped short off, trailed on the ice, 
whilst her empty davits and overhauled falls 
told their own story. Frozen snow covered 
her decks and yards and gear, and the pale 
sun lit her up with a cold white glitter, in 
which the only spot of colour was the galley 
funnel that stood tall and black amidst the 
dazzle. She was a large, square-rigged iron 
ship of some 1,400 tons or so, and she looked 
inexpressibly lonely and forlorn sitting there 
as she had sat for years, perhaps, in the 
regions of perpetual ice and snow that girdle 
the Southern Continent, until the massed 
bergs, moved by some mysterious impulse, 
had simultaneously broken camp and sailed 
away into strange waters. 
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As the Minerva slowed down and became 
stationary opposite the curious scene a few 
of the passengers requested the captain to 
let them go in the boat that was being pre- 
pared to discover, if possible, something 
respecting this white waif, for news of whom 
far-away souls might be still hungering. This 
is every shipmaster’s duty, and no man felt 
it more particularly his own than the captain 
of the Minerva, who himself took charge of 
the boat. Coasting along the curved outline 
of the tail, a slippery and dangerous landing- 
place was found at its extreme tip. Up 
this the captain and Dibbs scrambled, with 
another seaman or two carrying shovels 
and picks, and three or four of the most 
determined of the passengers, whilst the rest 
stopped in the boat. There was no trouble 
in ascending the hard snow-bank that had 
drifted along her sides, and so over her 
rail in-board. But the spades had to 
be used before access could be gained 
to the saloon doors from the break, of 
the poop. Meanwhile, one of the men 
had been busy clearing the ship’s bell of 
ice, and he, presently deciphering the 
inscription, shouted, “ Déana, of Cardiff!” 
and struck eight in reply to the steamer’s 
time just then sounding. And the people 
on the wreck started nervously and stared 
aloft as the strokes ran sharply back from 
the berg above them. Despite the bright 
sun and the calm sea there was something 
inexpressibly solemn about the whole scene. 
“Just like opening a vault,” whispered one 
passenger to another, with a shiver. At 
last, filing through the narrow passage, they 
stood in the saloon, a fine large sca-parlour, 
well lit now the snow had been cleared 
away from the poop skylights, and with 
everything apparently in place and order. 
The lamp still swung unbroken from 
the deck; the decanters in the tray still 
contained liquor; a piano stood against 
the after-bulkhead, some stray music-sheets 
lay near it upon the carpet, and a fine clock 
hung against the polished panelling of the 
mizzen-mast, making the hour twelve. Five 
or six shut doors along the side of the 
saloon gave on to berths. Some of these 
were empty, others seemed exactly as the 
occupants had left them, suits of clothes 
depending from the wall, nautical books and 
instruments on shelves, pictures and photo- 


graphs stuck here and there. Evidently 
these had been inhabited by the ship's 
officers. 

“Tye been for'ard,” whispered a sailor to 


Dibbs, in an awestruck voice, “an? right from 
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the fore-mast to the eyes of her the decks is 
ruz like the roof of a ’ouse. She’s been 
nipped bad. An’ down in the fo’c’s'le is 
four or five dead men lyin’ among blocks ov 
ice as come through a big gash in the port 
bow. You'd best tell the skipper.” 

The latter had, on first entering, stared 
around with a puzzled, curious glance, and 
made his way straight to a large cabin right 
aft, remarking, “I must try and find the 
ship’s books.” And here, presently, the 
boatswain found him, seated at a table, a 
log-book open in front of him, and with a 
bewildered kind of expression in his eyes as 
he looked up from his reading. “Diana, of 
Cardiff!” he muttered ; “Semple, master ; 
salt laden, from Sharpness to Melbourne. 
And the date of last 
entry is June eight 
years back! Why, 
John, that would be 
almost exactly the 
time, wouldn’t it ?” 

“Tt would, sir,” 
replied the boat- 
swain, knowing 
very well what the 
reference meant. 
“But surely, sir, 
you don’t mean 
as this craft have 
been setting 
here all 
them years.” 
The captain 
made no 
answer, but, 
rising, went 
hither and 
thither 
about the 
berth, taking 
up things 
and laying ` 
them down 
again in an 
aimless, un- 
certain sort 
of way. “More light!” he exclaimed, pre- 
sently, for the place was dim by reason of 
the snow drifted against the stern windows. 
Striking a match, the boatswain lit a large 
Rochester lamp, that burned as if only just 
trimmed, and shed a fine light around. 
The captain was standing in the centre of 
the room, his brows knit painfully and his 
gaze wandering in anxious fashion from 
object to object. A passenger entered and 
stared around curiously; and presently, 
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his eye catching sight of a silk curtain 
attached by rings to a brass rod, he suddenly 
drew it aside, revealing a large oil painting 
of a woman and a child, the latter a fine- 
looking boy of about three or four. 

“ By Jove!” he exclaimed, “it’s the lady 
in the Minerva’s saloon—only a bit older.” 

The lamp cast its soft rays full on the 
picture as the boatswain and the passenger 
stood and looked at it. Suddenly a strange 
voice behind them said, “It’s Bessie -and 
little Frank!” and, tyrning, Dibbs was just 
in time to catch the captain in his arms as 
he lurched headlong over towards him quite 
insensible and motionless. 

Placing the body on a couch, whilst his 
rugged face grew pale with excitement, he 
sent one of his mates 
to hail the steamer 
for the doctor. 

“Tt’s his own 
ship !” he exclaimed 
to the wondering 
group of seamen 
and passengers . in 
the saloon. “Eight 
long years ago, an’ 
to come acrost her 
this way! What did 
the old skipper say, 
only that the Lord’d 
sort out the raffle in 
His own good time? 
An’ He’s took all 
them years to do it! 
But it’s come at last, 
straight jinkum! An’ 
if our skipper here 
gets his memory 
back, blest if I 
don’t join the Salva- 
tion Harmy !” 

The doctor was a 
young man, and in 
front of this sudden 
responsibility he be- 
came flurried. “ It’s 
serious,” he said. 
“A fit of some kind. He must be taken on 
board at once.” . 

“Not a bit of it, sir,” replied the boat- 
swain. ‘It’s his last show for pullin’ up his 
lost bearin’s. Put him in his cot there, where 
p'raps he’s swung many a time afore, an’ let 
him see the things he’s been used to in the 
old days when he wakes, an’-the chances 
are that his memory’ll retarn with the sight 
ov ’em.” 

“But I say he must be taken to his own 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


UNTIL THE TIME APPOINTED. 


ship, where I can make a proper examina- 
tion,” exclaimed the other, angrily. 

“An’ I say he sha’n’t!” retorted the 
boatswain ; “an’ Mr. Locker’ll back me up, 
won’t you, sir?” he added, appealing to the 
chief officer, who had arrived in the second 
boat. , “ Mebbe,” he continued, “ his mind’s 
overhaulin’ of itself even now. What’s more, 
I don’t believe it’s any fit. I seen fits afore. 
Why, he’s asleep ’ard and fast. An’ I don’t 
leave him till he wakes neither.” 

“There’s something in what the bo’sun 
says, doctor,” remarked the mate, looking 
anxiously at the captain, who certainly 
appeared to have fallen into no more than a 
very sound slumber. “ And if this really is 
the ship, preserved by almost a miracle 
amongst the snow and ice, that he once 
commanded, and in one of whose boats he 
lost his memory, why, it might be better, as 
Dibbs says, to let him open his eyes on old 
associations.” 

“Oh, very well,” replied the doctor, huffy, 
“only remember you take all responsibility.” 

So they lifted the captain into the cot he 
might have slept in eight years ago, and 
turned his head so that when he awoke the 
picture should be the first thing to meet his 
gaze. 

“There’s dead men in the 
foc's'le, sir,” said Dibbs, as 
he sat and watched the cap- 
tain’s calm face. “Killed 
lying in their bunks, some 
of ’em, Brown tells me. She 
must ha’ got jammed in the 
night most likely. An’ then, 
thinkin’ she were goin’ down, 
all han’s took to the boats. 
But, instid o’ sinkin’, she 
worked up on to the ice, an’ 
in time bedded herself like 
she is now, an’ got carried 
away south to the big pack 

‘an’ stayed there.” 

“Likely enough,” replied 
the mate. “Its a curious 
thing, though, all the same, 
if she should turn out to be 
his ship. But with that 
picture before me I can 
scarcely doubt it.” Picking 
up a pair of fine marine glasses that 
the captain had dropped when he 
fell he read an inscription on a silver 
plate, “ Presented to Captain Edward 
Semple, of the British ship Diana, 
by King Oscar lI. of Sweden and 


Norway, for rescuing the crew of the 
Vol. xxi.—t5. 
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barque E//en, of Hammerfest, under circum- 
stances of the greatest peril and difficulty.” 
“That, I suppose, is his proper name, 


then?” remarked the mate, “and not 
Spurrell. Wonder where he got that one 
from ?” 


But the boatswain apparently was not 
listening, for he made .no reply. In the 
Diana’s lower forecastle was a dismal sight. 
The iron plates on the port side had been 
smashed and turned inwards on the men as 
they lay in their bunks, killing three, it must 
have been almost instantly, and hurling three 
more terribly wounded out on to the deck, 
only to be smothered under great fragments 
of ice that were forced violently through the 
wide aperture. And all the bodies now, both 
above and beneath, were coated in thick ice 
in such wise that the drawn features and con- 
torted limbs could be as clearly seen as if 
embedded in glass. The Minerva’s men 
had shovelled the snow away from the big, 
square scuttle, and taking it off allowed 
the sun, now overhead, to stream down 


and fill the forecastle from end to end, re- 
vealing things so that every feature of the 
entombed dead men stood out with ghastly 
distinctness. 


Here you might note where 


“THE DRAWN FEATURES AND CONTORTED LIMBS COULD BE 


CLEARLY SEEN. 
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the sharp and jagged iron tore its way 
through the breast of one; there, where the 
cruel plate forced down had cut clean through 
the legs of another. And on every white 
face was the impress of sudden terror and 
agony, emphasized by staring eyes and 
open mouth. Standing there it was easy, 
indeed, to imagine that dreadful midnight 
shock, the wild dismay of the survivors 
of the watch below as they rushed’ on 
deck, the grinding and clashing of ice 
against iron, the banging and clattering 
aloft of canvas and falling spars, whilst the 
upheaving of her planks and girders till they 
resembled a hog’s back under the pressure 
told of damage irremediable to frame and 
hull. 

No power or skill of seamanship could 
have saved her once the ice let go its grip, 
for from galley to bows all her bones were 
crushed and broken in addition to the great 
rent that lapped the water-line. And yet, 
after all, the ice had not loosened, and she 
had been preserved and borne up in 
safety all these years by the Hand of 
God for a purpose of His own! Very many 
matters that on land would fill columns 
of the newspapers and be deemed most 
strange and most wonderful happen at sea 
and pass unchronicled other than by a curt 
paragraph in the “shipping news.” This 
meeting with the Dana was one of such 
incidents. 

“Put the hatch on again, men,” 
mate, in a low voice. 
can’t do better than where they are. 
Presently, perhaps, they will make back 
whence they came, and stay there frozen 
hard and fast till the Resurrection, kept 
sweet and fresh to answer their names when 
the last watch is mustered.” 


said the 
“Those poor fellows 


IV. 
“ALL'S WELL!” 
Cominc on deck Mr. Locker looked anxiously 
at the Minerva, her engines idle for the first 
time since leaving London, and her firemen 
crowding the rail and gazing eagerly at the 
stranded ship. On the promenade deck 
there was a flash of colour from women’s 
dresses; on the bridge the second mate 
stumped to and fro, the sunlight catching 
the polished binnacle and telegraphs, and 
flashing the reflection on to him, so that 
he appeared as if enveloped in a haze of 
yellow flame. The avenue of bergs had 
split up and scattered, some hanging to- 
gether, and making fantastic groups and 
chains, others moving slowly along in soli- 
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tary state before the light S.E. breeze. 
Altogether the scene, to one situated so as 
to take in the whole of it—the castaway 
sitting upright, solemn, glistening in her 
spotless robes on the tail of the sprawling 
berg that sloped away from her into the 
grotesque caricature of some huge saurian ; 
the big, black steamer lying just opposite, a 
thin flag of smoke creeping out of her tall, 
buff funnel,.blue starred ; the sunshine and 
brightness everywhere of that exceptional 
Southern day; and the fleecy, floating 
monsters, spired and turreted, dotting the 
bluish-green water under a cloudless sky— 
altogether the scene, I say, to the spectator 
would have been an impressive and beautiful 
one, even for such a capacious stage. 

But Mr. Locker, as was perhaps natural 
considering his responsibility, saw only a 
delayed steamer and some nasty lumps of 
ice; the derelict he regarded as a tragical 
nuisance, and the weather he sniffed at sus- 
piciously as too good to last. Besides, he 
was genuinely grieved and solicitous about 
the captain, whom, although only on his first 
trip with him, he already liked and respected. 

The hours passed slowly until it became 
late in the afternoon, and the mate fretted 
and fumed, and the doctor sulked, whilst the 
passengers wondered; and the engineers 
exulted and made the most of their unex- 
pected chance, twisting like acrobats in and 
out amongst their cooling cylinders, valves, 
pistons, eccentrics, shaftings, and bearings ; 
tapping, tightening, oiling, and screwing. 
And throughout the slow hours the captain 
never stirred an eyelash; and often John 
Dibbs, motionless at his side, anxiously leant 
forward to make certain the regular, though 
faint, respiration had not completely stopped. 
Then, all at once, as the sound of the 
steamer’s bell striking eight for the third 
time that day came across the water, the 
captain opened his eyes and fixed them 
intently on the picture, and with an expres- 
sion in them that the boatswain had never 
seen there before—one of infinite peace and 
content. 

“ Bessie!” he whispered, presently. “ And 
little Frank!” Then, sitting up, he looked 
at the boatswain and smiled, saying : “ John, 
I fancy I must have slept.” 

“ Aye, aye, sir,” replied John Dibbs; “I 
fancy so, too. Only a little matter o’ eight 
hours right off the reel.” 

“None too long, John,” replied the 
captain, getting off his cot, “to recover the 
loss of eight long years.” 

“Ts that so, Captain Semple?” asked the 
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UNTIL THE TIME APPOINTED. 


other, with emphasis, his face lighting up as 
he spoke. 

“It is so, thank God,” replied the captain, 
reverently. ‘Directly I stepped on board 
this ship a curious feeling crept over me of 
having been here before. In the saloon it 
became stronger. In here stronger still. 
Then when I saw Bessie there and Frank I 
felt sick and ill with the certainty that the 
time appointed had arrived at last. Did I 
faint, John?” 

“Doctor said it was a fit,” said the 
boatswain, shortly. “But I knowed better. 
Wanted to take you to the steamer. 
I put my pawl on that, an’ Mr. Locker 
backed me up. But the missis, sir?” he 
asked, anxiously, “and the young ’un ?” 

“Alive and well, I’m sure,” said the 
captain ; “ something tells me so. I have 
had dreams, John, and I saw my girl and the 
boy as I left them last in the little Welsh 
village under Cader Idris. And Bessie turned 
and smiled at me—which I take for 
a good sign. Do you know, John, 
that I served in this ship from 
apprentice to master, and that I 
was married in the saloon yonder? 
Little wonder is it that the foul 
hawse in my brain cleared at the 
sight of the old spot again! 
Give me your arm, I feel a bit 
weak and shaky yet. And, oh, 
that awful time in the boat!” 
And the captain shuddered and 
his face blanched as recollection’s 
light came streaming strongly into 
the long-darkened chambers of 
the brain. “ Mr. Locker, I’m 
going on board,” he continued, ~ 
as the mate came forward 
and congratulated him on 
his recovery. “Will you 
please get all the things 
out of my old berth 
yonder into the boat? 
I'll send you another one 
and more hands. Ah, 
yes, the poor fellows in 
the fo’c’s’le? Still there, 
you say? A wondrous 
thing, indeed, after all 
these years. Yes, you 
did quite right not to 
disturb them. Now, 
doctor, will you kindly 
see me on board the 
steamer? John, let that 
picture be your especial 
care. I’m still feeling a 
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little mixed. Poor old Diana/ It went 
to my heart to leave you on that terrible 
night! And to think that I should find you 
only to leave you once more alone with your 
dead seamen. Fourteen years, boy and man, 
I called you my home. Farewell now for 
ever. You’ve done your appointed work and 
given me my lost life back again. Farewell, - 
old ship!” And being by this time in the 
departing boat, he took off his cap and 
saluted the derelict. : 

Two hours afterwards the Minerva’s screw 
revolved, and her ensign fluttered thrice from 
her peak halliards whilst her siren blared as 
many times in shrill farewell to the silent, 
lonely ship, flushing a rosy pink in the setting 
sun, and looking inexpressibly solemn and 
tragic to those who now knew her story and 
the secret of that icy sepulchre where her 
men lay awaiting the Last Day, staring with 
wide-open eyes. 

That evening, after dinner, the captain 




















* “FAREWELL, OLD SHIP!” 
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told his story to a full saloon of wondering 
people, both seafarers and passengers of all 
degree. Told it from the minute the 
Diana, one thick, dark night, was caught 
and crushed in the ice; of how, thinking 
she was foundering, the crew, terrified at 
the dreadful fate of those others, rushed 
the boats, taking their officers with them 
by main force; of how, amongst the 
grinding ice, after the first few hours they 
got separated ; of his subsequent sufferings 
in the boat and the death of his companions, 
ending when he awoke to consciousness 
and a lost lifetime on board the Minerva. 
He spoke of his desperate struggles to avoid 
the despair ever tugging more or less at his 
heart during those dark years; he told of 
the. firm, true friends his misfortunes had 
found for him; and, lastly, with a catch in 
his voice and quivering lips, he spoke of his 
dear wife and his by now eleven-year-old son, 
expressing his certain faith that, as it had 
pleased Almighty God in such a marvellous 
fashion to restore his memory, He would 
not leave His work half done, but would very 
presently crown it by a joyful reunion. 

And when he finished, standing upright at 
the head of his table in the crowded saloon, 
amongst all his hearers was scarce a dry eye. 

As he sat down there was a long pause, 
broken only by the sobbing of the women. 
‘Then suddenly the sweet shrilling of a silver 
pipe sounded through the ship, followed 
immediately by a long, hoarse roar from the 
boatswain, just outside, of “ Three cheers for 
Captain Semple, an’ the missis, av’ the kid!” 
responded to as if by magic from a hundred 
and fifty throats rising’ from engine-room to 
bridge and back to saloon ayain and again, 
till the great ship rang to the storm of voice, 
and her look-out men watching the tall bergs 
glimmering pale through the darkness fancied 
they saw them shiver and tremble as the 
sound smote their cold breasts. 

Such was the manner of the second 
christening. 

“What can we get out of her at a pinch, 
Mr. McPhair?” asked the captain, later, as 
the chief engineer entered his state-room. 

“Weel, sir,” replied the other, cautiously, 
“she’s offeecially eendicated a twal-knot 
boat, which means thirrteen at the vera 
ootside, ye ken. Whiles I might knock 
anither half oot o’ her. However, it’s mair a 
question o’ coal nor aught else. The engines 
is gude enough.” 
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“Irs exactly 5,900 miles from where we 
are to Otago Harbour,” replied the captain ; 
“I want to get there in a fortnight. Can’t 
you help me?” McPhair gave a long, low 
whistle, pocketed both hands, and had 
already begun to set his hard face into even 
more than its native stubbornness, when 
suddenly he remembered, and, looking up 
and meeting the captain’s gaze, opened his 
heart and responded as far as in him lay to 
what he saw there. 

“Tf I canna’,” said he, taking out a hand 
and gripping the others warmly, “ there’s 
nae ither body can.” ‘That was all he said. 
But by-and-by the captain heard sounds 
far below amongst the machinery that he 
had never heard before. . A heavy jar of 
flowers on a table first quivered and then 
began to dance a reel ; the ship shook as if 
all her bolts in all her plates were being 
loosened ; whilst the usual dull thump, 
thump of the engines was exchanged for a 
sharp, metallic, clashing rattle. Coming out 
on to the bridge and looking for’ard he saw 
two great mounds of white water on the 
bows, each as high as the foot of the light- 
houses, and that so steadily kept their place 
as to appear motionless, although all the time 
pouring away aft in streams of foam. 

“Im afraid something must be wrong in 
the engine-room, sir,” remarked Mr. Locker, 
as he braced himself to the vibrating bridge. 

“I think not,” replied the captain, smiling 
in the darkness. “Ask the quartermaster 
to see what were doing under forced 
draught.” 

“Sixteen and a half, sir!” reported the 
mate presently, with a note of awe in his 
voice. “Engines must ha’ run away from 
old Mac!” But suddenly, by the chart- 
room lamps, catching sight of the captain’s 
face, he: understood ; and, being compara- 
tively a young man, he took off his cap 
and waved it, and exclaimed, “ Hurrah, sir, 
ten days of this will bring you to the cable 
and good news from home !” 

“Please God it may !” replied the captain, 
fervently. 

“Tight is bright to starboard—and all’s 
well!” chanted a man in tones sounding 
clear and mellow above the rush of water 
and clash of steel and brass, answered 
instantly by, “Light is bright to port—and 
all’s well!” 


And all was well. 
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TAKEN BY A CHILD. 

Mr. C. Horace Knapp, 
of Auburn, New York, 
sends a photograph which 
is of special interest not 
only to our readers but to 
ourselves also. It is a 
copy of a snap-shot taken 
by a child of eight years 
of her father reading a 
copy of THE STRAND 
MAGAZINE on board one 
of the steamers on Lake 
Ontario. When asked how 
she managed it, the little 
girl said: ‘* Of course he 
never saw me take it!” 
For our part we may 


perhaps be excused if we, 


are more gratified than 
surprised at anyone being 
so deeply interested in the 
pages of THE STRAND as 
to be completely oblivious 
of whatever may happen 
to pass around him. 





A REMARKABLE PEN- 
KNIFE. 


This knife, which con- 
tains 384 blades, was made 
under very peculiar cir- 


Curtosities.* 





as are accepted. | 


board a convict ship at 
Queenstown. It was dur- 
ing his confinement in the 
vessel that he made this 
penknife, which was in- 
tended to be presented 
to the Lord Lieutenant, 
and which has since 
been exhibited in Paris, 
London, Dublin, and 
Edinburgh. The photo- 
graph of this remark- 
able piece of workman- 
ship was sent to us by 
Mr. J. W. Hill, of Roche’s 
Street, Limerick. 


CAUGHT READY FOR 
BOILING. 

A fisherman named 
William Bourn whilst 
fishing off Folkestone in 
September last hooked 
a kettle containing two 
crabs, which had evi- 
dently crawled into it 
when young and grown 
too large to make their 
exit, and could only be 
released by making the 
opening of the kettle 
larger. At the time 










of writing Mr. Joseph Thomas, 
of 29, Tontine Street, Folkestone, 
said that both the kettle and 
contents were on view at the Ship 
Inn, Folkestone ; propietor, Mr. 


Richard Page. 





cumstances. The maker, who was a man named Hayes, 
an employé of Colgan, cutler, Limerick, in the year 1830, 
made a dagger for presentation to a friend. On arriving 
at the house in which the presentation was to take 
place he found a row going on, in which the friend was 
engaged, and on going to his assistance he used the 
dagger on one of his assailants, killing him instantly. He 
was arrested and convicted ; but through his employer’s 
influence he escaped the extreme penalty of the law, 
and was condemned to a term of imprisonment on 


* Copyright, 1901, by George Newnes, Limited. 
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MADE BY TOMMY. 

One o.: the first things Tommy 
thought of when imprisoned by 
the Boers was to knit a scarf or 
shawl to send home to his wife 
or sweetheart. The piece of 
knitting shown in the photo- 
graph is an unfinished com- 
orter, tubular in form, and 
done on six needles. The 
colours, which were very bright, 
form an Eastern-looking pattern: red, green, blue, and black 
are all present in this particular specimen. The wool was 
obtained by bribing a friendly Boer, but the knitting-needles 
were Tommy’s own manufacture, being simply steel wire—from 
the barricades by which he was surrounded—cut or broken into 
the required lengths, the ends being rounded by the primitive 
method of rubbing them upon a stone. The chessmen were 





found amongst a ‘‘ lot of little things,” dice, marbles, counters, 
etc., by a party of Scots Guards sent tagbreak down the huts at 
Waterval, after the release of the British prisoners. They were 
made from the fuel supplied by the Boers for culinary purposes. 
A pocket-knife was the only tool used in their manufacture, 
and one half of the pieces were painted red. We at home 
who know how -hard was the lot of the captive cannot fail to 
admire the spirit which inspired him, amidst such depressing 
surroundings, to fashion ingenious playthings. We are indebted 
for the accompanying photo. to Mr. Sutherland Walker, Ulles- 
thorpe Villa, Falsgrave, Scarborough. 


THE CHURCH BELLS OF PIETERMARITZBURG. 

The interesting photograph that follows shows the ringing of 
the bells of St. Peter’s, Pietermaritzburg, on the receipt of the 
news of the relief of Ladysmith. As will be seen, the bells are 
placed in a tree instead of in a steeple. This interesting 
contribution is sent by M’ss E. M. Kirton, The Croft, Rodway 
Road, Bromley, Kent. 











THE STONE SAILS OF 
GUADALUPE. 

The Stone Sails of Guada- 
lupe, a photograph of which 
we reproduce herewith, are de- 
scribed by Mr. Arthur Inker- 
sley, 508, Montgomery Street, 
San Francisco, Cal., as follows : 
‘ About two miles to the east 
of the City of Mexico is the 
village of Guadalupe, where, at 


the foot of the hill of Tepeyacac, is a 
handsome church in honour of the 
Virgin of Guadalupe. On the summit 
of the hill, to which a series of stone 
steps leads, is a chapel named ‘The 
Chapel of the Little Hill." Half-way 
up to the chapel is a most remarkable 
monument in stone and mortar, repre- 
senting the foremast ofa full-rigged ship. 
The monument was erected by a sailor, 
who, being caught in a storm at sea, 
vowed that, if he reached land safely, 
he would build a stone ship to the glory 
of the Virgin. Either his funds ran 
short or his gratitude for his escape grew 
less, for he got no farther in the con- 
struction of the ship than the foremast, 
the sails, and reef-points, all of which 
are realistically reproduced. This is 
probably the only effigy in stone of part 
of a ship in natural size.” The photo- 
graph is by Scott, of Guanajuato, 
Mexico. 
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A REMARKABLE CURIOSITY. 

Mr, W. R. Tilton, of Prairie Depôt, O., 
sends the next photo., which is rather a remark- 
ible Curiosity. It is the portrait of a cat riding 
upon the back of a game rooster. It appears 
thata certain amount of difficulty was experi- 
enced in the taking of so unique a snap-shot ! 





AN OPTICAL ILLUSION. 

We have before us one df the most curious 
photographs which it has ever been our lot to 
come across. At first glance it represents what 
really is: a section of a turret in the well- 
known works of “the” Lehigh Steel Co. in 
Pennsylvania, with shot-marks about 8in. in 
diameter and 2%4in. to 3in. in depth. We also 
see that the thick steel turret is dotted with 
many rivets, and that the turret shown is about 
2oft. high, judging from the size of the bicycle 
lying close by. Now let us look at the shot- 
marks on the surface of the steel. Nine in- 
dentations are plainly visible, as if the steel 
had been a yielding substance like dough, and the turning operation may be continued indefinitely, 
thumb of man had heen impressed therein. The and the same result always ensues—an optical 
— — illusion of an extra- 
ordinary order, 
only explainable, we 
believe, by the scien- 
tific rules of light and 
shadow. The photo. 
has reached us from 
the Woodland Studio, 
4,828, West Avenue, 
Philadelphia, Penn- 
sylvania. 




































A CURIOUS EN. 
YELOPE. 

Mrs Frank IT; 

Jefiree, of 67, Trinity 

Road, Wimbledon, 


says ST have 
executed the envelope 
which carries this 
letter; it may be 
interesting to you 
for your Curiosities.” 
The envelope in 
question reached us 
quite safely. Te 
read it, hold the page 
level with the eyes. 


rivets stand boldly 
out. We ask each 
of our readers 
to look at this 
illustration for a 
moment, and then 
suddenly to turn 
the page upside 
down. Presto, 


Come he shot x mT AT 
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come the shot I ws ie) 
marks like warts oe 
upon the surface of 
the steel, and in the 
twinkling of an eye 
the rivet marks be- 
come indentations 
on the surface. The 
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A STUDY IN COMPARISONS, 

Mr. C. Cozens, 66, Somer’s Road, Southsea, sends 
an interesting and pretty picture of his little daughter 
standing upright in the hollow shell of a 13°5 naval 
gun, where the bursting charge usually goes. The 
photo. was taken while on a visit to Whale Island by 
Mr. C. Cozens, Southsea. 





JEZREEL'S TEMPLE. 

At the summit of Chatham Hill stands the vast 
unfinished building known as. Jezreel’s Temple, a 
hideous mass of bricks and scaffold-poles erected by a 
fanatical sect with more ambition than wealth or 
brains. Their leader was a man named White, who 
called himself James Jershom Jezreel, and among the 
articles of their faith was the belief that no. member 
of the sect would die. Naturally, on the death of 
White the sect practically collapsed, In September, 
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1897, this curious tower, ‘for the housing of 144,006 
persons who were not to taste death,” was offered for 
sale at Tokenhouse Yard, the auctioneer remarking, 
according to the daily papers, with what must have 
been a touch of sarcasm, that the building would do 
equally well for a brewery or a lunatic asylum. Photo. 
kindly sent by Mr. S. J. Browne, 51, Stilehall Gardens, 
Chiswick. 
A TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE. 

The accompanying photograph is sent by Mr. 
M. A. Reasoner, M.D., Morrisonville, Ill., and 
was taken by Mr. W. H. Beck, at Auborn, a little 
village not far distant. It shows a balloon in the act 





of ascent ; beneath this, one of the assistants entangled 
and suspended in the ropes, and beneath him the top 
of the parachute. The balloon was filled and released 
at the proper time, but in some manner the assistant 
on the inside became caught in one of the ropes, and, 
to the horror of a thousand spectators, was 
carried swiftly upward, struggling all the 
time to escape from the loop which held 
him, to fall to a certain death. Suddenly 
he noticed that his weight on one of the 
ropes was causing the balloon to turn over, 
sc he changed his tactics, and, swinging 
in, caught the opposite rope, lifted himself 
to an upright position, and ascended until 
his form could not be distinguished. The 
aeronaut had released the parachute a little 
precipitately, and averted an otherwise 
serious accident by landing in a cherry 
tree. The balloon, at the end of its 
descent, landed gently over a mile distant, 
and its passenger, except for a few scratches 
on his leg, was no. more than frightened. 
An Italian miner, seeing him alight, came 
out with a shot-gun, but was persuaded 
not to use lt. 
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“ SIXES, BY HEAVENS!” 
(See page 132.) 
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How Number Eight Became Number Nine. 


By HAMILTON DRUMMOND. 


Los Perdido was a humane 
man, and, therefore, when 
those in his charge bought a 
9} luxury from without, to sup- 
plement the hard fare within; 
he never charged them more than thrice its 
value. A stern man, too, forall his humanity, 
as the keeper of such a place had need to be, 
else would he never have borne for twenty 
years the sullen gloom of fathomless sorrow 
of Los Perdido. Further, with his sternness 
and humanity, he was a man of tender 
family ties, else he had never endured such 
a weary burden so many years; for to be 
gaoler of Los Perdido one had to be either 
debased beneath man’s 
common level or raised 
high above it by self- 
sacrifice. 

Pedro Martoval was 
the latter, and the pri- 
soners one and all, with 
the unconscious tribute 
which vice pays to virtue, 
aided to compensate the 
victim. Most things, 
except fresh air and 
freedom, could be had 
in Los Perdido in ex- 
change for certain coin. 
These two were beyond 
purchase : the first, by 
reason of its non-exist- 
ence; the second, by 
reason of its risk. 

It takes even a humane 
man a long period of 
apprenticeship to learn 
how to calculate the 
market value of benefits. 
So much depends on the 
pocket of the beneficiary. 
Therefore, though twenty 
years had passed, Pedro’s 
scale of charges was both 


incomplete and un- 
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settled. Besides, cases arose occasionally for 
which there was no precedent, and then, natu- 
rally, the charge had to be newly assessed. 

Such a case had just arisen, and Pedro 
Martoval’s official morality was in doubt as 
to the value of the concession. To claim 
too much would be extortionate; worse, it 
would be unwise, since the prisoner, or rather 
prisoners—for there were two to be con- 
sidered—would be unable to pay, and no 
gaoler who upholds the honour of his office 
will haggle with his prisoners. It brings 
him down too near their contemptible level, 
and destroys ‘their respect for his authority. 
They begin to think they have rights where 
they have orly privileges. 

On the other hand, to 
claim too little would be 
grossly inhumane, where 
true charity should begin 
and foolish to boot, since 
no wise man leaves 
behind him the strip- 
pings of his milch cow; 
and with both of the 
prisoners it was a closing 
of accounts. Profit not 
made on this occasion 
would never be made, 
and there is no ghost 
harder to lay than the 
ghost of lost opportuni- 
ties of doing good unto 
oneself. So Pedro Mar- 
toval was uneasy in his 
mind. 

Los Perdido was not 
a cheerful place. No 
optimism, however opu- 
lent, could ever have so 
miscalled it. Originally 
it had been dedicated 
“To All the Saints,” 
possibly in order that 
each individual of the 
many generations of in- 
habitants might have a 
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grateful sense of personal protection. The 
protection was there, certainly, but it was 
not saintly, and “All the Saints” speedily 
became Los Perdido. 

Take the filthiest slum in the filthiest town 
of Old Spain. Build up in it a low-roofed, 
slit-windowed, thick-walled, undrained, stone- 
and-mortar mass of fifty yards square. Grime 
it within and without with the undisturbed 
grime of three hundred unsanitary years, not 
stinting your imagination in the griming. 
Block it all round with houses twice its 
height, so that sunlight may be ungrudgingly 
excluded, and you have Los Perdido in every- 
thing but the smell. Respect for the polite- 
ness of society prevents a description of the 
smell. Besides, there are certain things 
which transcend words and beggar language, 
and the smell of Los Perdido was one of 
them, Yet, as everything has its uses, the 
Governments through succeeding centuries 
may have found compensation for this 
unspeakable vileness in the deservedly high 
death-rate of Los Perdido. 

As to the interior, we shall find three 
rooms quite enough for our’ purpose, or 
rather two cells, a passage, and a room. 

In the passage is Pedro Martoval biting 
his nails as he tries to calculate values. To 
do sums in your head is always trying—it is 
one of the torments of the modern Inquisi- 
tion ; but to do two at one and the same time 
is maddening. 

Sum number one: given two men, one 
A. B. to die on the morrow, by grace of a 
block and double-handed sword: of what 
value to him is an hour’s companionship with 
the other, C. D.? Second sum: Take the 
same two men ; of what value to C. D. is an 
hour’s companionship with A. B., considering 
that the said C. D. is to be released on the 
morrow after ten years of Los Perdido? 
Truly a baffling puzzle, complicated perhaps 
by the fact that neither A. B. nor C. D. had 
knowledge of the impending changes, nor 
did Pedro Martoval himself, as will be ex- 
plained later, know for which the scaffold 
was reserved and for which God’s sunlight 
and sweet air. 

For ten minutes did Pedro Martoval bite 
his fingers; then, like a man of genius, he 
brushed aside what he could not solve. Let 
each purchase his hour’s companionship at 
its legitimate value, neither knowing aught of 
freedom or the scaffold. Thus the sum sim- 
plified itself to the value of sixty minutes’ 
talk to two men who for ten years have 
wearied of themselves and Pedro Martoval. 

There was no room for fear as to the 
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means of payment; men of a certain rank 
have still friends, even after ten years, and 
humane Master Pedro always honestly 
handed the doles unreduced to their rightful 
owners—would they not all come back to 
him and at little cost? Clearly, it would 
have been a feeble policy to divert the stream 
to his own purposes ; it would probably have 
dried at the source and been barren of 
benefit for ever after. The man who cannot 
be honest to his own profit must be a weak 
rogue indeed, and no weak rogue would 
have held the keys of Los Perdido for 
twenty years. 

With a rattle and crash Pedro flung open 
the door to the right, and an added grimness 
fell upon the passage; it had been black 
before, but now you could see its blackness. 
The cell was oft. square and i1ft. high, 
with two windows end-up against the roof, 
windows 18in. long and 4in. wide, which 
opened out towards the blank wall of the 
neighbouring house 12ft. away and sug- 
gested daylight. A mattress was stretched 
from one corner to within a yard of the 
opposite wall; a stone block, the height of 
an ordinary table, filled the diagonal corner, 
and beside it was fixed another and smaller 
block to serve as a seat. Fixtures were a 
wise precaution in Los Perdido, since you 
cannot brain your gaoler with an immovable 
stone block unless, indeed, you invert the 
gaoler, and that requires time and strength 
besides occasioning outcry, which at such 
times is to be deprecated. 

For their lower half the walls were polished 
into glassy smoothness like such antiques as 
the Gaui of the Capitol, or the much-be-kissed 
bronze toe of St. Peter, a mute evidence of 
the continuity of occupation. The upper 
half projected a full quarter-inch beyond the 
lower by reason of accumulated layers of 
filth. There were no house-cleanings at Los 
Perdido. 

On the block in the corner, with his feet 
on the stone stool, sat the prisoner, flinging 
up and catching morsels of crust as a juggler 
does balls in a circus—one, two, three, four 
—in rhythmical succession. The light was 
atrocious, but after ten years Nature proves 
its adaptability to circumstances, and becomes 
tolerant of atrocities, so that the player seldom 
failed in his game. 

As the key grated in the lock he leaped to 
the floor and stood facing the gaoler as the 
door opened. “What fool’s trick is this, 
Master Pedro, coming at a time when one 
neither eats nor sleeps? Is there news ?” 

“ Faith,” answered the gaoler, “if it’s a 
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tool’s trick to do a kindness, then I’m a fool. 
No, señor, no news, but—but I thought a 
little talk” 

The other turned and stooped for his 
crusts which had fallen on the floor. 

“ Oh, aye, but when the door opened, and 
not for breakfast, dinner, or supper, why, 
why, I thought—I—Eh?—let us talk, if after 
ten years there is anything new to be said” ; 
and he tossed his crusts into the air, one, 
two, three, four, and began his juggling anew. 

Master Pedro was somewhat at a loss. 
His scheme was in danger of falling flat, and 
he well knew that even in Los Perdido 
freshness and excitement had a good influence 
on the market. 

“ Señor Enrico, how clever you are with 
your hands ; but, in spite of your play, does it 
not come that you are dull at times ? ” 

Again the pri- 
soner let the crusts ni 
fall on the floor and 
looked up curi- 
ously. 

“ My friend,” he 
said, “is the King 
dead perchance, or 
have you only gone 
stark mad to ask 
such a thing? 
Dull! Saints in 
Heaven, what a 
fool question !” 

“ Then,” went on 
Master Pedro, “a 
little change, say 
an hours gossip 
with a neighbour, 
would not come 
amiss ? ” 

The prisoner 
laughed. 

“My friend 
everything in this 
world is a question 
of cost, and I have 
learnt values in my ten years. Nine years 
ago I would have emptied my pockets and 
pawned the kindness of all my friends in the 
world for such a boon; but to a prisoner of 
ten years crowns are scarce and spell many 
things. How much, my friend ?” 

“Three crowns, señor. Surely after ten 
years three crowns are none too many ? ” 

The other stooped and a second time 
picked up his crusts. 

“Am I a fool,” he said, “ or a Jew banker, 
that I can spend seventy-two crowns a day 
to talk, perchance, to a frouzy serving-wench 
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or some cut-throat scum waiting a proper 
hanging ? Besides,” he went on, “ there 
would be regrets. One’s taste changes, and 
the appetite would grow. My crusts come 
cheaper—they cost nothing and leave no 
craving behind. Regrets bought at three 
crowns are over dear.” 

“ See,” said the gaoler, “I am a humane 
man, and besides, this is my birthday, so I 
will take one crown. ‘This is not haggling, 
you understand, but a gift of two crowns for 
loving-kindness and good-will. One single 
crown, one crown, one: one only; nor is it 
a serving-wench, señor, or a gutter rogue ; 
no, it is Don Enrico Number Nine that I 
suggest fora gossip. A gentleman, noble as 
yourself, and a most worthy man. Think of 
his pleasure, señor, and all for one crown !” 

The prisoner let the crusts fall into his 





“CONE SINGLE CROWN,” 


hollowed hand, and then placed them care- 
fully out of harm’s way in the corner upon 
the stone table. 

“Lie you there,” he said; 
honest thing in Los Perdido. Don Enrico 
Number Nine? What other name, my 
friend? ‘To one who has lived in the world 
a name at times is an open book.” 

This time it was the gaoler who laughed. 

“How should I know? A number is 
easier, and all acquaintanceships are not as 
long as ours. A dozen in the year would be 
a dozen names, but the one number covers 
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all from January to December. 
are Don Enrico Number Eight.” 

“Oh, oh!” said Number Eight, “ this 
grows interesting. Are your rats in this 
cursed hole all Don Enrico by chance ? ” 

“ No, señor, you two only. No offence, 
one forgets names at times, but numbers, 
never. Now you, señor, in your proper 
name of nobility are called R? 

“Don Enrico Number Eight,” answered 
the other, promptly ; “and henceforth I too 
will try to forget that the world ever knew 
more.” 

“Then it is agreed, señor ?” 

“Agreed, Master 
Pedro.” 

“For this evening?” 

“This evening, but 

” and Number 
Eight looked round 
the blackened walls, 
“I cannot ask a noble 
gentleman like Don 
Number Nine to spend 
an hour in such a place 
as this shifting from 
one foot to another 
like a goose. Stretch 
the crown, my friend, 
to cover some other 
accommodation that 
neither he nor I loose 
our tongues in our 
shame, or waste our, 
hour in apologies.” 

“ Be content,” an- 
swered Master Pedro ; 
“when a man opens 
his hand with a gift as 
I do he should open it 
wide ” ; and presently 
Number Eight heard 
the key rattle in the 
door across the pas- 
sage. 

Except that the 
narrow windows of cell 
Number Nine opened 
into the dingy, evil-smelling courtyard of Los 
Perdido, it was in no respect different from 
its opposite neighbour. The tenant lay upon 
the mattress, wrapped in a thick, well-worn 
coverlid, and only acknowledged Master 
Pedro’s presence by turning his head. 

“T warn you,” he said, “that nothing 
but matters of extreme importance justify 
intrusion, and that for intrusion a speedy 
‘self-dismissal is the truest apology.” 

Most men can be diplomatic when the 


You, señor, 
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lining of a pocket is at stake, and Master 
Pedro had not kept full cages twenty years 
for nothing. To Number Nine he was 
abject, and yet to the point, striking his note 
of interest without delay. 

“Your pardon, señor, your pardon a 
thousand times; but Don Enrico Number 
Eight earnestly desires your conversation for 
an hour.” 

His diplomacy was rewarded with success. 
In sheer astonishment Number Nine flung 
off the coverlid and sat up. Then, slowly 
unceremoniously took Pedro 
Martoval by the chin and turned his face to 
the grey light. 

“ Ha, and when do 
I receive? My con- 
versation for an hour, 
forsooth! By all the 
saints, but this is a 
new departure. Where 
lies the trap, Master 
Pedro? Speak up, 
man. Iam honest in 
spite of our association, 
and, if it be worth my 
while, will walk into 
your trap with my eyes 
open, but never a step 
with them shut.” 

“ Nay, señor,” pro- 
tested the gaoler, “no 
trap; but Señor Enrico 
Number Eight pays his 
way, and—and 

“I must pay mine ? 
Faith, its worth it; I 
will even Don Eight’s 
reward. Article seven 
of the rules of 
the house for- 
bids inter- 
course. Isit, 
perchance, an 
expensive 
rule to break? 
How much, 
my master ? ” 

“Taking the risk as I do, señor, three 
crowns a head.” Then, seeing the other’s 
face fall, he went on hastily : “ Think of it, 
a fine room, fit for a king, not a dog’s hole 
like this—saving your lordship’s presence, 
who have lived in it ten years—a fire in the 
grate, chairs, tables, luxuries everyone ; and” 
—with a pause like one who said the last 
word—“ two bottles of wine. No bad bar- 
gain, señor, for three crowns.” 

“Ah!” said Number Nine, drawing his 
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fingers through his beard, “two bottles of 
wine for his three crowns and two for mine. 
It’s a bargain, Master Pedro. Only for 
conscience’ sake, man, let the wine be good, 
and if Señor Eight have a crown or two 
left from your rapacity, and you have a dice- 
box, it will be hard if we do not taste the 
world’s ways again. An odd experience, my 
faith, after ten years of Los Perdido !” 

Night had fallen when Pedro Martoval 
threw open the door of Number Eight for 
the second unwonted time that day. Don 
Enrico had for once abandoned his crusts 
and was nervously pacing his narrow limits— 
three strides and turn, three strides and turn, 
three strides and turn. When he saw the 
gaoler he halted. 

“I have changed my mind, Master 
Pedro,” he cried. “Evil will come of this. 
After ten years of habit a man’s a fool to 
change even for the better.” 

Pedro opened the door to its widest and 
waved his lantern till the shadows danced in 
the passage-way like so many black imps. 

“Come, señor,” he said, persuasively, 
“after the second cup, things will look less 
difficult. That is a way wine has, when one 
has enough. Besides, Don Enrico Number 
Nine is waiting” ; and he drew him by the 
sleeve into the passage, locking the door 
behind. 

“The crown, señor ?” 

“Take it,” answered Number Eight ; “ but 
I had rather give you two and bide within.” 

Martoval shook his head. “Not for two 
crowns,” he said. “No; not fortwo. Four, 
now ; perhaps we could disappoint Señor 
Number Nine for four? ” 

“A fine price to pay for the privilege of a 
cell in Los Perdido. No, man; we'll on.” 

At the end of the passage a thin gleam 
lay like a knife-edge across the blackness, 
and as they drew near it the prisoner again 
hesitated. ‘Tell me, Master Pedro—it is 
long since I have been in the world—these 
clothes, good enough no doubt for a gentle- 
man’s retirement, are they—eh ?” 

Pedro Martoval held up his lantern, and in 
the circle of its light Number Eight turned 
round slowly. 

“ Beautiful, señor, beautiful. Not this 
year’s fashion, perhaps, nor yet last’s; but 
there is nothing to match them within there, 
unless an overworn cassock be counted 
finer than doublet and hose.” 

“How? <A cassock? Is Don Enrico, 
then, a priest? Faith, it’s long since I’ve 
been to confession, but except a lust for 
murder now and then—you pardon it, do 


Digitized by Go gle 


129 


you not? You are chiefly concerned !— 
there’s little to tell him that’s new.” 

“Nay, señor, no priest. But in retire- 
ment, why, a gentleman may wear what 
pleases his purse best.” 

“ My faith, yes,” answered Number Eight, 
“or I would be less out at elbows. Let us 
in then.” 

The rush of light, for all that it came but 
from two guttering candles, dazzled the eyes 
so long accustomed to greyness. When his 
sight came to him again he found a long, 
narrow room running from wall to wall of 
the prison, with grated windows at either 
end; a wood fire smouldering midway 
between the windows in an open hearth 
against the wall, opposite a table and two 
chairs in the centte of the room, and, stand- 
ing by the table, Don Enrico Number Nine. 

He was dressed, as Martoval had said, in 
a cassock, rusty-brown through age, and _ 
fringed at the skirt-edge by much wear. If 
the garb was priest-like, the man was more so, 
though for the matter of that Number Eight 
and Number Nine had much in common, 
hair to the shoulders, moustache to the 
beard, beard to the breast. 

A silence fell as Pedro Martoval pulled 
the door behind him and turned the key with 
an ostentatious click. The gaoler spoke first, 
playing the part of master of ceremonies. 

“Alas! senors, I have forgotten your 
names, and it is this gentleman’s humour to 
be called by the name which I, in my bad 
memory, have given him — Don Enrico 
Number Eight.” 

“An excellent humour in mixed com- 
pany,” answered the man in the cassock ; “no 
offence to you, señor. So let me greet you 
—I am Enrico Number Nine, and your 
neighbour.” 

While he spoke the other had approached, 
eyeing him keenly and with something more 
than curiosity. 

“You are right,” he said ; ‘identities are 
sometimes best forgotten, and at times, too, 
they do not smell the better for a ten years’ 
burial. Master host, was there not some talk 
of wine in the bargain? We are thirsty, and 
a ten years’ thirst is ill to quench.” 

“A word as to that,” answered Martoval. 
“ It is understood, is it not, that there is no 
thought of escape ?” 

The man in the cassock looked round at 
the grated windows and laughed. 

“Take our word for that, man, and the 
more easily that we lose nothing by the 
pledge. What Los Perdido holds Los Per- 
dido keeps !” 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


128 
















* DON ENRICO NUMBER EIGHT.” 


“ My thanks, sefiors; but, your pardon 
again: in wine there is heat, and in heat 
quarrel.” 

This time it was he of the doublet and 
hose who laughed. 

“Quarrel, fool? What should come between 
us after ten years of Los Perdido?” 

“Come, come, knave,” cried Number 
Nine. ‘ Have done with this chatter; the 
hour slips away. The wine and a dice-box— 
though, by my faith, I have clean forgotten 
the taste of one and the feel of the other. 
Presently this gentleman and I may renew 
memories.” 

“ Aye,” said Number Eight, “memories 
enough! And now I think of it, there zs a 
game we two might play.” 

It was in no smooth temper that Master 
Pedro Martoval went in search of the liquor. 

“*Fool!’ saith one; ‘Knave!’ saith the 
other, and this to me! By all the saints, 
but one or other’ll be chapfallen ere the 
hour passes, though I would I knew which 
were which. Wine, is it? Faith, the shadow 
of the block will ice the wine of one for him 
cold enough.” 

When he returned the two were seated by 
the table in friendly talk, but wary with their 
wordiness as if each held a something under 
his tongue which he would not willingly let 
slip. It was the cautious play of fencers, 
each testing the other’s skill, but hiding his 
own. 

“Aye? Ten years? My time, too,” said 
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Number Nine. “Was it, 
perchance, that affair of the 
Cardinal that bolted the 
door on you? There were 
more in it than any one man 
knew except Monseigneur 
himself.” 

Doublet and hose thrust 
out his hands towards the 
fire. 

“This warms one after 
ten years’ waiting,” he said, 
and rubbed his 
hands softly. 
“Cardinal? Car- 
dinal? There 
were affairs 
enough and Car- 
dinals enough in 
those days, but 
they are musty 
by this time, and 
my Lord Cardi- 
nal is doubtless 
either a Pope or 
a saint. As for me, I know there was a man 
and a woman, and each found the other 
enough. But wine will taste pleasanter than 
old stories which have no end, though now I 
mind me the woman passed out of the tale 
ten years ago. Come, Master Pedro. Pah! 
Vintages are not what they used to be. 
Truly, we have had little sun of late, and 
that perchance is why the juice hath so sharp 
an edge.” 

He of the cassock emptied his glass slowly, 
for all the liquor’s sourness. 

“ Cardinals, cardinals,” he said, medita- 
tively ; “ most might go hang, but I would I 
had one I wot of by the throat. It is only 
when one comes out even into such warmth 
as this that one knows how cold ten years’ 
winters have been.” 

Across the table Number Eight stretched 
out his hand and touched the other’s arm. 

“What! You, too, itch after a man’s 
life? Then we have more in common than 
I thought. Suppose we play less warily. 
After all, a man must live in what he knows. 
Speak of the Cardinal, and I, presently, will 
tell of the woman and the man.” 

Number Nine filled his glass and emptied 
it. 

“ Then let’s drop fencing, all but the mask,” 
he said. “A short story, mine. Take a 
Churchman who wants this world as well as 
the next, and would tumble his King’s crown 
in the mud if only he could rise to 
the tiara upon it. Such things may be, 
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by the help of eldest sons of the Church ! 
Though pawns and knights are wanted in the 
game as well as kings and bishops. To such 
a man promises are words, and words come 
easy, and there are times in a man’s conscience 
when the glamour of the priesthood dazzles. 

“ Take a man of the world at such a time, 
shivering under a sin that is a sin against 
God and against man’s honour alike. Dazzle 
his soul with the priesthood and its sacred 
power on the one side, deaden his spirit 
against thought by activity and the hope of 
splendid advancement on the other, and the 
man of the world is bond-servant to the 
Churchman. 

“Let action go far enough for suspicion 
and entanglement, but not as far as certainty, 
and the Churchman folds his scarlet robe 
about him and looks askance at the soldier 
lost behind the closing doors of Los Perdido. 

“ Give the man of the world ten years to 
reckon up accounts, and what fee, there- 
after, would the Cardinal pay, think you, to 
keep that man’s fingers from his throat?” 
And the man in the cassock again filled his 
glass and again emptied it at a draught. 

While the other was speaking Number 
Eight had sat unmoved, watching him through 
half-closed eyes. 

“H’m,” he said, at the end; “is there no 
woman init? A tale of men is a dull tale, 
dull as ten years of Los Perdido,” then he 
sat silent, thinking. 

The fourth bottle had been uncorked, and 
rousing himself Number Eight took it up, 
tilted it to one side, and examined it criti- 
cally. Then he drew a crown from his 
pocket 

“Friend Pedro, two more bottles, and with 
something of the sunshine in them, if you 
please. I have yet my tale to tell, and there 
are times when a man’s blood needs 
warming. 

“Which is the worse?” he asked, as Pedro 
obeyed his order, “the bishop who uses a 
willing pawn to check the king, and then 
sacrifices the lesser piece to save himself, or 
the knight? But the metaphor fails, since 
chess hath no woman less than a queen, and 
this was but the girl of a man’s love. 

“ Which is worse, then : the man who flings 
a tool aside lest he cut his own fingers or 
even soil them, or he who steals love 
from a friend under the cloak of friendship ? 
The latter, I think; so if it be a case of 
throats and fingers, my hands have a first 
claim. But let that pass ; men such, let us 
say, as we are do not throttle their foes like 
fighting dogs.” 

Vol. xxi.—17. 
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As the others drank, Pedro Martoval, too, 
had been drinking for good-fellowship’s sake, 
though at his own cost; drinking deeper, 
indeed, since, unlike the others, he had no 
intervals of talk to fill his time, and now he 
stood by the end of the narrow table with 
bis glass in his hand, listening. 

“ Whether,” went on doublet and hose; 
“whether my tale be longer in the telling 
than thine depends X 

“ Hold!” interrupted Number Nine. 
“Master Pedro hath struck a fresh vintage 
and a better. Let us first drink to our next 
meeting, and then for thy tale.” 

From his place at the end of the table the - 
gaoler broke into a hoarse laugh. 

“Faith,” he said, “if all toasts be as 
barren as that one, you may save your 
worshipful breath! Next meeting, forsooth ! 
A jest indeed, did one but know it,” and he 
laughed again until the wine slopped in 
broad patches on both table and floor. 

“A trap, a trap,” cried the man of the 
cassock. “By St. James, but I knew this 
sudden move hid more in it than a man’s 
greed.” 

“No trap,” answered Martoval, brutally, 
“but a sword and block for one or other of 
you, and that before fifteen hours pass,” and 
he laughed again, slanting his glass in his 
swaying hand so that this time the liquor fell 
from it in a stream. 

“ The fool is drunk,” said Number Eight, 
frowning. “ What the pest do you mean with 
thy drivel of sword and block, and one or 
other ? ” 

Pedro Martoval set down his empty glass 
by the table-end, and thrusting his hand into 
his bosom drew out a parchment. 

“ Neither drunk nor a fool,” he said ; “and 
civility would come better from a man who 
has but a handful of hours to his name.” 

Number Eight drew a long breath. 

“So! There is something behind all this? 
And I'm your man?” 

“ How do I know?” answered the gaoler. 
“Have I not told you a dozen times I don't 
know one from the other, only——” and he 
opened the parchment with a rustle and a 
flourish. 

Doublet and hose rose to his feet and thrust 
a broad hand in front of the gaoler’s eyes. 

“No names yet awhile,” he said. “We 
are neither of us cowards, and so can wait 
without fear of the unknown. Speak out the 
truth in few words, but leave names alone till 
we ask for them. Don Enrico Number Nine 
and I may have somewhat to say to one 
another first.” 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


£30 










“ Bluntly, the truth is this,” answered 
Pedro Martoval. “After ten years one of 
you goes free to-morrow, and one to the 
block, seeing that such worshipful gentlemen 
as you are not hanged. Which to which I 
know not, but here are the parchments, and 
they are both for Don Enricos. “Now, Los 
Perdido hath no Don Enricos saving your- 
selves.” . 

“ But ” said he of the cassock. 

“ But,” said Number Eight, “ why spoil 
our hour, and my tale not yet told, a tale, I 
give fair warning, worth the telling, and with 
its best kept to the last? Put up the parch- 
ments, Master Pedro; one or other of us 





will have enough of them presently. God 
send him a good end. ‘The dice-box? We 
may have heart*for a game shortly. Now, 


that toast of yours, Don Enrico, hath fallen 
flat; take mine in its place. A warm ven- 
geance on a cold hope, and God defend the 
right, and so on to my tale. 

“There were two men,” and Don Enrico 
Number Eight sat back in his chair, holding 
his chin in his hand and speaking slowly, like 
one dragging up a thought to the surface ; 
“two who were like brothers. Men much as 
ourselves, but with the fire in their blood 
unchilled by ten years of Los Perdido. ‘lhe 
one, how shall we call him? You know we 
have had no names as yet, senor; why, 
Number Eight is as good a name as any 
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other, and brings an air of life into the tale. 
The other: would it presume overmuch if 
for the sake of clearness we called him 
Number Nine? No possible offence, seeing 
that in the time we speak of he was a Roland 
or honour and courage. Sworn friends they 
were in field and camp. Aye, blood 
brothers by that great blood-brother- 
hood of a life risked for a life saved. 

“But Don Enrico Eight, as we 
call him—did I say Don Enrico 
Eight? Well, let it stand — he 
had a love greater than that of 
friend or brother: it was the love 
of a man to a woman, of a husband 
to a wife.” 

He paused and, leaning across 
the table, touched the other’s 
shoulder. 

“If you have tasted such a love, 
if you know its heat and fierce 
passion, how that it is deeper and 
broader and fuller than other loves 
—if you know its tenderness, its 
sweetness, its greatness — if you 
have tasted that subtle quality 
wherein it differs from all other 
loves and which hath no name in words, 
then the love of the man to the woman may 
be left to memory. If you know it not, it 
were a waste of words to speak, and so we 
may pass on.” 

Again he paused as if for an answer, and 
though he of the cassock spoke nothing the 
lines were deeper on his forehead and his 
eyes wistful as he nodded his head and 
gulped down his wine with a throat that 
quivered, so that plainer than any words he 
said: “ I know; let the memory rest.” 

The hand upon his shoulder pressed the 
harder. 

“ Strange,” said Number Eight, “ that love 
and infamy can go hand in hand. Where 
the one is, where is room for the other? 
And yet, as the tale shapes, sefior, whose 
throat is ripest for the pressing, that of the 
Cardinal or the brother who betrays his 
brother? As for Carlotta, God rest her; 
and I pray she hath not had sore need of 
rest these ten years.” 

Number Nine flung off the other’s pressure 
with a wrench of his shoulder and sat up. 

“ Carlotta ?” 

“ Why, aye,” answered the other. 
lotta—what of that ?” 

‘The man of the cassock sank slowly back. 

“ True,” he said, “ there are five hundred 
Carlottas.” 

“ For you, perhaps,” said Number Eight ; 


“ Car- 
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“but for me, one—not perfect, since he 
whom we call Nine found her weakness and 
played on it. A woman’s weakness : vanity 
and the thought of greatness. There was 
some scheme afoot. The King’s crown 
would be tumbled in the mud that a certain 
Lord Cardinal might rise upon it to the tiara ; 
such things may be, you know, by the help 
oe ” 

Number Nine sprang to his feet with a 
force that drove his wooden chair clanging 
backward on the floor. 

“Saints !” he cried, “ you are 

But the other 
was as quick on 
his feet and 
readier with his 
wit. 

“ Fiends!” he 
thundered back, 
“no names: the 
tale’s not told as 
yet, nor the game 
played out.” 

Pedro Mar- 
toval stooped and 
picked up the 
fallen chair. 

“Seflors, 
sefiors,” he cried, 
“no bloodshed.” 

“ Right,” said 
he of the doub- 
let, “no blood- 
shed until to- 
morrow. As for 
you, sit down ; I 
have a mind that 
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tale?” said the gaoler. “What then of the 
woman ? ” 

Number Eight had waited for the question : 
waited to see the light that could not be 
shut out leap into the eyes opposite. 

“Ah, the woman? The woman died.” 


Then after a silence, ‘‘ Died,” he repeated. 

The second use of the word goaded the 
other into speech. 

“ How can you know she died?” 

Doublet and hose leaned nearer and, 
laughing an ugly laugh, said: “ Because I 
killed her. 


What else would you have me 
do, and for what 
else am I here?” 
And then there 
was a silence, 
while the man in 
the cassock bent 
forward over the 
table, his head in 
his open hands. 
Presently Num- 
ber Eight touched 
him on the 
shoulder with 
short, nervous 
taps. 

“You and I 
are left,” hesaid, 
“and there is 
only room for 
one of us while 
the other has a 
will to kill.” 

Number Nine 
lifted his head. 

“ Not two for 


we play a cast of long. To- 

the dice pre- morrow settles 

sently.” ‘PENDS!’ HE THUNDERED BACK į ‘NO NAMES!" that,” he an- 
Number Nine’s swered. 


face, pallid enough with his ten years of Los 
Perdido, had grown ghastly, and he shook 
all over like one with an ague. Doublet 
and hose filled a tumbler three parts with 
wine. 

“ Drink it,” he said, contemptuously ; ‘I 
can afford to be liberal, as I shall have more 
of this world’s wine than you. Faith, the 
Cardinal and the King kept their secret well! 
Not a man of us dreamt of Los Perdido and 
that you had joined the legion of The Lost.” 

“But the tale!” cried Pedro Martoval ; 
“the tale !” 

As Number Eight answered he kept his 
eyes on his enemy’s face. 

“ Part one is ended,” he said. 

“How? Ended? Call that telling a 
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“To-morrow? No, to-night,” and Number 
Eight drew the dice-box towards him. 

For a moment he sat, shaking it idly in 
his hands, thinking ; then he said :— 

“A mans honour is still his honour 
though ten years have passed since the 
wrong; and if blood be spilt, he must spill 
it, and not the law. Had we met then we 
had staked our lives on the slip of a foot or 
a sword-thrust in the lungs ; now there is no 
way but this. My life or yours, Señor Enrico 
Number Nine, on the best of five throws of 
the dice. Tut, man, rouse yourself; one or 
other has little enough time for dreaming. 
Master Pedro, those parchments of yours ; 
no names, if you please. ‘They run thus, do 
they not: ‘Enrico So-and-So to the scaffold 
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and Enrico So-and-So to God’s sunlight and 
sweet air’? Aye, that is settled then, señor. 
I play you which takes which, Death or 
Begin.” 


Liberty, the highest of five throws. 


“I PLAY YOU WHICH TAKES DEATH OR LIBERTY.” 


Almost mechanically the other stretched 
out his hand to the dice-box, then paused, 
the box in his fingers. 

“ But-——” he began. 

Number Eight bent forward, frowning. 

“ Are you grown coward in the shadows of 
Los Perdido? Or is it that you reckon the 
chances of the parchments ?_ Let the chances 
be; they are equal enough between the 
woman-slayer and the plotter against the 
King to advance the Church and save his 
own soul. Throw, I say.” 

Still mechanically, the other shook the box 
and dribbled the dice upon the table. 

“A four and six,” cried Doublet and hose, 
“and a brave throw. Now for my turn; 
double trays. Well, there’s time to mend 
that yet. Set it down, Master Pedro: Don 
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Enrico Number Nine scores ten, Don Enrico 
Number Eight, six. Now, señor; fives? 
and for me but a four and a three.” 

By this time the colour had come back to 
the cheeks of him of the cassock, 
and for the third throw he seized 
the box with all the fire of a sea- 
soned gamester long shut out from 
his pastime, shook it above his 
head, and then rolled the dice 
slowly on the table. 

“Fives again!” he cried; 
“ match that, if you can.” 

© Wait, señor, wait,” said Number 
Eight, calmly. “If vengeance hath 
bided its time ten years, it can bide 
ten seconds more unhasted. He 
laughs best who. laughs last. A 
six and two. ‘Tally, Master Pedro? 
‘Twenty-one to thirty? ‘Truly, the 
devil fights for his own. Throw, 
señor. A break in the luck, a 
break in the luck! Five all told; 
and for me—seven. ‘The dice are 
against me.” 

In his excitement the man of 
the cassock had risen. 

“I will play no more,” he cried. 
“ This is sheer murder. .Would 
you have your blood as well as 
her wrong on my soul? Let the 
parchments end the business. I 
resign my lead ; let that square the 
debt.” 

Number Eight stretched out his 
hand to the gaoler. 

“Give me the parchments. 
Nay, fool, they are safe enough, 
the scaffold stands not upon a 

The parchments, I say; so, now, 
Don Enrico, throw. Your life or mine on 
the cast. What, man, must I strike ye on the 
mouth to make ye throw—seducer and traitor 
that ye are? Would steal the wife and shirk 
—ha, ace, tray! The box, señor; there’s a 
God in Heaven yet. He throws, not I.” 

Taking the dice-box in his left hand 
Number Eight reversed it on the table, 
holding the dice covered. Then, shaking 
out the parchments, he glanced at them, and, 
handing them back to Pedro Martoval, raised 
the box. 

“Sixes, by Heavens! You are Enrico de 
Ramirez. The hour is up, Master Pedro. 
To-night it is I who sleep in Number Nine. 
For fifteen hours this gentleman is Number 
Eight, and after that—nothing !” 
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F Dr. Warre is not Eton, Eton 
is certainly Dr. Warre. 

Man and boy he has been 
connected with the most 
famous of all the public 
schools of the country for the 
best part of half a century. He may be said 
without exaggeration to have lived his whole 
life there, seeing that from the time he went 
there as a boy until now he was away only 
while he was at Oxford. Of him it has been 
written. by one of the chroniclers of Eton 
(Mr. A. Clutton-Brock, B.A.), “It is enough 
to say that Dr. Warre understands both 
men and boys, that no scholar was ever less 
pedantic, no reformer had ever a deeper 
reverence for the past, and no successful man 
ever owed less to advertisement. Dr. Warre 
has made many changes, particularly at the 
beginning of his career, and changes in a 
school, whatever their character, seldom 
please the boys, and are apt to dissatisfy the 
masters. Yet, in spite of this, his popularity, 
always great, has steadily increased with 
years, and it is safe to say that no head master 
was ever more honoured and trusted by 
masters and boys alike.” 
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If circumstances have denied me the 
pleasure of writing critically or compli- 
mentarily of the head master of Eton, they 
have nevertheless conferred on me the favour 
of an interview, and so of being the medium 
through which he may speak to a large 
number of those who know and reverence 
him personally, and to the still greater body 
of the public which only knows him by repute 
as a great head master. 

In the head master’s own room at Eton the 
first obvious thing to ask for was a comparison 
of the Eton of Dr. Warre’s day with the 
Eton of to-day. 

“ The comparison, to be really interesting,” 
replied Dr. Warre, ‘‘should be the comparison 
made bya boy of the time when I was at 
school with a boy now. I am advanced in 
years, so I am not in a position to judge. 
Old Etonians seem, quite unconsciously, to 
imagine that things must be to-day the same 
as they were in their own time, and are 
shocked to find that they are different, 
because they forget that each generation has 
its own point of view. The aggregate of my 
impressions on this point, however, is this: 
that the surroundings, including one’s own 
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subjective perception of things, are not the 
same as they were. The change is, however, 
merely the same as that which has taken 
place in the rest of society, and when one 
recollects how much stiffer was our social 
environment when we were young as com- 
pared with what itis now, it is not so difficult 
to understand these differences. In some 
respects life at Eton was undoubtedly harder 
than it is to-day. 
I do not think, for 
instance, that there 
was as much com- 
fort or regard paid 
to comfort as there 
is now. My own 
room and, so far as 
I can remember, 
boys’ rooms gene- 
rally were much 
less well furnished 
or artistically 
decked than most 
boys’ rooms are 
now. That, how- 
ever, is exactly the 
same with regard 
to the boys’ homes. 
All public schools 
are practically 
made by the homes 
from which the 
boys come, so that 
any distinction so 
far as social things 
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go must be taken 
in relation to the 
movement of the 
whole area of Eng- 
lish society, for one 
cannot, in reality, 
dissociate them. 
“How, when I 
was a boy, were we 
fed? Very well; 
our food was plain 
and simple, and 
although there is a 
tendency to make 
out that boys eat 
far more meat now 
than we used to 
do, we certainly 
used to have meat 
twice a day. Break- 
fast and tea were 
very simple meals, 
and were usually 
supplemented with 
things which we bought. These two meals 
we had in our own rooms, while dinner and 
supper were taken in the masters’ dining- 
rooms. Now, in most houses breakfast is 
served in the dining-room. This probably 
has come about owing to morning chapel, 
which begins at 9.25, and as the boys do not 
come out of school until 8.30, the breakfast 
in common is more economical of time than 
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would be the case when the custom was for 
each boy to have breakfast in his own room. 
You see, the day begins early with us here, 
for the boys have to be in morning school at 
7-30 in the autumn and spring school-times, 
and at seven in summer.” 

“How would you compare the course of 
work now with what it was when you were a 
boy?” i 

“Tn my time we had a ‘saying lesson,’ as 
we used to call it, every day. In accordance 
with the recommendations of the Public 
School Commission the system of repetition 
has been modified, though I think, myself, 
it is a pity that 
there is so little of 
itnow. Our ‘ say- 
ing lesson’ was 
classical, and the 
result was that 
almost every piece 
of Latinand Greek 
poetry which we 
had construed in 
school had to be 
said by heart. In 
my school days 
the curriculum 
practically re- 
solved itself into 
Latin and Greek, 
for we were taught 
little mathematics 
and no French. 
What has made a 
great difference in 
the school work is 
the introduction 
of new subjects, 
and the fact that education is now dominated 
by examinations. People who write about 
education do not, it seems to me, realize 
that the schools cannot have the same free 
hand as formerly, for the examinations of the 
Universities and the State must be prepared 
for. You cannot ignore them, or avoid 
special work for them, do what you will. 

“So far as work in the school goes, the 
rank and file have to work much harder now 
than they used to do; a good deal more is 
imstsed and a good deal more is demanded 
of the boys. Per contra, the clever boy has 
the same work as the average boy to do, and 
some people are disposed to find fault with 
the fact that the clever boy does not have 
enough time left to him for the improvement 
of his mind after’ his own bent. It is diffi- 
cult, however, to see how one could have thi 
two systems working harmoniously together. 


E 
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The Newcastle Scholarship still keeps its 
level, and the Oxford and Cambridge Certi- 
ficate examination, which the ‘First Hundred’ 
undergo every year, sets, as it were, a standard, 
and gives an object for work which, take it all 
in all, is very effective. During my time 
there was nothing like the Oxford and 
Cambridge Certificate examination. The 
system of School ‘Trials, as the terminal 
examination here is called, has also helped 
to alter the incidence of work. Every boy 
is examined at the end of the school term, 
which it is a peculiarity of Eton to call a 
‘half,’ although there are three terms in the 





year. Asa boy’s place in the school depends 


on the result of the ‘trials’ he is put on his 
mettle three times every year. All this has a 
very definite effect on the general education. 
Then, again, there is the Army class, which 
takes over a hundred boys of the type which 
in the old days was not the most studious 
while at school, but would have left and 
gone to a crammer’s to be especially prepari d 
for the Army. They are now among the 
hardest workers in the school, and their 
example makes a very considerable difference 
to the other boys. 

“With regard to reere ation, the same old 
games still go on as they used to do. Rowing 
and cricket are still kept up and still retain 
their pre-eminenc The by no means 
the only method of relaxation, for football, 
racquets, and fives are all prosperous. 

“Then there are the beagles. In the old 
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times a heterogeneous pack existed ; but it 
was not supposed to be allowed, and, of 
course, it was out of bounds; but the insti- 
tution has been for a long time recognised, 
and there is a very good pack of beagles 
which hunt in the Easter half: Nor must 
we omit the Eton College Volunteer Rifle 
Corps, of which at one time I was in com- 
mand. 

“ There is one important point to which I 
refer with pleasure: the relation which exists 
between master and boy. In my young days 
there were very few masters. Indeed, there 
were under twenty in all, whereas now there 
are more than sixty. True, when I was a 
boy there were only about six hundred boys 
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in the school, whereas now there are over 
a thousand, so that the average number of 
boys to a master is much smaller than it was. 
The result was that the masters in my 
time were really overworked, and so were 
kept much more aloof from the boys than 
they are now. The masters took very 
little interest in our games, and left us 
much to ourselves in our pursuit of them. 
Perhaps our sports were also rougher then, 
as society was, and coarser in expression. We 
had no doubt a compensating balance in the 
complete freedom which we enjoyed not- 
withstanding the system of ‘shirking’ which 
was then in vogue. ‘That was abolished, if I 
remember right, under Dr. Balston, who was 
head master in the sixties. In old times, 
although the river was in bounds, and one 
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was supposed to be allowed to boat, yet the 
approaches to the river were out of bounds, 
and to reach the river we had to break the 
rule of remaining in bounds. The same was 
true with regard to the Park and Windsor 
Castle, in which we were always allowed, and 
the precincts of which were technically in 
bounds. You ask me what shirking was. 
Well, if a boy was out of bounds and he saw a 
master coming, or one of the Sixth Form, he 
had to hide, and if in the town he would 
run into the first shop and take refuge 
until the coast was clear. If the master 
came into the shop, however, then the 
boy hid behind a counter in order that he - 
might not be seen. Of course all this was 
eminently ridicu- 
lous, and the 
greater freedom 
which has come 
into vogue of late 
years has not 
made any practical 
difference as to 
discipline. 

“As the num- 
ber of masters 
increased, and the 
work of each thus 
became less 
severe, those who 
were distinguished 
for rowing and 
cricket used to be 
invited by the boys 
to help them. In 
this way I myself 
was often invited, 
but I took good 
care never to 
make the position 
a false one. Indeed, I never would coach 
the eight unless I was specially asked to 
do so for a particular day, and when the 
boys omitted to ask me, expecting me to 
come as a matter of course, they were some- 
times surprised to find I did not put in an 
appearance. The same was true with regard 
to cricket. In that way the confidence of 
the boys has never been forfeited, because 
they have always felt that a master would not 
take part in their games unless invited. The 
relation between the master and boy has thus 
become a most wholesome one. There is a 
story that when Bishop Selwyn was out in 
Polynesia he met an Eton man, with whom 
he took his midday meal. In the course of 
conversation the man remarked, ‘I’m afraid 
I didn’t learn much at Eton. One thing, 
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however, I did learn ; that was to know my 
place and to keep it? It was a very good 
thing to learn, and it is a lesson we all learn 
here. 

“With regard to my schoolfellows, I do not 
remember anything particular of many of 
them in my time. I recall, however, as an 
eloquent speaker in Pop. (the name by which 
the Debating Society is always known), the 
Right Hon. Mr. E. R. Wodehouse, who has 
been M.P. for Bath for the last twenty years, 
and I remember, too, also as a good speaker, 
Mr. Reginald Yorke, who was at one time 
member of Parliament for Gloucester. They 
were the leading boys in the school in my 
time. At this moment, however, I confess 
that I do not remember any of those at school 
with me, with the exception, perhaps, of the 
present Chancellor of the Exchequer, who have 
attained any great eminence as statesmen. 
Of those who have come to the front since 
I do not remember any particular legends to 
exist. ‘This may seem strange to the outsider, 
but is quite within comprehension here, 
because the whole thing is on such a footing 
of equality, and anything like presumption of 
greatness would be resented. ‘There is no 
place in the world where anything like what 
is popularly called ‘side’ would be so 
quickly put down. All the conditions here 
are decidedly democratic in that respect, so 
that even members of the Royal Family 
educated here are treated in every way just 
like ordinary boys.” 


It is part of a journalist’s business to know 
Vol. xxi. —18. 
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everything, .or which reason I suppose most 
journalists don’t know more than they ought. 
I had heard, however, a little story of 
Dr. Warre’s prowess at school. One day 
when he went up to the head master 
to receive a prize at the end of the half, 
Dr. Hawtrey, in presenting him with his 
book, said, with a kindly smile, “If you 
go on at this rate, you will ruin me in books.” 

I recalled this anecdote to Dr. Warre, and, 
if he will forgive my saying so in print, the 
diffidence of the head master in hearing it 
was as marked as if he had been a boy again. 
He shook his head. “There really was very 
little in it. Those prizes were for ‘collections,’ 
as they were termed. They were copied from 
Oxford, and were introduced when I was in 
the lower Fifth form, and lasted until the 
beginning of my head mastership, about 1885, 
when they were altered to ‘trials? Somehow 
or other I managed to win the ‘collection’ 
prize in my division every time, and that was 
how I came to the notice of Dr. Hawtrey in 
the way you mention. 

“After Dr. Hawtrey became Provost, Dr. 
Goodford, one of the assistant masters, 
succeeded him. He was an excellent scholar 
and a good and painstaking teacher, though 
he had one curious characteristic, for he 
often seemed to be asleep in school. I need 
hardly say, however, he never really was so, 
for it was impossible for any of us to do 
anything that escaped his notice. Soon after 
he was appointed head master I left to go 
to Oxford.” 
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“ But first you took the highest honours, 
both in school and out, did you not?” I 
interjected. 

“I certainly did win the Pulling, and I 
was lucky enough to get the Newcastle 
Scholarship in the year 1854. I was only 
seventeen at the time, and would have liked 
to have stayed on at Eton another year, but 
my father insisted on my going on to Oxford, 
where I won the Balliol Scholarship in the 
following year. At the scholars’ table one 
became conscious of being with men who 
would be sure to do something in the world 
later on. Among them were Bowen, after- 
wards Lord Justice; Arthur Blomfield, 
afterwards Bishop of Colchester ; Merry, 
now Rector of Lincoln, and Wright, now a 
judge, and many other able and gifted men, 
and among them 
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‘in a University race. 


they have now. I went in for Moderations 
in Classics and Litere Humaniores in the 
final schools. I naturally took to rowing at 
Oxford, and my time was divided between 
rowing and reading. Once you get into 
a groove life goes pretty smoothly at 
the University, and I do not think I 
ever did anything else until the Rifle Corps 
was established. I did not row in the inter- 
University boat race until 1857, although 
I might have done so in the previous year. 
In 1855 I remember the Thames was frozen 
from Oxford downwards, and skating was 
enjoyed for miles along the course of the 
river, so there was no boat-race that year. 
In 1857 I rowed six, and in that year we 
used the first keelless boat which was used 
The President of the 





Edward Herbert, 
my brother scholar 
from Eton, who 
was murdered by 
brigands in 
Greece. 

“At the Unt 
versity the same 
sort of thing 
prevailed as 
here. The chief 
studies at that 
time were for the 
“classical schools 
and mathematics. 
The other great 
schools, History, 
Law, etc., had not 
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Oxford University Boat Club at that time 
was an old Eton man, Arthur Heywood 
Lonsdale, who was a great benefactor of 
rowing, and it was he who introduced the 
keelless boat which had been seen at Henley 
in the previous year. It required some 
courage to introduce it for University rowing. 
In 1857 we won, but in 1858 we reverted to 
the old-fashioned boat, in which I rowed 
seven, and we were defeated, although the 
defeat must in part be attributed to the fact 
that a steam-tug bore down upon us just 
before the start, and the wash nearly upset 
us and bent the rowlock of the stroke oar, so 
that we practically rowed the race with seven 
men, and it was virtually all over at. the 
start. In 1859 I was President of the Boat 
Club, but did not row at Putney that 
year as I reading for ‘Greats.’ 

“The system of training was then much 
more unscientific than it is now. Our liquor 
was very carefully restricted in amount, 
and we used to eat a great deal of meat 
with few vegetables. The consequences 
were decidedly not good, and many of the 
men suffered a great deal from boils. Still 
we were young and strong, and had good 
digestions, so. that no permanent harm 
ensued from the abnormal diet on which we 
were put. 

“While at Oxford I took a great interest 
in the getting up of the Oxford University 
Rifle Corps, and I became its senior captain. 
In its formation many of the Dons took a 
great interest. Among them was the Provost 
of Queen’s College, Dr. Thompson, who was 
afterwards Archbishop of York. He was 
Chairman of the Committee, on which also 
were Dr. Jeune, afterwards Bishop of Peter- 
borough, and Dr. Evans, afterwards Master 
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of Pembroke. 
The Lord Lieu- 
tenant of Oxford- 
shire, the then 
Duke of Marl- 
borough, as the 
scheme was being 
carried through 
in the county as 
well as at the 
University, in- 
vited our com- 
mitteemen to 
attend the county 
meetings. In that 
way I learned a 
good deal about 
committee work, 
and had my 
reward in the experience which I gained in 
the work of organization, which has been 
of the greatest use to me in my subsequent 
career. 

“ As senior captain I was in command of 
the first review of the University Corps when 
the Prince of Wales came down to review it. 
Everybody was very nervous at the time, for, 
strange though it must seem to us now that 
the Volunteer movement has attained such 
remarkable proportions, very few people 
knew anything about rifles in those days. 
When the first volley was fired there was a 
great scare. Many horses* on the review 
ground bolted in all directions, and. two old 
ladies who were in a brougham were intro- 
duced rather unceremoniously to a neigh- 
bouring ditch. No great harm, however, 
was done, and the review did not a little to 
stimulate interest in the Volunteers, who at 
that time drilled in the grounds of Magdalen 
College.” 

“Of course you knew the late Professor 
Jowett well?” and I noticed on the mantel- 
piece of Dr. Warre’s room a bust of the great 
Vice-Chancellor. 

“Yes,” replied Dr. Warre, “very well. 
Indeed, it is difficult for me to speak of him, 
as he was an intimate friend of many years’ 
standing. He took a great deal of interest 
in me when I was at Balliol, and his kind- 
ness was never-failing, so that I entertain the 
greatest regard and reverence for his memory. 
His conversation was always worth hearing, 
but his powers of silence were very great, and 
he would sometimes walk with one for ten 
or fifteen minutes and never say a word 
during the whole time. His aim was always 
to help everyone with whom he came into 
contact, and he invariably gave a stimulus in 
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the right direction, while one was always 
certain to get the wisest counsel from him. 

“ You ask me about the stories concerning 
the master? Well, most of the many under- 
graduate stories told of Jowett had been just 
as glibly told of one of his predecessors, Dr. 
Jenkins ; in fact, these stories become tradi- 
tional, and are passed on to succeeding 
masters as fancy dictates. Of these stories 
I can recall two. One Sunday a scholar, for 
a joke, in his surplice after coming out of 
chapel climbed into one of the great elm 
trees in the quadrangle and sat down on a 
branch. The attention of the master as he 
was passing from the chapel to his lodgings 
was called to the 
fact, but the only 
remark he deigned 
to make was ‘What 
a great white bird,’ 
and so passed on. 

“On another 
occasion someone 
had smashed a lot 
of windows in the 
front quadrangle. 
When the matter 
was brought to his 
attention the 
master after a 
moment’s con- 
sideration replied, 
in an oracular 
voice, ‘I rather 
think it is the 
effect of lightning.’ 
This comic ele- 
ment was, however, a part of his wisdom in 
government, which was none the less success- 
ful because he refused to be drawn by either 
comedy or tragedy in academic life. 

“Life at the University having run its usual 
course I was invited to return to Eton as an 
assistant master, and I came back in 1860. 
My interest in boating led me, on the invita- 
tion of successive captains of the boats, to 
coach the eight for the Westminster race and 
afterwards for Henley, and I continued this 
coaching until I became head master in 
1884. At the very beginning of my assistant 
mastership I started the Volunteers, of which, 
as I have said, I was in command for a time. 
Even now, though I am no longer able to 
coach, boating and boat-building have a great 
fascination for me, and during the holidays I 
find a great deal of pleasure in designing 
racing eights and other river craft. 

“Oh, yes,” this in answer to a question I 
asked, “I knew Mr. Gladstone many years. 
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He was always very kind to me. Everyone 
knows his memory was extraordinary, and the 
following fact will show even more vividly 
than most anecdotes that have been told of 
him how retentive it was. 

“On one occasion ‘he came down to 
Eton to lecture on Homer, and I may say, 
in passing, I was struck, as was everybody, 
with the extraordinary range of his know- 
ledge. After the lecture was over Mr. 
Gladstone expressed a wish to sce the old 
books of the Eton Society, of which he 
had been a member, and they were brought 
up for him. In his day it was the custom 
for a précis of the debates to be written in 
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by the Vice-President of the Society. In 
turning over the leaves of the book he 
came upon a speech of his own, and looking 
at the writing be declared, ‘That is not 
his writing, meaning the Vice-Presidents 
of the week; ‘that is Milnes Gaskell’s 
writing, yet it was sixty years, at least, 
since he had seen the writing in question. 
On that visit everyone remarked the extra- 
ordinary care Mrs. Gladstone took of her 
husband. Mr. Gladstone himself always 
appreciated that care, but he often humor- 
ously resented it. The story is told of him 
how that when he was walking in the garden 
one evening, and Mrs. Gladstone called to 
him to come in, he said, ‘I shall take one 
turn more just to show my independence.’ 
“Ves, I also knew Lord Beaconsfield. I 
remember going down to Hughenden one 
day to arrange for a field day for our Volun- 
teers, whom he had kindly invited, and I 
was greatly amused at the fact that on going 
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out to show us the grounds he took with 
him a little bill-hook. It was just at the time 
when Mr. Gladstone was being caricatured as 
a wood-cutter with an enormous axe. Lord 
Beaconsfield, however, did not say a single 
word that suggested there was any meaning 
in his action, so I must leave you and your 
readers to draw what inference you choose 
from the circumstance.” 

“It is a trite saying, I know, that ‘the 
Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing 
fields of Eton? How many Etonians are 
now at the front ? : 

“ Altogether over 1,100 in various branches 
of the service. Sir Redvers Buller, Lord 
Methuen, General Pole-Carew, and many 
other general officers were at Eton, and, of 
course, everybody remembers that the Com- 
mander-in-Chief, Lord Roberts himself, is an 
old Eton boy. He was at the school some 
years before I was, and, from what I have 
said, you will not be surprised at learning 
that there are, so far as I have been able to 
discover, no traditions preserved of him 
during the time he was here.” 

“ Much has been heard from time to time 
about the evils of fagging. How far does 
your experience bear out this statement ? 
What are the present services of the fag, 
and the relation between him and his fag 
master? ” 
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“There is in reality very little fagging. 
It is restricted to Sixth and Fifth forms 
above Middle Division—that is, to boys who 
are, as a rule, about sixteen or seventeen 
years of age. A lower boy may be sent 
on a message, and in the houses there is 
a certain amount of fagging for breakfast 
and tea. But there is now much less of this 
than in former days. While a fag is supposed 
to owe these services to his master, the fag- 
master, on the other hand, has to befriend 
and protect his fag if he does his duty. It 
is very rare that any question as to misuse of 
the power of fagging arises. I do not believe 
that anything of the kind often occurs, or 
that it would be left unnoticed or unpunished 
by the boys themselves.” 

If the boys find a visit to the head master’s 
room as pleasant an experience as I did, 
they must have a very happy life at Eton. 
There are, however, interviews and interviews 
—“ illustrated interviews” and others—and 
the point of view of the interviewer is, as a 
rule, different from that of the interviewed. 
Still, I can regard an interview with Dr. 
Warre, even for a schoolboy, being robbed of 
much of its pain by reason of his sympathy 
of manner and broadness of view, which 
cannot fail to strike the most casual observer, 
in which category I will, for this occasion 
only, and without prejudice, set myself down, 
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Who Lives Next Door ? > 
THE LEGEND OF A LONDON STREET. 


By GEORGE MANVILLE FENN. 


I. 
AHE house is in thorough 
>| repair, sir, and the drainage 
AAAH has been carefully examined 
M| by our own man; and if I 
might advise, sir, I should 





say, buy the lease. Fifty 
years to run. It is a bargain.” 
“Not at that price,” I said. “But tell 


me, what about next door?” 

“Colonel Derrick, sir; old Indian officer.” 

“No, no; I mean that blank, bricked- 
up place. What is it—a workshop of some 
kind ?” 

“Oh, dear, no, sir; the gentleman at the 
next house but one is an artist, and I believe 
he uses the house between him and this as a 
studio. Windows on the other side face 
north.” 

We had a good look at the next house as 
we passed it once more, and again noticed 
that it looked very blank and grim, with the 
door and every window from basement to 
attic bricked up. In other respects it was 
exactly like the dwellings in the rest of the 
narrow street, one dating from the days of 
George II., and attractive to us from the fact 
that it was only a footway, posts and rails at 
either end putting a stop to all other traffic. 

The result was that I bought the lease ; we 

furnished the house, moved in, and congratu- 
lated ourselves more and more for what we 
called our luck in having procured a delight- 
fully old-fashioned home in a quiet street— 
at least, in as quiet a street as can be 
obtained in the big City. 
_ “It’s almost as good as being in chambers 
in the Temple, dear. I am glad we came,” 
said my wife, at breakfast one morning. “I 
like the house more and more. Why, it 
might be detached, for all we hear of our 
neighbours.” 

Only a few mornings later my wife 
returned to the subject. 

“ That studio next door doesn’t belong to 
Mr. Delayne.” 

“What! How do you know?” 

“Jane says Mr. Delayne’s servant told her. 
She thought it was our place, and went with 
this house.” 
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The time went on and we, being very quiet 
people, much engrossed in our own affairs 
and going about a good deal, gave no further 
thought to the blank house next door. 

Naturally I had only the ground-rent to 
pay, and it was very light for such a dwelling ; 
but this was made up for by the rates, which 
rather staggered me when they came due, 
being so heavy that I wrote an angry appeal 
to the parish authorities, pointing out that 
the demand was much in excess of what it 
should have been for such a place. 

I waited then, but not long, before a 
business-like letter came from the collector 
to say that the previous holder of the lease 
had never made any demur, and that a little 
consideration must show me that the assess- 
ment was upon what in fact answered to two 
houses, although the studio or warehouse was 
not used as a dwelling. 

“ Whatever does the man mean ?” said my 
wife, to whom I was reading the letter. 

“Stop a moment,” I said, “ I don’t under- 
stand myself.” 

“I do,” cried my wife, quickly ; “he has 
charged you rates for that blank place next 
door that must belong to the people in the 
next street.” 

“The idiot ! 
on paper !” 

I sat down at the writing-table and wrote 
the note, and then I lit my pipe, to sit and 
think; and as I thought it began to seem 
very mysterious, and a whole train of strange 
ideas marshalled themselves and began to 
march through my brain. 

“ Here, I won't write to the man to-day,” 
I said, at last. 

“No; don’t do anything rash, dear. It 
can only be a mistake,” said my wife, sagely. 
“Wait.” 


Pll give him such a dose 


II. 
I AGREED to wait, and that night I lay awake 
thinking about the house ; but, all the same, 
I awoke carly, dressed, and went to one of 
the back windows, leaned out as far as I 
could, and saw little enough— the back 
windows of a house that had not Deen 
cleaned or painted for years, the lower ones 
being covered with bars. 
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Then I looked down at the garden with 
growing interest, to see the great plane tree 
and plenty of grass where grass would grow. 

My next movement was to the upper 
window, from whence I hoped to see the 
bottom garden wall. I was not disappointed. 
I could see it from end to end, and I made 
out that not only was there no door of com- 
munication with the garden on the other 
side, but no traces of a footpath anywhere ; 
all was over- 
grown. 

“The mys- 
tery increases,” 
I said to my- 
self, and I de- 
scended with 
the intention of 
going out into 
our own Cat- 
walk ; but mys- 
tery begat mys- 
tery, for I could 
hear the maids 
about, and 
seeking a screen 
for my very un- 
usual proceed- 
ings I went 
into my study 
and lit my pipe, 
going out smok- 
ing. Not that I 
could see much 
more than I 
had made out 
when leaning 
from the upper 


windows, and 
after a time I 
went in. 


To my sur- 
prise I found 
my wife up and 


dressed. 

“ We are in 
luck’s way, 
dear,” I said. 


“Fate has left 
us a legacy, and I mean to take possession 
of that next house.” 

“ But you have no key.’ 

“ Never mind that, Ill find a way in.” 

“I know it’s perfectly absurd, dear,” said 
my wife; “but somehow I can’t help think- 
ing about that dreadful place by day and 
dreaming about it at night, when all sorts of 
horrible ideas come to me.” 

“Tm just in the same boat,” I said; “but 
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don’t call it a dreadful place. The house 
has been deserted or forgotten, that’s all. 
Look here. As soon as the servants are gone 
to bed to-night I mean to take the steps, get 
over the wall, and see if there’s a way in at 
the back.” 

It seemed as if the servants never would 
go to bed that night, but at last the coast was 
clear, and, leaving my wife pale and trembling, 
I sallied forth, raised my ladder, reached the 
top of the wall, 
drew up and 
lowered the 
steps on the 
other side, de- 
scended into a 
rustling mass of 
growth, and 
then stood 
listening and 
breathing hard, 
till the dark 
lanthorn in my 
coat-pocket I 
had provided 
myself with re- 
minded me of 
the necessity 
for action by 
growing uncom- 
fortably hot. 

Upon draw- 
ing out the 
heated utensil, 
burning my 
fingers and 
spreading a pe- 
culiar odour of 
blistering japan, 
I turned on the 
light a very 
little, feeling 
sure that some- 
one must be 
watching me, 
till, growing 
reckless, I took 
a few steps for- 
ward, and found 
that there was a narrow area choked up with 
growth, and windows belonging to the base- 
ment, but bricked up. Then I came to a 
door, likewise bricked up, and growing bolder 
and raising the rays of my lamp, I made them 
play upon the lower windows of the house, 
two on the left side of the doorway, one on 
the right. 

There was nothing more to learn, so I 
returned as I had come, to find my wife 
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waiting, panting as if after exertion, arid 
ready to greet me with :— 

“ Oh, my dear, how long you have been ! 
Now I hope you are satisfied.” 

“ Satisfied !” I cried. “Are you?” 


III. 


So far from being satisfied, our curiosity had 
only received a fresh whet, and as the days 
glided on and we continued our long dis- 
cussions as to what could be the reason for 
the house being so strangely closed up, it 
dawned more and more upon me that I was 
not the most curious, for my wife ceased all 
opposition, only putting in a word when I 
made various proposals about getting into 
the place so as to solve the mystery. 

So one night after all was still and I had 
taken my wife down into the wine - cellar, 
and was holding a flat candlestick into one 
of the empty arched bins, she said, rather 
doubtingly :— 

“Yes, you could lock the cellar up after- 
wards every night, and the maids would never 
know what was going on if you wore a pair 
of goloshes and left them down here after 
you had done.” 

“ Every night?” I said. 
through in one.” 

“Then I think I would try, dear,” said 
my wife. “It will only be into the cellar, 
and if you found that there was anyone 
there you could easily brick the hole up 
again.” 

The next day, having arranged what I 
should require, I visited an ironmonger, to 
buy a couple of long chisels, a small crow- 
bar, and a short-handled, heavy hammer. 

That afternoon I busied myself covering 
the head of the hammer with thick leather, 
which I bound on with copper wire, and as 
soon as the maids were safely in their bed- 
room that night my wife carried the lamp 
and a candlestick downstairs, while I followed 
with the tools. 

The preparations were few. I borrowed a 
kitchen chair, and a stool from the scullery, 
upon which to stand the lamp, my wife in- 
sisting upon keeping me company, and saying 
that she would sit down and attend to the 
dark lanthorn so as to direct the rays from 
the bull’s-eye well upon the bricks at the 
bottom of a narrow, doorway-like bin where I 
intended to work. Then, slipping off coat 
and waistcoat and turning up my sleeves, I 
began. 

I did not get through the wall that night, 
but I perspired freely, and made a pretty 


good hole, wondering the while at the quality 
Vol. xxi.—19. 


“T could break 
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of. the bricks and mortar used in the days of 
George II, 

The next night I was at it again, finding 
the task harder and harder. 

The third night came, and I was not 
through ; but I had thoroughly realized what 
a bad workman I was by the time I left off, 
with my body terribly heated and my ardour 
much cooled. 

“ Look here,” I said, “if I dont break 
through to-morrow night 1 shall give it up 
as a bad job, for I’m sick of it.” 

“Oh, my dear,” cried my wife, excitedly, 
“you must go on now !” 

Four hours’ good work the next night 
upon brickwork two feet thick sufficed to 
make an opening amply large enough for me 
to pass through easily, and then I paused, 
covered with mortar dust, to wipe my face 
and think, listening the while, and not hear- 
ing a sound. 

“Now, then,” I said at last, “shall I take 
the lanthorn and go through?” 

“ Yes,” said my wife, excitedly, and then— 
“No, no; don’t go in yet ; the place may be 
full of foul air.” 

“Very well,” I said, giving up willingly, 
for I was very tired; and we returned up- 
stairs, after carefully locking the cellar 
door. 

We neither of us slept much that night, 
and the next day was one weary time of 
suppressed excitement. When at last the 
hour came for descending to the cellar I 
found that my wife was as ready and eager 
as I was. 

I must confess to a slight sense of shrink- 
ing when I closed and locked the cellar-door 
after us, for one of the neighbouring church 
clocks was just striking twelve, and I could 
see by the candle I carried that my wife was 
very pale. But her eyes met mine without 
shrinking, and, exchanging lights, I stepped 
into the tall, arched bin, rather encumbered 
with bricks, bent down close to the hole, 
thrust the turned-on lanthorn before me, 
held it at arm’s length within the adjoining 
cellar, turning it in various directions for a 
minute, and crept through and stood up 
amongst the brick rubbish which had fallen. 
Then, with a strange, creepy sensation attack- 
ing my spine, I once more turned the light 
about, and ended by asking my wife to pass 
me the candle. 

Taking it from her I set it upon the floor 
a dozen feet or so away, and returned. 

“ Give me your hand, dear.” 

I took it at once, and she passed through 
so quickly and nimbly that she was directly 
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after by my side, retaining her grasp, though, 
tightly. 

“Well?” she said, in an awe- stricken 
whisper. 

“Well,” I replied, lightly; “here we are. 
Look,” I continued, as I directed the rays 
from the bull’s-eye in all directions, along 
bins and over ceiling and floor; “a cellar— 
a wine-cellar with no wine ; nothing but dust 
and cobwebs.” 

“Except that it is so full of dirt, it is 
exactly like ours, dear,” whispered my wife, 
huskily. 

“Exactly ; only that so far as I can see 
there is not a single bottle of wine. What 
are you looking at?” 

“I was trying to make out whether there 
were any footsteps in the dust.” 

“ Not a step, dear,” I said, as I made the 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


light play about. “ Halloa, 
this seems to be a deep bin ; 
it’s almost like a passage. It 
goes in ever so far.” 

I advanced towards the 
centre opening on my left, 
and making the light play 
down it I saw, some ten ora 
dozen feet in, something which 
looked queer, and advancing 
I found that the tall bin—free 
from mid-division half-way up 
--seemed to be prolonged 
into a passage, probably lead- 
ing into another cellar. 

The object on the floor 
proved to be a board, upon 
which lay a hardened mass of 
mortar blackened with dust, 
and with a bricklayer’s trowel 
nearly rusted away sticking 
in the top, while upon touch- 
ing the handle with my boot 
toe it crumbled away. 

“What does that mean?” 
whispered my wife, who had 
followed. 

“ I should say it was brought 
here to brick up some choice 
wine ; but there is no closed- 
up bin visible. Lets see; 
that’s the side facing the 
street. Come along, dear, let’s 
look at the other cellars.” 

We passed out, to find a 
complete repetition of our 
own basement — two more 
cellars being quite empty ; 
the last, which ran beneath 
the pavement, having still 
within it a dust-covered heap of coals. 

I led the way up the broad flight of stone 
stairs, to find a glass door standing wide open 
and leading into a passage and hall exactly like 
our own in plan; but whether the floor had 
been covered it was impossible to say, for it 
was half an inch deep in a fine dust, over 
which I stepped gingerly for fear of raising a 
cloud. 

“No steps,” I said, cheerfully, “ but the 
place has been, or is, furnished. Look ; 
there’s a hall-seat and a sideboard. You can 
see at a glance that no one can have been 
here for many years. I shouldn’t be surprised 
if we find some fine old Georgian or Queen 
Anne furniture. No, we sha’n’t,” I added 
directly, as I made the light once more play 
about through a doorway ; “ this place is full 
of packing-cases.” 
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There was no temptation to look farther, 
so I turned back and made for the front 
room, which in our house was my study. 

The door was wide open, and at the first 
glance we could see that there were book- 
cases upon the walls, while a large table 
occupied the centre, covered with strange- 
looking, dust-covered objects that seemed 
like pieces of machinery. There was a tall 
stool or two, and a faint reflection from one 
of the cobwebbed windows showed that 
though bricked up on the other side the 
glazed sashes were still there. 

We crossed the hall, to find that the 
dining-room door was also wide open ; but 
it had evidently not been used for the same 
purpose as ours. There were the cobwebs 
and dust, and a massive dining-room table 
with extra leaves, but covered closely with 
what I now made out to be stands, bottles, 
chemical retorts, and receivers, in addition to. 
various other objects apparently used for 
scientific purposes, while the fireplace was 
bricked out to form a kind of furnace. 

We left the blank-looking place after a 
vain effort to pass through into the back 
room looking on the garden by the great 
folding- doors, which formed one end of the 
room, but they were fast, and we.stepped 
out into the passage, amy 

“Nothing very dreadful, 
“Now, then, what’s here?” 

I was opposite the drawing-room door as 

I spoke, just at the foot of the broad stair- 
case. 
Unlike the other rooms, this door was 
shut, and it was only with difficulty that the 
handle would turn. But when it did the 
door yielded grudgingly, and the hinges gave 
out a dull, creaking sound. 

“Ah, now we come to the furnished 
room,” I said, as I stepped in. ‘“ Here’s a 
thick carpet under foot.” 

“Yes, and curtains,” whispered my wife. 

“ Bureau, cabinets, table, and an old clock. 
Plainly but well furnished. Look ; the fire 
has been left to burn out; there are cinders 
in the grate, and the poker is lying against 
the fender just as when it was last used.” 

There were the same dust and cobwebs, 
and in one corner a case or two; while in 
front of a chair standing close to the table 
there were a large book and an inkstand, the 
shape of both softened down by dust. 

“ By George!” I said; “there’s an easy- 
chair, with what looks like a skin upon it.” 

“Look, dear, look!” cried my wife, in a 
“‘Hoarse whisper full of horror. 
© “What is it—a rat?” 


dear,” I said. 
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“ No, no—on that sofa. Oh, for Heaven’s 
sake, come away !” 

She made for the door, candle in hand, 
but I stood as if nailed to the spot for some 
seconds, before walking slowly forward as if 
drawn by some force along the ever-widening 
track of light emanating from the dark 
lanthorn, the widest portion of the rays 
throwing up a something extended upon 
the couch, whose outlines could only be 
those of a sleeping figure or a corpse. 

IV. 
A WILD, agonizing cry brought me to myself, 
and uttering a gasp I sprang back, just in 
time to catch my wife in my arms and save 
her from falling. 

“I cannot bear it—I cannot bear it !” she 
moaned. ‘Take me away.” 

“Be a woman,” I said, in an awe-stricken 
tone, and passing my arm round her waist. 
“ Now try and walk,” I said, “and we'll get 
out of this dreadful place.” 

She tottered along by my side as we 
passed out into the hall to the foot of the 
stairs, and just then a low, harsh, piteous 
groan came from the room we had quitted, 
sending an icy chill down my back, and 
making me almost drag my poor wife to the 
head of the cellar-stairs in my cowardly fear, 
as in imagination I saw the dreadful figure 
rising from the sofa where it lay, and holding 
out its hands. 

But the strange cry ended with a soft tap 
as of metal against metal, and a feeling of 
shame brought me to my senses, realizing as 
I did that the old door had swung-to again 
on its creaking hinges, and the catch of the 
lock had gently touched the brass socket of 
the jamb. 

“Come, come, my dear,” I said, confidently ; 
“there’s nothing to fear.—Mind the steps. 

Hold tight.—That’s the way.” 

She did not seem as if she could stand, but 
she stepped forward and made her way 
through the opening quickly enough, and I 
followed with the light and had to lead 
her again through the cellar and up into 
the dining-room, where as soon as I had 
helped her into the casy-chair I flew to the 
cellarette and brought out the port wine and 
a glass. 

I confess that we filled and emptied that 
glass twice before my wife exclaimed :— 

“Oh, my dear, my dear ! Why did we take 
this dreadful house ? ” 

The next morning, with the frightful head- 
ache from which she suffered, my wife was all 
for leaving the place at once, and that night and 
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the six following we slept at Brighton, where 
the tonic sea air, added to my wife’s common 
sense, recovered her so that she was quite 
willing to see the folly of her dread, and we 
agreed to return home to run the mystery 
to an end. 

By seven o’clock in the evening we reached 
home, which looked delightfully cosy, and 
we made a show of smiling at one another 
over the pleasant table with its simple, well- 
cooked dinner. 

The servants were in bed by eleven, and 
we were dressed, ready to explore again, my 
wife being firm as a rock; and I compli- 
mented her on the way in which she was 
behaving. i 

For after we had descended to our own 
cellar with the dark lanthorn, and locked 
ourselves in, she followed me bravely through 
the hole and up into the mysterious house. 

We both of us shuddered slightly as we 
entered the drawing-room, the light of the 
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bull’s-eye showing fantastically upon the 
wall ; but I opened the lanthorn directly and 
lit the candle we had left amidst the dust 
upon the table. 

I closed the bull’s-eye again with a curious, 
half-fanciful idea that it would be safer to 
secure it from being blown out in case 

That was as far as I got, for my thought 
seemed to stop there. Then I took up the 
candlestick. 

“What are you going to do, dear,” 
whispered my wife. 

“ Be brave, and you'll see.” 

She followed me close up, and the next 
minute we were looking down at a skeleton, 
thickly covered with dust and some traces of 
the garments that had been worn. So deeply 
was it covered that the rather ghastly con- 
figuration of the skull was softened and 
robbed of much of its so-called horror, while, 
plainly seen beneath the soft, grey, im- 
palpable powder, there were signs of an 
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abundant beard and long, flowing hair on 
either side of a bald crown. 

__ There was no sign of violence, for the 
figure lay upon its back, stretched to its full 
length, and the bones of the hands stood out 
upon its chest, clasped together. Every- 
thing, in short—not to dwell upon a gruesome 
subject—suggested that the man, whoever 
he was, had lain down to sleep: perfectly 
calmly, and in that sleep had' died. 

I said so in a whisper, but my wife 
demurred to my theory. 

“T am right, I think,” I replied. “If he 
had been laid out those who attended would 
have placed his arms by his side; if he had 
been murdered he could not have had his 
hands clasped like that. He must, as I said, 
have died in his sleep, and for all one could 
say to the contrary it may have been a 
hundred years ago.” : 

“ Yes,” said my wife, softly, and there was 
a tremble in her voice as she clasped her 
own hands and gazed down at the remains. 
“I am not afraid now, dear, only pitiful. 
How sad to have died 
like this—alone.” 

“ Perhaps,” I said. 
“Lets see if we can 
read his story.” 

“Read his story?” 

“Yes; by his sur- 
roundings,” and tread- 
ing softly, as it gener- 
ally falls to human 
nature to do in the 
presence of the sacred 
dead, I began to look 
about the room. My 
first steps were to the 
table where the chair 
the dead might have 
used still stood. There 
were dust - covered 
glasses, alembics, and 
retorts, and what 
seemed to be a roughly- 
made object which I somehow 
associated with electricity ; but 
what took my attention most was 
a large metal inkstand with quill pens 
stuck in it, and beside it the big ledger 
like tome. 

“ Here we are,” I said, as I set down the 
candlestick at the end of the table, close to 
the window, and carefully swept the thick 
dust from the cover of the book, which I 
opened, and saw that it was full of manu- 
Script entries on one page, the opposite 
thick yellowish paper being blank, for the 
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book had fallen open where a quill pen had 
been laid in after its owner had been writing 


and had closed it hastily for some reason: 


which I could not for the moment divine. 

“ Look here,” I whispered, and I read the’ 
clearly written characters, beginning at the’ 
last paragraph, whose final words were written! 
in a hand which grew more tremulous to the 
end, and words seemed to-have dropped out! 
of the writer’s mind. 

The last were :— R 

“And to this lest any trouble shouid .. +. 
after my .... I herewith sign my... © 
LM vcs des so 

That name had not been signed. There 
were a few scratches, and a blurring mark, a 
blotch as if the pen had fallen on the leaf, 
and then the book must have been hastily 
closed. 

“Ha!” I exclaimed ; “here is the key to 
the whole mystery,” and I closed the book 
again and was in the act of placing it under 
my arm, when my wife uttered a cry of horror 
and a thrill ran through my frame. 
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For suddenly there was a peculiar soft, 
rustling sound from the window, and a some- 
thing came down like a black cloud over the 
end of the table right upon the candle, just 
brushing my head and shoulder as I involun- 
tarily followed my wife’s action and started 
away, to stand the next moment in the semi- 
darkness trembling from the shock and try- 
ing to recover my equanimity, so rudely 
assailed. 

For the bull’s-eye lanthorn, which I had 
closed and left standing at the other end of 
the table, sent its diverging rays directly over 
the dark object which had softly come down 
right over the candle and lay, a heap of dust, 
raising a second visible cloud which played 
in motes through the beam of lamplight and 
began to affect our nostrils and eyes. 

“Only one of the old curtains,” I said. 
“How fortunate it was that I shut the 
lanthorn door.” 

My wife did not speak, but I could hear 
her breath coming and going in a way which 
suggested that her firmness was at an end, 
and I dared put it to no further test. 

“Take up the lanthorn, dear,” I said, 
quietly, “and lead on. This is enough for 
to-night.” 

The lanthorn was lifted from the table and 
its light turned round towards the door, 
which had again swung-to, while, hugging the 
great ledger-like book to my side, I followed, 
seeing her right hand glide into the glow 
where the lanthorn’s disc fell upon the lock. 
Then I heard the door creak a little, and 
the great round ‘spot of light struck across 
the hall onto the wall upon the other side. 

I paused for a moment or two, gazing 
back into the black darkness of the room, 
and then the door swung-to. We made our 
way in silence back through the hole, and, 
after re-locking our cellar-door, up to the 
dining-room, where, after listening for a few 
moments, my wife set down the lanthorn and 
I laid the old dusty book on the table, where 
the light from the bull’s-eye fell. 

“You’ve brought that book?” she said, 
huskily. 

“Brought it?” I answered. “Of course. 
It is what I said—the key to the mystery, and 
may act as the title-deeds of that old 
house.” 

She said no more, but sank into a chair, 
and sat back watching me while I opened 
the lanthorn, took a couple of candles 
from the sideboard and lit them at the 
smoky flame. 

“ How stupid!” I muttered. “We've left 
the flat candlestick, but ‘pon my word, when 
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I stopped at the door I didn’t feel ready to 
go and rake it out of that dusty old curtain.” 

“No,” panted my wife; ‘it was horrid. 
Let’s go to bed.” 

“Bed! Not yet,” I said, excitedly. ‘I’m 
going to have a look first in this book.” 

My wife uttered a low, despairing sigh. 

“I won’t stop long,” I said, opening the 
cover and looking for the owner’s name, but 
finding none, though on one side of the first 
page the date, in a particularly clear, round 
hand, “ March zoth, 1785.” 

“There,” I cried; “that’s something as to 
the time that house has been shut up. Wait 
a moment.” 

I turned over the leaves by scores till I 
reached the pen about three-parts of the way 


‘through, but there was no date visible till I 


turned back about a score of leaves, when I 
came upon one in the left-hand corner— 
“October, 1819.” 

Here my wife had quite recovered herself, 
and drew her chair up to mine, her curiosity 
mastering the effects of the shock from which 
she had suffered. 

“I don’t see any name,” I said, as I turned 
over leaves at random ; “ but it’s plain enough 
what it is—a physician’s everyday book. 
Here they are, notes of the cases he has 
attended, with the names of patients and 
their ailments, and the prescriptions ad- 
ministered.” 

These, as it seemed by a rapid glance, 
went on for about ten years, when quite a 
change came over the little paragraphs, 
which, so far as I could make out, dealt with 
experiments in chemistry, one in a few words 
expressing disappointment at something which 
had been sought for not having been dis- 
covered. 

“My word, this will be interesting!” I 
said ; “ but we must leave it to-night. Let's 
have a look at the last pages, though.” 

I turned to them, and we read several with 
increasing eagerness, dwelling long upon the 
last, which told of increasing weakness and 
the despair of a man who seemed to have 
given up the last years of his life to the ex- 
perimental search for something which was to 
prove an infallible cure for certain of the ills 
of human nature, and the gradual awakening 
of the seeker to the fact that he had been a 
dreamer. 

There it was, all recorded—I cannot recall 
the words—but the gist of it was that the 
writer had neglected his practice, which had 
dwindled to nothing, and in his infatuation 
forsaken friends and relatives, living almost 
entirely alone. We read, too, that, finding 
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the house opposite for sale, he had bought it 
for a laboratory, and quietly had it connected 
by a tunnel under the pathway from cellar to 
cellar, and then had the windows and door 
bricked up so that he could pursue his studies 
in complete seclusion, retiring whenever he 
liked. 

Lastly, in the poor dreamer’s own hand- 
writing, was the record of his feeling that his 
life was nearly at an end, and of his pre- 
parations for the final act. 

I cannot recall even the brief note which 
recorded this, but it was something like this. 
My wife says it was word for word, but I am 
not sure. However, here it is, as nearly as 
I can recollect :— 

“ To-morrow is my birthday—ninety-three ; 
and it is forty years since I gave myself up to 
the pursuit of an alluring phantom, perhaps 
from vanity, but Heaven knows I had the 
welfare of the world at heart. I believe I 
shall have strength enough left to build 
up the wall again 


that I once had 
broken through, and : 
for which I have An tage 


nightly taken bricks 
and sand from the 
store brought in by 
the builder, who at 
my wish repaired the 
garden wall of my 
-dwelling-house. The 
bag of cement I have 
-ordered will suffice 
for that—if I have 
sufficient strength — 
if I have sufficient 
strength. It will not 
be noticed in the 
dark cellar perhaps f 
when I am missing \ 4 
and they search, for 
they will see only a 
wine-bin with a rough 
wall at the back. 

“Two days — but 
it is done. Sleep. 
How soon ?” 

‘Hale iT said, 
closing the book ; 
“enough for to-night. 
Complete self-immo- 
lation.” 

“When he felt that 
the end was close at 
hand,” sighed my 
wife. “ How terrible ! 
How strange!” 
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“ Why, it is three o’clock !” I said, sharply, 
“and the candles are half burned down. 
Here, quick. Wait till I’ve locked up the 
lanthorn.” 

“You are not going to take that book up 
with you, dear?” said my wife, looking at 
me aghast as I lifted it from the table. 

“Indeed, but I am,” I said. “I shall put 
it in the deed-box.” 

“In our bedroom? No, no; don’t, dear; 
it is too dreadful. Lock it up in the closet 
here.” 

“Very well,” I said, and I locked the 
dusty old folio in the oak closet by the fire- 
place. 

A very short time after we were in a deep 
sleep, and in dreams I was seeing a 
venerable, grey-bearded old man toilsomely 
building himself up as it were in what was 
to be his tomb. After that I seemed to see 
him go and lie down to take his final sleep, 
with his clasped hands upon his -breast and 
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his dim eyes covered with dust, gazing 
blankly up towards Heaven, while he lay 
motionless, deaf to the clamour outside, the 
shouts, the rattle of wheels, and the roar of 
the mob who had come to break into the 
house to make a discovery of the murder 
said to have been done. 

“ Yes, yes!” I cried, excitedly, but without 
moving. 

“Oh, pray, pray wake!” cried my wife. 
“Don’t you hear? Can’t you see? Fire! 
fire!” 

I was awake now, to spring out of bed and, 
following my wife’s example, hurry on some 
clothes. We needed no light, for a ruddy 
glow seemed to be coming down from above, 
and before I was half-dressed someone was 
thundering at our knocker. 

I threw up the window, to find the passage 
filling, and a couple of engines were already 
at the end of the place against the posts and 
bars. 

“Yes, yes!” I shouted. 
fire?” 

“ Next door, sir,” cried a man, upon whose 
brass helmet the glow was shining. “Come 
down ; we must run the hose up on to your 
roof.” 

I hurried down and admitted the firemen 
and police, one, who seemed to be the leader, 
saying :— 

“ The place is going it like a furnace, and 
you’d better get out your plate and any 
valuables you want to save. The police will 
help you.” 

I was almost stunned by the news, con- 
fused as I was by being awakened from a 
deep sleep, and it was some minutes before I 
could realize that the blank house was on 
fire, apparently from top to bottom, and a 
great sheaf of flame and smoke roared out 
from the roof. 

In less than an hour we were gazing at the 
fire from a house a few doors lower on the 
opposite side, where in a neighbourly way we 
had been taken in, to see that our place 
and the adjoining one beyond were all 
involved and our household goods were 
shrivelling up in the flames. 


“Where is the 
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“Its horrible, dear,” I said; “but don’t 
fret. You have all our important papers 
and the insurance policies.” 

“Ves, dear ; all in the deed-box. 
it at once.” 

“Good girl!” I said; “and that book as 
well. | Wify, that tindery old curtain must 
have ignited from the spark left upon the 
snuff when it fell and put the candle out. 
Then it must have slowly smouldered till it 
burst into flame. Never mind; we have 
saved the’ chronicle. I would not have lost 
that MS. book for a hundred pounds.” 

“Oh, my dear,” sighed my wife, “I am so 
sorry! But don’t you remember, I was afraid 
to have the book brought up to our room?” 

Never mind what I said in my haste. 
However, if we had lost the key to the 
mystery, I had still the impression of its 
wards upon my mind, and I thought it better 
to keep my own counsel till one day, when 
turning over the pages of a magazine, I came 
upon an article headed, ‘“ Undiscovered 
Crimes.” 

The subject was suggestive, and I read on 
about people who had been murdered and 
whose assailants had never been detected, 
and towards the end the author introduced 
accounts of people who had been missed, 
never to be heard of more. 

One of the last of these dealt with the 
mysterious disappearance of one Doctor 
Blank, of Wareham Place. 

I was all excitement at once, and read on, 
with my pulses beating, of how, towards the 
end of his career, early in the nineteenth 
century, this distinguished man had become 
eccentric, living quite alone and giving 
himself up to occult studies, till, how and 
when it was not known, he disappeared. A 
neighbour recalled seeing him go out one 
day, but he was never known to return, and 
searches made in his house showed every- 
thing to be in order, but nothing more; so 
that it was concluded that the infirm, totter- 
ing old man must have been robbed and 
murdered. ` 

“ Certainly,” the account concluded, “ hę 
had never returned to his house,” 
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By E. LESLIE GILLIAMS. 


AJEVER before in the history of 
Presidential elections has that 
peculiarly American institu- 
tion, the freak bet, attained 
such a widespread vogue as 
last year. 

Now that the campaign is over, the 
election decided, and the victor determined, 
staid and respectable citizens all over the 
United States, who were betrayed by their 
enthusiasm for Bryan into the making of 
fantastic wagers, have been paying the 
penalty by the performance of grotesque and 
impossible feats, feats which under ordinary 
conditions would probably render necessary 
the services of insanity experts. 

The variety of these bets and the ingenuity 





pensed music and called attention to the 
extraordinary spectacle. 

It is hard to determine to what this strange 
ebullition should be attributed, or why it 
reached such a climax last year. 

In previous elections the excitement of the 
campaign has always given rise to many of 
these bets, but mever to the number of last 
year. In the big cities, on November 7th, 
thousands of people lined the streets to 
watch the many strange sights, and the 
“ Losers’ Carnival ” bids fair to become an 
important and inseparable phase of future 
American battles of the ballot. 

Probably the most striking feature about 
these “freak” bets is the character of the 
people who make them. Ifthe custom were 
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which has been expended in devising them 
are almost incredible. No eccentricity, no 
absurdity, has been too extreme. Losers 
have carted winners for miles in wheel- 
barrows, whiskers have been cut in all 
conceivable styles, heads shaved; stylish 
young men, dressed in their finest apparel, 
have worked as waiters and domestic servants, 
and have even dug ditches; while several 
losers have had to submit to mock funerals 
and actual burial alive. Business men have 
impersonated tramps, acted as clowns, and 
strolled along crowded thoroughfares carry- 


ing negro babies, while a brass band dis- 
Vol. xxi.-- 20- 
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confined to the lower and more ignorant 
classes it would not be so remarkable, but 
the fact that responsible business men, pro- 
fessional men, and leading citizens of wealth 
and standing are among those who so cheer- 
fully sacrifice their dignity, and in full view of 
great street crowds perform the antics of- 
clowns and idiots, greatly enhances the 
interest. 

Reports of these bets, of all degrees of 
inanity, daring, and difficulty, have been 
coming in from all parts of the United 
States ; at a moderate estimate, based on 
figures compiled from leading papers, it 1s 
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safe to say that there were fully a half-million 
such bets—about one to every thirty voters. 

Judging from these reports it would seem 
that the favourite bet was the wheelbarrow, 
baby-coach, or push-cart wager. According 
to the terms of this, the loser is compelled to 
push the winner in some hand vehicle 
through the main streets at the busiest hour. 
This bet was especially popular throughout 
New York State, and reached its climax in 
Rochester, where during the entire day the 
principal street was constantly crowded with 
wheelbarrows, boys’ express - carts, baby- 
carriages, etc. 

In Philadelphia Elmer Gregg hauled one 
of his Republican friends, T. Sours, a man 
weighing over 2oolb., 
a distance of half a 
mile up a steep hill, 
while a large crowd 
looked on and 
cheered. 

Alfred Willis, a 
Democrat, of Read- 
ing, Pennsylvania, 
hauled Charles 
Whitman, a Re- 
publican, from the 
foot of Penn Square 
to the City Park and 
back again, as the 
result of a wager. 
The trip was made in 
a toy express waggon. 
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stone Avenue, one mile, by William Woelkert, 
as the result of an election wager. Miss 
Metz is an ardent admirer of McKinley, and 
predicted his election to her friend Woelkert, 
who is a Democrat. A wager was made by 
which, if McKinley were elected, he was to 
wheel her over this course, and if he should 
be defeated she should wheel him over half 
of the course. By blowing a horn Miss 
Metz attracted the attention of people to 
the spectacle. 

A Chicago girl, Miss Ethel Elarton, 
cashier, and prominent in social circles, 
also enjoyed a similar ride in a wheel- 
barrow, propelled by William Breme, an 
ardent Bryan supporter. 

Four times the 
clumsy vehicle with 
its laughing rider and 
puffing victim swung 
round the block, 
bounded by Forty 
second Street, Evans 
Avenue, Forty -third 
Street, and Langley 
Avenue, and on each 
trip the crowd, poking 
fun and cheering for 
McKinley, became 
larger. So great did 
the jam finally be- 
come that traffic was 
actually blocked for 
several minutes while 


Whitman, who weighs the police endea- 
2oolb., sat content- voured to restore 
edly in the little order. 
vehicle, waving a i A bet of this same 
McKinley banner 4 MEG HO nirna MAN OF PHILADELPHIA, HAVING character, and in- 
> E YAN, IS REDUCED T G -GRINDING. £ 
and shouting to the- epi ht on ae tended to be ludi- 
crowd to follow him. crous, has had a 


The distance to the park and back was 
more than a mile. 

Most of these wheelbarrow processions 
were headed by brass bands and carried flags 
and banners with election inscriptions. It is 
a singular fact that the winners, as a rule, 
seemed oblivious to the fact that they were 
quite as much a part of the spectacle as the 
losers and were making themselves equally 

ridiculous. 
` The victorious Republicans seemed indeed 
to immensely enjoy the excitement and de- 
risive cheers of onlookers. 

Even women had a share in the wheel- 
barrow bets and figured in several of the more 
startling. For instance, Miss Anna Metz, of 
Columbus, Ohio, was wheeled in a barrow 
from Ninth Street to High Street, on Living- 
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rather pathetic termination. It was made in 
Wilkesbarre, Pennsylvania, two months before 
the election, between Austin Gibbons, a 
Democrat, and John Rawlings, a Republican, 
the agreement being that the loser should give 
the winner a four-mile wheelbarrow ride. 
About a month before the election Gibbons 
had both hands blown off in an explosion. Of 
course, Rawlings wanted to call the bet off, 
but the loser insisted on paying, and as soon 
as hooks were made with which he could 
hold the barrow handles, when strapped to 
his shoulders, the ride was undertaken. 

The “hand-organ” bet ran the “ wheel- 
barrow” bet a close second in the race for 
popularity ; the ranks of the humble organ- 
grinders received some notable accessions 
from the most exclusive circles of society. 
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The intersections of streets in the busiest 
_ sections were the favourite places for the pay- 
ment of bets of this kind, the unfortunate 
victims industriously grinding the organ while 
their opponents collected and pocketed the 
coins donated by the crowds. 

For four long hours two leading Phila- 
delphia politicians, J. Morgan Sweeney and 
Samuel Mullen, made themselves conspicuous 
in this way. At seven o’clock in the evening 
they took their places in front of McBride’s 
Pleasure Palace, a 
popular dancing-hall. 
Sweeney played the 
organ and Mullen col- 
lected the money. A 
placard was posted on 
the organ, reading :— 

“Tam Sweeney the 
Fool, Living at r011, - 
Morris Street, Who 
Had No Better Sense 
` Than to Beton Bryan 
and Then Go Vote 
for Him.” 

On the afternoon 
after election Charles 
Clouser, of Reading, 
a registry assessor in 
the Fourteenth Ward, 
played an organ 
several hours on the 
principal thorough- 
fares of the ward as 
the result of losing a 
bet with a Republican 
on McKinley. He 
wore a flag on his hat, 
and on his back was 
a card: “I lost my 
bet.” Mr. Clouser 
borrowed the organ 
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several instances he was roughly jostled out by 
janitors and watchmen, and in two cases only 
escaped actual violence through the inter- 
vention of friends. 

The most popular betting novelty of the 
year was the “peanut and toothpick.” This 
brand-new idea seemed to catch the fancy of 
those in search of freak bets, and every large 
city in the country reports the performance 
of this back-breaking feat. A hill is chosen, a 
peanut and a toothpick are the properties, and 
the loser is compelled 
to roll the little nut 
up the hill with the 
two-inch toothpick, 
not being allowed 
under any conditions 
to touch the peanut 
with his fingers. 

Having been mis- . 
taken in his con- 
fidence in Bryan’s 
election, one of Phila- 
delphia’s legislators, 
Councilman George 
Rummey, rolled a 
peanut up the steep 
Green Lane Hill. He 
started off laughing 
with a crowd follow- 
ing, and things went 
very well for half a 
square. But when 
the unfortunate 
loser’s back began to 
ache, and the peanut 
was still several 
squares from the top 
of the hill, he began 
to lament. He 
reached the top 
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from an Italian, pay- 
ing him five dollars. 
A number of people dropped money in a tin 
cup held by the loser. His collections paid 
for the organ. 

One of the most arduous of hand-organ 
bets was that paid by Joseph Fisher to 
Joseph Goodrick, both residents of Phila- 
delphia. For eight hours Fisher, with an 
old-fashioned hand-organ strapped on his 
shoulders, was compelled to tour all the 
Principal thoroughfares and make an entrance 
and play in banks, office buildings, and large 
usiness houses. 

Naturally he was not received with much 
favour, for all these buildings have strict 
tules against the entrance of mendicants. In 
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during the afternoon, 
a sad and exhausted 
man. 

The same performance was gone through 
by Charles Mackenthun, a prominent Balti- 
more business man. Also in Pittsburg, where 
Walter Rinehart and a crowd of shout- 
ing friends followed Edward Kirk, who 
laboriously rolled a peanut with a toothpick 
the entire length of Meyran Avenue. People 
hurled taunts at him from all sides, but Kirk 
kept steadily at work until he had passed out 
of the avenue, having gone a distance of 
1,500ft. 

After these three principal bets came a 
multitude of smaller ones, which had a 
considerable following. Blacking the boots 
of the winning Republican was a great 
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favourite, and the street-arab proprietors of 
blacking kits reaped a rich harvest from the 
bettors who hired their outfits. 

A. H. Thomas, of Rochester, New York, 
was among the most unfortunate losers, 
and spent the two most miserable days of 
his life on November 7th and 8th. Mr. 


LOSER PAINTING MCKINLEY'S 





have been eminently suitable for a mas- 
querade party or a Christmas pantomime, 
but which looked wildly grotesqué amid the 
sober surroundings of a typical business 


NAME ALL OVER A CITY, 


Thomas bet with James Burke, loser to go Froma. Photo: 


to business for two days in a clown’s suit. 


He lost, and, in consequence, was compelled office. Mr. Thomas was unmercifully jeered 
to sit at his desk and manage the affairs of at by all of his customers and his employés, 
his publishing house in a rig which would and swore never to offend again by the 
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placing of a fantastic 
election bet. 
Compelled to paint 
the hated name of 
McKinley all over 
the walls of Jackson- 
ville buildings was the 
reward which Mr. A. 
R. Howard of that 
city received for his 
faith in the Demo- 
cratic standard- 
bearer’s ability to win, 
Wearing a high silk 
hat and armed with 
brush and pot full of 
black paint, Mr.: 
Howard sallied forth, 
and from early morn- 
ing till nightfall spent 
his day tracing the 
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name of the successful candidate everywhere ; 
cheered, pelted, abused, and 
threatened with arrest, Mr. Howard was com- 


yelled at, 


pletely exhausted 
when his day’s 
work was done, 
and could barely 
drag himself 
home. 

Another man 
who was placed in 
a very unpleasant 
position by the 
failure of Bryan 
‘to win was John 
W. Hamilton, of 
St. Paul, Minne- 
sota. This Demo- 
crat has a coach- 


man who is an 
enthusiastic Re- 
publican. As a 


result of an argu- 
ment a wager was 
made, the agree- ' 
ment being that if 
Bryan won the coachman should pull Mr. 
Hamilton and a party of friends through the 
city in a carriage ; while 
if McKinley won, the 
coachman was to take 
the place of honour 
and occupy the seat, 
while his employer 
stood between the 
shafts and pulled the 
carriage. As Bryan 
lost, Mr. Hamilton 
had to discharge his 
unique wager, which 
he did to the great 
delight of the coach- 
man, who thoroughly 
enjoyed his brief term 
of mastery. 

_ Even art entered 
into the wagers, and 
Frank R. Harris, of 
Cincinnati, Ohio, 
artist, is now working 
busily on a portrait of 
President McKinley. 
It is not to be sold, 
and Mr. Harris will 
never realize a penny 
for his pains ; instead, 
he will have only the |@ 
Poor satisfaction of 
knowing that he has 
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discharged a bad wager. 
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Mr. Harris bet his 


friend, Albert Williams, that Bryan would 
he was mistaken to 


ZILTI IT 


win, and agreed if 





paint a portrait of the 


candidate, carry. it to 





BRYANITE ARTIST PAINTS PORTRAIT OF MCKINLEY TO LE 
PRESENTED BY HIMSELF TO THE PRESIDENT. 
From a Photo, 


BLACK COACHMAN IN HIS 


i hans 





hots 


successful Republican 
Washington, and pre- 
sent it to President 
McKinley himself. 
Still harder to pay 
was the bet lost by Mr. 
E. M. Pought, of 
Arnold, Pennsylvania. 
For putting too much 
faith in Bryan Mr. 
Pought was compelled 
to exhibit himself as a 
museum freak for a 
whole week ; while a 
Republican orator 
called attention to his 
peculiarities, he had to 
stand the withering 
stare of hundreds of 
pairs of eyes, includ- 
ing friends, family, 
and neighbours. 
Frank Hansel, a- 
society man of Pitts- 
burg, dressed in a cut- 
away coat, knicker- 
bockers, golf stock- 
ings, a very high collar, 
silk hat, and patent 
leather shoes, worked 
a whole day digging a 
ditch in Park Avenue. 
The hole was dug for 
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the Pittsburg and Allegheny Telephone Com- 
pany, and many members of the swagger set 
were present to see that the work was done 
well. Hansel did not mind the audience, 
but kept steadily on until the hole was the 
regulation depth. 

The most gruesome and startling of all 
the bets occurred in Philadelphia, anq Mr. 
George R. Williams was the chief figure 
Mr. Williams is a loyal Democrat and did 
yeoman’s work for Bryan. Among those 
whom he sought to convert was Henry 
Rudolph, a stalwart Republican, whose home 
is at the Falls of Schuylkill. His arguments, 
however, availed not, for Rudolph was loyal 
to his party, and could see no possibility of 
its candidate’s defeat. As the election drew 
‘near the two men became more and more 
interested in the outcome, and finally, more 
fully to emphasize ‘their faith in the success 
of their respective favourites, entered upon a 
novel wager. Williams predicted the election 
of Bryan, while Rudolph bet on McKinley, 
and it was solemnly agreed that the loser 
should permit the winner to bury him alive, 
the loser to pay all costs of the funeral. 
Bryan was defeated and Williams paid his 
wager in full. 
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Early in the evening Williams 
called at the rooms of the Wissa- 
hickon Republican Club, where he 
found all in readiness for his funeral. 
Crape streamed from the door, while 
in the parlour Rudolph and a score 
or more of his Republican friends 
were grouped about a plain deal 
casket. Into this Williams was 
placed, the lid put on, and carefully 
screwed down, after which the pall- 
bearers lifted the casket to their 
shoulders and bore it to a dense 
grove on “ Buckeye ” Hill, a short 
distance away. There the coffin, 
with its nearly smothered occupant, 
was carefully lowered into a grave, 
which had already-been dug, and the 
Republicans returned to the club- 
house, leaving Williams to his fate. 

It was then that the Democrat 
proved what a lively corpse he was. 
Exerting his strength to the utmost, 
he succeeded, after several trials, in 
forcing off the lid of the casket, and 
soon scrambled from the grave, after 
which he hurriedly made his way 
back to the club-house, where the - 
entire party then sat down to an 
enjoyable lunch, the expenses of 
which were all paid by Williams. 

In Boston two Englishmen, John J. Murray 
and John Berry, restaurant-keepers, lost on 
Bryan, and each was compelled to blow a 
feather a distance of half a mile. 

Pittsburg, Pennsylvania, furnished many 
amusing freak bets, which kept the city in 
conversation matter for several days after the 
election. 

Ex-Councilman Michael Hannan, Alle- 
gheny, carried a loaf of bread raft. long, 
baked by Gustave Hammier, and a band led 
the procession. 

D. J. Dimes, Diamond Street restaurant- 
keeper, won fifty dollars from John Labror, 
who had to. carry Dimes from Sixth Street 
Bridge to Smithfield Street, and to an hotel in 
the Diamond. Dimes was in evening dress. 

John Willenpart played horse and hauled 
Charles Dittler about in a buggy up and 
down the hills and streets for an hour. 

One fellow was seen standing in the gutter 
with toothpicks. Another washed the feet 
of a Republican on City Hall steps, and 
a dozen or more  wheelbarrows were 
trundled about, decorated, carrying jubilant 
Republicans. 

So confident was pretty Rhoda Williams, a 
Trenton society girl, that Bryan would be 
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elected that she offered to dance on the State 
House steps if he were defeated. Rhoda 
shed bitter tears, but about dusk, accom- 
panied by somé companions, she went to the 
State House and danced, to the great amuse- 
ment of onlookers. 

Miss Eva Howard and Miss Agnes Hobart 
paid an election bet by sawing a railroad tie 
into 2ft. lengths with a cross-saw, in the front 
yard of Miss Howard’s residence. They had 
their hands badly blistered. 

Michael Burns, an employé of the Hilton 
Bridge Construction Company, Albany, New 
York, bet on Bryan with Henry Baker, a 
fellow employé, the penalty being that the 
loser should stand before the winner as the 
target for twenty-four dozen eggs. Eight 
dozen eggs of all ages had already been laid 
by by Baker, and the throwing took place 
early in December. 

Most of the bets, though ridiculous, were 
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harmless, but in several cases serious danger 
was incurred by the losers, and in one 
instance death will probably result. 

In spite of the cold, Isaac Brown, of Big 
Bend, Mercer County, Pa., attempted to 
swim across the Shenango River. He was 
almost drowned, and when rescued from his 
ice-bath developed pneumonia and is now 
hovering between life and death. 

At Bridgeton, New Jersey, Tucker Vanleer 
hopped on one foot across a trestle bridge, 
3oft. high, over the Cohansey River. A 
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single misstep would have plunged him to 
certain death. He succeeded in making 
the dangerous journey in safety, but after- 
wards admitted that he would not repeat the 


exploit for a thousand dollars. 


Among some other unfortunates who 
suffered in consequence of the necessity of 
paying off freak bets may be briefly men- 
tioned a Philadelphia broker, who had to 
impersonate a tramp and sleep all night 
in a public square; Tim Johnson, a 
Chicago politician, who had to pay for all 
the liquor which Lew Dockstader, the well- 
known minstrel, could drink in two weeks; G. 
N. Weingart, a Denver Democrat, who had to 
ride through the streets of the city mounted 
on a burro and having his face covered with | 
gold paint; a Democratic drug clerk in 
Baltimore, who had to drink a quart of 
cod-liver oil; Michael T. Fitzgerald, a Boston 
barber, who must shave several of his 
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customers free of charge for a whole year; 
Archie Evans, of Westbro, who put on women’s 
clothing and pushed through the streets a 
baby-coach containing two negro children ; 
John P. Murphy, of Cambridge, Massa- 
chusetts, who walked through the Boston 
Chamber of Commerce barefooted ; and 
Harry T. Cole, a 315lb. fat man, of Logans- 
town, Pa., who was forced to walk sixteen 
miles in four hours or forfeit twenty-five 
dollars, the feat being accomplished just four 
minutes ahead of time. 
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quarter’s pension, worse luck. 
And when I asked him how 
long, he tried to gammon me, 

as is the way of medicals; but 
I got it out of him at last. It’s dogged as 
does it, and you may get the truth out of a 
doctor if you’re dogged enough.” 

“Don’t worry over it, father,” said his son- 
in-law. “ He may be wrong, after all.” 

“Not he, Jack; there is no mistake this 
time,” said the old man? “I’ve had a long 
innings, and I’ve seen a bit of the world, 
and I’ve much to be thankful for, Jack. 
And you’ve been a good husband to my 
little Lucy ; but the luck’s been agin us, boy. 
That old chap cursed me as I ran my 
bayonet into him, and his curse stuck, that’s 
the size of it.” 

“Hadn't you better get a bit of sleep, 
father?” said John Chester, who began to 
think that the old man’s mind was wandering. 

“T can’t afford it, Jack,” replied old Mike. 
“I havent got the time. I writ it down for 
ye in case of accident, but there may be 
things I’ve left out, and I’d rather tell you, 
for you're a smart chap, Jack Chester, and 
L know that you'll act fair and square by 
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C. J. WILLs. 


Lucy and the boy. It’s just a big fortune 
I’m going to leave you, Jack Chester, if you 
can only put your finger on it. Give me a 
drop of drink, boy, and I’ll spin the yarn.” 

The old man’s bedroom in the slab-house 
at Boksfontein was a fairly comfortable place ; 
they had plenty to eat and drink, and John 
Chester had a team of oxen of his own. But 
he was only a tenant farmer holding his bit 
of a farm from the Boksfontein Land Com- 
pany. John Chester had worked hard, so 
had his wife Lucy, so had old Mike Hogan, 
ex-private of the Blood and Thunder Boys, 
a regiment which had distinguished itself 
greatly in the Indian Mutiny; but they 
hadn’t made a fortune by emigrating—they 
rubbed along, they paid their way, and that 
was all. 

““Seven-and-thirty years ago, Jack, is a 
long time to look back upon; but my 
memory don’t fail me, though I am seventy 
years of age, as you know; and I served my 
Queen and country honest for five-and-twenty 
years, and took my pension like a man. I 
never got beyond the ranks, because I 
couldn’t keep away from drink and devil- 
ment; there was nothing worse agin me than 
that, and in them old days sojering was 
sojering. It were in fifty-six, in September ; 
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it was just before the relief of Lucknow, and 
the regiment had got thinned, and we were 
more like fiends than fighting men ; for what 
with our losses, and the fightin’, and the 
drink, when we could get it, and the sun and 
the lootin’, for we did loot, and no one dared 
to stop us, and the tales they told of the 
things the Pandies had done in Cawnpore, 
all these things put together had made us 
feel, as I said, more like fiends than men. 
Me and Fahie and Moriarty was comrades ; 
we shared and shared alike, and we’d had the 
luck of ould Nick ; we’d had a scratch here 
and there, and a squeak for it now and then, 
but not wan of we three boys had been off 
duty, barring when we was under arrest for 
taking a dhrop too much. And why? Because 
we were for all the world just one man, and an 
awkward sort of chap to tackle too, a fellow 
with six arms and three muskets with fixed 
bayonets, and at least two out of the three of 
us sober—we was a match for any twenty of 
them thin-legged niggers. 

“Tt was the night of the 9th of September ; 
we was outside a big mud fort in Oudh, a 
bit of a place called Bebreabad, and the 
Rajah of Bebreabad, who had eaten the 
Company’s salt and had been in the Cawn- 
pore business, was inside with his women 
and his treasure and 3,000 fighting black 
fiends, who was that brave, mind ye, that it 
was no child’s play with them; they’d got to 
be brave, you know, for there was no quarter, 
and when they surrendered in batches, as 
they did at times, they’d be just shot down 
or strung up as mutineers within the hour. 
I’ve helped to do the shootin’ many a time 
myself, but the Sepoys did the hangin’ busi- 
ness under the orders of the Provost-Marshal. 

“If wed only had a gun or two wed have 
knocked the whole blessed place about their 
ears; but we hadn’t, that was the worst of it. 
There were four big square walls of mud, 
and a round tower at each corner ; and on 
the top of the walls were loopholes, and 
whenever we came within range they just 
blazed away at us; so the place had got to 
be carried by assault, and the three thousand 
niggers—the mutineers, I mean—had got to 
be wiped out somehow or other. And three 
thousand mutineers behind a mud wall take 
a deal of wipin’ out. And the Rajah was to 
be took dead or alive, and we all knew what 
that meant; but there were strict orders 
given to spare the women and children. 

“The Pandies had been summoned to 
’ surrender in the morning by a flag of truce ; 
but they waited till the flag got within speak- 


ing distance, and then they just fired on it 
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and killed Ensign Geoghagan—poor boy, he 
was fresh from school—and Ram Bux, the 
interpreter : they died just as full of bullets 
as a pudding is of plums. 

“Our sappers had been mining all day 
long, and the bags of powder had been laid 
under the big mud wall, and at sunset every 
man of us was served with a tot of rum and 
thirty-six rounds of ball-cartridge, and me 
and Fahie and Moriarty had volunteered for 
the forlorn hope. The regiment volun- 
teered to a man, you know; they were that 
sore at the death of poor young Geoghagan, 
that each boy wanted to be the first man to 
have his bayonet between the Pandies’ ribs. 
But me and Fahie and Moriarty was chose, 
better men being left out. It was our luck, 
ye see. 

“There was a hundred of us, all told, 
under Captain O’Hara and Sergeant-Major 
Bagenal. The Captain lost the number of 
his mess that night; it was that or a V.C., 
ye see; and Sergeant-Major Bagenal was 
severely wounded; he was a black Belfast 
Orangeman, or he’d have been killed alto- 
gether; them chaps has nine lives. They 
gave him a billet in Chelsea Hospital, and 
he crawled about on crutches for ten years, 
and then died in his bed of delirium tremens 
like a gentleman. I merely tell ye this 
incidental to show ye that it was real hot 
work. It was the hottest piece of work I 
was ever in; it was just a revelation of 
another world, so to say. 

“On the stroke of nine that night the 
regiment, with two regiments of Sepoys and 
the Ghoorkas, marched out into the open in 
full face of the fort to make a demonstration ; 
but they took care to keep pretty well out of 
range, though they fired volleys at the fort, 
which the niggers returned, the whole three 
thousand of them as one man; and me and 
Fahie and Moriarty lay on our bellies in 
some jungle grass at the back of the fort with 
ninety-seven other Irishmen, a-thinkin’ of 
Cawnpore and the treasure of the Rajah of 
Bebreabad, and waiting for the signal ; while 
Captain O’Hara sat on a camp-stool, as cool 
as a cucumber, with Sergeant-Major Bagenal 
at his side. 

“ Up went a great rocket into the air with 
a whizz. Then the engineer officer fired the 
train, and there was a sort of rumbling noise. 
Down came some six yards of the great wall 
in a heap. 

«Follow me, men!’ shouted Captain 
O’Hara, running for the gap. 

“Tn wid ye, ye divvils,’ cried Sergeant- 
Major Bagenal ; and as we rushed into the 
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place we could hear the cheers of the ould 
regiment as they hurried from the front of 
the fort at the double to back us up. 

“The Pandies inside knew they’d got to 
die ; they fought like fiends incarnate. Me 
and Moriarty and Fahie stuck together ; we 
didn’t fire, we kept our cartridges for emer- 
gencies, and we gave the niggers the cold 
steel, and we bowled them over right and 
left ; it was stab here and thrust there, and 
then I suppose we lost our heads, for on the 
sight of the dear ould regiment the Pandies 
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always an eye to the main chance; ‘we'll be 
made men for life,’ and then he began to 
batter on the door with the butt of his 
musket. Down went the door. 

“ They were right ; we were in the women’s 
quarters : women, and girls, and babies, quite 
a little crowd of them ; they were all in a 
heap in a corner of the room, clinging round 
one old man, who, blue with fear, sat bolt 
upright upon a mattress, staring at us in 
horror with his bloodshot eyes. He was a 
very old man, dressed in white muslin ; and 
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began to run like lamplghters, we after 
them ; there was eight of them scooted into 
a little low door. Well, we went at it; it 
was just a hurry-come-tumble fight ; and they 
shrieked and yelled, and cut and thrust, but 
never asked for mercy, and they died like 
men. There was a strong door in the little 
courtyard in which they met their fate, and 
behind it we could hear shrieks of terror and 
weeping and wailing. 

““Tt’s the women, Mike,’ said Moriarty, 
as he tied a bit of rag round a nasty cut he 
had just taken on his left wrist. 

“< With their jools,’ shouted Fahie, who’d 
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in his hands was a string of green beads that 
glittered. i 

“* Aman! Aman!’ shrieked the old 
man. 

“ He was begging for his life—I knew what 
he meant well enough. He turned from 
blue to green; he didn’t get up, he was 
too proud for that, he just stretched out his 
withered old hands to us and cried. out, 
‘Aman, sahiban! Rajah, Rajah, and then 
he pointed to his own withered old carcass. 

“Lets take him alive,’ I cried. 

“*Not we,’ said Fahie. ‘ He'll split an. me 
in the morning.’ 
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“*He was at Cawnpore,’ said Moriarty. 
‘t He’s got to die,’ he added, doggedly, and 
then he stabbed him where he sat with his 
bayonet. 

“We killed that defenceless old man, 
Jack, and as he died he cursed us, I know 
he did. And then we stripped him, and I 
stole his rosary; those green beads were 
emeralds, emeralds as big as sparrows’ eggs, 
Jack. As we stood in that little room after 
hiding our plunder about our persons 
Moriarty said to me, ‘ Mike, ye’ll not forget 
the oath we three swore together to be 
brothers and to share and share alike? Nor 
you, Dan,’ he went on, turning to Fahie. 
‘You'll remember ?’ 

“There was a nasty look in Moriarty’s 
eyes. 

“We were none of us likely to forget that 
oath of ours. 

“*T think we’ve done enough to-night, 
boys,’ said Fahie, after a pause ; ‘we’re rich 
men now, and we can’t afford to risk our 
skins like this, just as if we were poor devils 
of sojers.’ 

“We are murderers,’ I said. 
help saying it. 

“We are all in it,’ said Moriarty. ‘Yere 
not thinkin’ of peachin’ on the pair of us, 
are ye, Mike?’ he added. 

“Then we sat down upon the floor, as far 
away from the old Rajah’s body as we could 
get; and Moriarty spread his handkerchief, 
and we laid the plunder on it and feasted our 
eyes upon the little glittering heap. We were 
silent, and then Moriarty without a word 
tied the corners of his handkerchief into a 
knot, and thrust the jewels into the breast of 
his tunic. 

“< Ye can trust me?’ he said, simply. 

“ By dawn there wasn’t a soul living in 
Bebreabad. “Iwas said that the Rajah had 
escaped; we three knew otherwise, but the 
blazing house, which we had fired before we 
left it, kept our secret. 

“That morning we three sneaked out of 
the camp, and we buried the Rajah’s treasure 
under a deodar tree near the fort; before 
sunset the rebels were upon us in full force. 
Moriarty was shot, and died in my arms, 
while Fahie was killed by a lance-thrust 
before my very eyes. 

“Jack,” said the old man, “it has been 
the dream of my life to get to India, and 
put my hands once more upon the Rajah’s 
treasure. But I have been a poor man 
always, and it isn’t to be. Your hands are 
clean, John Chester ; theyre not stained, as 
Mine are, with the old king’s blood.” 


I couldn’t 
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He thrust a small packet into his son-in- 
law’s hand. 

“And now send for Lucy and the boy,” 
he said; “and let me die in peace. I have 
nothing more to tell you, save what I have 
writ in that packet. Only find that deodar 
tree and the treasure’s yours, and itll come 
to you fair and square and honest. It was 
lawful prize of war, Jack, was that treasure. 
Send for Lucy, Jack, send for Lucy,” re- 
peated the old man. 

Within the hour old Mike Hogan was 
dead. 

“ What’s come over you, Jack?” said Lucy 
to her husband, anxiously. “You’ve never 
been the same man, John, since father died. 
John, are you losing heart ? ” 

“Tt isn’t that, my girl,” replied John 
Chester; “it’s avarice that’s got hold of me.” 

“ Avarice, John! You avaricious! You 
of all men in the world, John Chester! 
You, if you had been avaricious, might have 
been one of the richest men in the colony.” 

“If J had married old Jonghman’s widow, 
you mean,” laughed Jack Chester. “Well, 
I did seriously consider it, Lucy, once, and 
if you hadn’t been by, perhaps I might have 
married Jonghman’s widow. 1 have had a 
secret from you, my girl, and I have been a 
fool for my pains. A man who is blessed 
with a true wife, as I have been, need have 
no secrets.” And then and there John 
Chester told his wife of the buried treasure. 
“Pm glad it’s off my mind,” he said, when 
he had done. “You see, Loo, it’s an 
awkward sort of thing to do, to clear out of 
house and home and start on what may bea 
wild-goose chase, when one’s got a wife and 
a three-year-old child ; it’s a heavy responsi- 
bility ; and I take it that by the time I got 
to the place where the treasure is, or was, 
our money would be about gone, and if 
anything were to happen to me, what would 
become of you and the boy? And if 
nothing happened, and the treasure wasn’t 
there, there we should be landed in a strange 
country without a penny or a friend, and we 
should just have to begin life all over again.” 

“Jack,” said his wife, solemnly, “ you'll 
have to go; you’ve got to do it for the boy’s 
sake. We are very happy here, you and I, 
but we’ve got to think of him, Jack, and this 
is his chance. Besides, we are young, and 
strong, and honest, and neither of us is afraid 
of hard work. There are no more fortunes 
to be made in Boksfontein ; you can’t marry 
old Jonghman’s widow now, can you, dear?” 
Lucy Chester added, with a little laugh. “ That 
was your chance, Jack, and you missed it.” 
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“Bother Jonghman’s widow,” said John 
Chester. “Weve got to think over the 
thing seriously: this secret may be worth a 
great fortune, or just nothing at all. In the 
first place, we may never find it, even if it’s 
there ; or if we find the place, someone may 
have been beforehand with us.” 

“Weve got to take our chance of that,” 
said Lucy. 

“Pll read you the paper, my girl; it’s 
here,” he said, taking out his pocket-book 
and unfolding the little packet which had 
been placed in his hands by Lucy’s father. 
“Not that I need to read it, you know, it’s 
on my memory, and itll never be rubbed 







“STILL WE'VE FOUND THE RAJAH'S TREASURE, JACK, SAID LUCY.” 


out. I think of nothing else, Loo,” cried 
John Chester, excitedly. “ Listen. ‘ Zhe big 
tank ts about half a mile from the fort ; tt ts 
the place where the Rajah’s muggers are kept ; 
they say that by his order some of our women 
and children were thrown to the muggers ; and 
there is a sort of litte temple built of white 
marble, where they say he used to come to 
worship them and see them fed; its by that 
little temple that vow ll find the place. It ts 
under the thirteenth deodar, close to the trunk 
of the tree, counting from the little marble 
tomb, which has the twelve signs of the zodiac 
on tt in gilt letters’ ‘Yhat’s all; there is 
not another word. Your father was rather 
proud of knowing the signs of the zodiac : 
he remembered them by an absurd rhyme 
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which has been running in my head ever 
since :— 
The Ram, the Bull, the Heavenly Twins, 
And next the Crab and Lion shine ; 
The Virgin and the Scales. 
The Scorpion, Archer, and the Goat, 
The Man who holds the Watering-Pot, 
And Fish with glittering tails. 

“Bother the Ram and the Bull and the 
Heavenly Twins; bother the whole bag of 
tricks; I wish I had never heard of the dead 
man’s secret; I was a light-hearted chap, 
Loo, without a care, until I did. And now 
you know all about it, and it'll keep you 
awake at night, my dear, as it has me; and 
you'll think of nothing else but the Rajah’s 
treasure and the deodar trees, whatever 
kind of trees they may be, and the 
ridiculous rhyme about the Ram, the 
Bull, and the Heavenly Twins, which 
you'll go on repeating 
as I have done, till— 
till——” 

“ Till weve found the 
Rajah’s treasure, Jack,” 
said Lucy, placing her 
hand in her husband’s 
and kissing him upon the 
cheek. “How does it 
go, Jack?” said Lucy. 

“Oh, lor,” said John 
Chester, “it beats cock- 


fighting,” and then he 
repeated the  jingling 
words. 


“Once more, John,” 
said Lucy, persuasively. 
John Chester did as he 
was bid, and somewhat 
ungraciously accepted 
the encore. 

“T’ve got it, John,” 
cried his wife, triumph- 
antly, “and I don’t think I ever sha// forget 
it”; and, in order to make sure of it, she 
immediately proceeded to set it to music. 

“ Ah,” remarked the uncomplimentary 
John, “that’s the worst of ’em; there isn’t 
a tune that those words won't go to. I find 
myself singing them to the Old Hundredth.” 

At that moment Master Johnnie Chester, 
aged three, who till then had been lying 
asleep in his mother’s arms, woke. 

“That is a nice song, mother,” the child 
murmured. “Its a new song. Do sing it 
again, mummie.” 

“Oh, lor,” cried John Chester, “the boy 
has got it too now.” 


They landed in Bombay some three 
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months afterwards, and proceeded at once 
to Lucknow. ‘They found that getting to 
Bebreabad was not such a very easy matter. 
In the first place, it was with the greatest 
difficulty that they discovered where Bebrea- 
bad was. All they could learn about it was 
that the ruins of the fort were situated some 
fifty miles from the city of Lucknow, in an 
almost impenetrable jungle; people only 
went there to shoot tigers, and the neigh- 
bourhood was so infested by them that it 
was absolutely uninhabited. 

“No take mem -sahib to Bebreabad ; 
tiger he eat mem-sahib certain sure. Very 
much tiger in Bebreabad, and very much 
mosquito. All night long he bite chockra 
(little) sahib. Next morning his head all 
same as one water-melon. Bebreabad very 
bad place, sahib; just one debbil-house. 
Sahib go, Mahomed Ali go ; mem-sahib and 
chockra sahib they stop Lucknow.” 

These were the warning words uttered 
by the English-speaking Mussulman whom 
Chester had engaged as servant and factotum 
at the little second-rate hotel in Lucknow, 
kept by an amiable Parsee named Rummaji 
Dummaji. But Lucy would not be separated 
from her husband. 

“Where you go, Jack, I will go,” she said, 
“and we can’t leave Johnnie.” . 

It took them four days to reach Bebreabad. 
They travelled there in a bullock-cart, you 
see, and after the second day their road lay 
through a mere jungle-path, and villages 
became few and far between. When they at 
length reached Bebreabad itself they found 
it to consist of some dozen mud shanties 
which resembled inferior pig-sties ; there 
they put up for the night. On cross-examining 


the villagers through the medium of Mohamed ` 


Ali they had no difficulty whatever. in ascer- 
taining the whereabouts of the alligator tank. 

“ Mugger tank, he much fine place once,” 
said Mohamed Ali; “he all marble steps 
round him once. Yes, muggerpir he very 
much a No. 1 dam fine place. Muggers all 
the same as god once, you know. Indian 
man in these parts say him prayers to mugger. 
When king not love wife, mugger eat ; all bad 
mans these parts, mugger eat; nebber too 
much lily girl these parts, mugger eat. All 
them things changed now; Commissioner 
Sahib he take away muggers’ white marble 
Steps, he build school with ’em ; officer sahib 
he come shoot mugger when he please. 
Nobody give mugger sheep, or goat, or lily 
girl now ; no one fill mugger’s stumjack now. 
Sahib want to go and see? We go and see 
to-morrow ; we take kid, we feed mugger, we 
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eat breakfast, we give priest one rupee, then 
priest salaam, he make very much bless ; then 
we go back Lucknow, nothing more to see in 
Bebreabad.” 

“Thats the programme, Mohamed Ali,” 
said Jack ; ‘that’s exactly what weve come 
to Bebreabad to do: we want to see the 
muggers.” 

Jack and Lucy his wife and little Johnnie 
passed the night in the best of the wretched 
hovels of the village of Bebreabad. The 
next morning they started on foot for 
Muggerpir. 

The place was a short half-hour’s walk 
from the village. The great tank, as Mohamed 
Ali ‘had said, had been dismantled; it was 
now nothing more than a big pond formed 
in a small valley by a dam which imprisoned 
the waters flowing froma tiny spring ; around 
the stagnant pool of black and fetid water 
ran a low mud wall, which prevented the 
egress of the hideous reptiles who had once 
been worshipped as gods. 

But the little temple had remained un- 
touched; it formed the residence of the 
guardian of the alligators. He was their 
hereditary high priest, the last of his line, a 
weird being, an old, old man, who looked 
like a living skeleton in rags; he, and he 
alone, still loved and worshipped the hideous 
occupants of that dreadful place. 

The old man advanced and salaamed some- 
what sulkily to Chester and his wife; it is 
perhaps enough to make a man surly when 
he is called upon to turn his gods into a 
show, and when that function is his only 
livelihood. The old man’s fathers, his pre- 
decessors, had been wealthy nobles, feared 
and respected by their numerous co-religion- 
ists. ‘The old man spoke English fluently ; 
this rather astonished Chester and his wife. 

“I lived in prison in Bombay,” he said, in 
explanation, “for twenty years. I and my 
master, the Rajah, who was killed here in 
Bebreabad, had taken a prominent part in 
the Mutiny. I had earned my punishment,” 
he added, with a fiendish chuckle. “Ten 
years ago they turned me loose; I came 
back here. I am their priest,” he said, 
pointing to the alligators’ tank, ‘and had 
to; and it is my privilege to bask in the 
sun of the generosity of the sahib.” 

“We'll take a look round,” said Jack, 
simply. 

It was with beating hearts that John 
Chester and his wife, who was leading her 
little child, walked down towards the alligator 
tank, past the row of gigantic deodars, 
odorous with their resinous smell. 
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“We'll sit here and rest a bit,” said Jack, 
when they came to the thirteenth tree count- 
ing from the little white marble tomb, upon 
which blazed in the strong sun in pure 
untarnished gold the twelve zodiacal signs. 

“ The Ram, the Bull, the Heavenly Twins,” 
muttered Jack Chester, as he nudged his 
wife. “The scent is getting warmer,” he had 
added as they passed the tomb. 

“Will you go back and tell my servant to 
bring the kid?” he said, turning to the aged 
priest. 

“On my eyes, on my eyes,” whined the 
old man; “the muni- 
ficence of the sahib 
is great, and my illus- 
trious charges are 
hungry, very hungry,” 
he added, with a 
wolfish look at the 
chubby Johnnie. 

When the old man 
was gone John 


Chester hastily ex- 
amined the tree. 
“It is the very 


spot, Loo,” he cried, 
excitedly ; “there is 
the place where father 
cut his initials, M.H. ; 
do you not see them, 
girl?” he cried. And 
then he lifted her up 
in his strong arms 
that she might ex- 
amine the time- 
worn carving which 
her fathers hand 
had traced years 
ago :— 
M. H. 

There was no 
mistake about it: : 
they had reached - X 
the place in which 
the dead man had 
buried the trea- 
sure seven-and-thirty years ago. As husband 
and wife stood there hand in hand they 
both trembled with excitement. 

“ John,” cried Lucy, as she laid her head 
upon her husband’s shoulder, “I never 
dared to hope that we should find it. And, 
oh, Jack, dear, I sha’n’t have come to you 
empty-handed after all. (Only to think, 
dear,” went on the happy mother as she 
shed tears of joy, “that our boy will be a 
rich man now.” 

“ Don’t set your heart upon it too much, 
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my girl,” said prudent John.  ‘ There’s 
many a slip, little woman. But the old man 
will he back with the kid directly, I suppose, 
and we’ve got to see the show, Lucy.” 

“I couldn’t see it, John, dear,” cried Lucy. 
“T couldn’t bear to see it. What, see that 
poor little bleating thing torn to pieces by 
those wretches? Oh, John, John, I couldn’t 
have the heart to see such a sight.” 

“Weve got to justify our presence here, 
but there’s no earthly reason why you should 
see it if you don’t want to. It’s better to feed 
them with dead kids than live babies, any- 
how; and I am glad 
that the Government 
has stopped that beastly 
custom for good and 
all. Walk back with 
Johnnie, and as soon 
as the brutes have 
been fed TIl join you. 
Run along, little 
woman; here’s 
Mohamed Ali and the 
old boy with the kid.” 

Lucy and the 
English -speaking ser- 

vant, the boy trot- 
ting on in front of 
them, started at 
once through the 
grove of deodars in 
the direction of the 
little white marble 
temple. 

The guardian of 
the sacred alligators 
knelt upon the 
ground and ap- 
peared to be pray- 
ing over the little 
animal that lay 
bound before him, 

b bleating piteously 
for its liberty, and 
ever and anon rais- 
ing its head and 
gazing around with unsuspecting eyes. 

Half in and half out of the stagnant waters 
lay some dozen of the most monstrous of the 
abominable-looking saurians ; their mouths, 
wide open, showed the rows of cruel fangs 
and the huge, dry tongues; while on the inky 
water floated, looking like logs of rotten 
wood, the heads of innumerable smaller 
monsters. Not one of the creatures moved, 
there was not even a ripple upon the water’s 
surface of the great pool; those out of the 
water didn’t seem alive, they looked more 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE RAM, THE BULL, AND THE HEAVENLY TWINS. 167 


like stuffed specimens or great, ghastly wood- 
carvings which the sun had bleached. Only 
their eyes, their cruel yellow eyes, showed 
that they lived. 

The priest gave three eldritch screams, and 
raised the sacrifice high in the air. In an instant 
there was a wondrous commotion in the tank: 
the bigger reptiles, who had been basking on 
its brink, slid silently back into the slimy 
ooze, as though drawn into it by invisible 
hands, and disappeared, tail first, as if 
by magic, only to reappear again in the 
centre of the pool, whose waters were now 
churned into a mass of dark green foam by 
the lashing tails of the hungry crowd of 
smaller creatures of their race. The great 






““ HE THRICE WAVED THE SACRIFICE AROUND HIS HEAD.” 


mouths gaped wide in expectation; a hun- 
dred pairs of sparkling, cruel eyes were fixed 
expectant upon the priest and the victim; 
the old man screeched out something in 
words which, of course, John Chester could 
not understand ; then, with strange strength 
for one so old, he thrice waved the sacri- 
fice around his head, and the hundred 
bungry mouths moved three times, each in a 
little circle of its own, with a dreadful 
regularity hideous to behold. With a yell 
the priest hurled the little animal down 
into the pool: the thing was over in an 
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instant. As the poor little beast disappeared 
never to rise again all the heads vanished 
beneath the raging waters, thrashed into 
commotion by the blows of the tails of the 
struggling reptiles which now appeared upon 
the surface. The filthy water was splashed 
high in air in every direction. Then the 
heads appeared once more, the ripples 
gradually died away, and the noise of the 
struggling alligators ceased, and all was 
silence ; it was a silence so deep and solemn 
that John Chester could not raise his voice 
even to express his horror. 

“ Ameen, ameen,’ cried the old priest. 
“Tr is finished, sahib,” he said; “the 
sacrifice is accomplished; it is but a tiny 
morsel for each of the Lords of Heaven,” 
he added. ‘Only to think, sahib,” he 
said, mournfully, “that I can remember 
the time when never a day 
passed but a man, a woman, 
or a child was flung to the 
Lords of Heaven by these very 
hands.” 

“Ts it true that you threw 
your white prisoners to them— 
the women and children, I mean 
—during the Mutiny?” asked 
John Chester. 

“I can’t answer that, sahib,” 
mumbled out the old man, warily. 
“ My memory is gone,” he added, 
with a fiendish grin. ‘Twenty 
years in your prison,” he con- 
tinued, sulkily, “have made me 
forget many things, and what 
was done in those days was 
avenged by you upon the Rajah, 
my master. You levelled his 
fort here in Bebreabad with the 
ground; you killed his people 
and his sons ; you took his lands 
and slew him in his own fort, 
and his name and race are 
blotted out for ever. But the 
Rajah, my master, was able to 
secrete his treasure ere he died, thanks 
to the protection of the Lords of Heaven. 
You never got his treasure,” he mut- 
tered. “And now,” he added, in a pro- 
fessional whine, “the servant of my Lord 
is waiting the bounty of your munificent 
hand.” Here the old man stretched out a 
brown paw, which looked hardly human. 

John Chester placed a couple of bright 
rupees in the outstretched palm; the old 
man salaamed respectfully, and then walked 
away among the trees, muttering to himself. 

When John Chester reached the little 
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temple he found a capital breakfast laid out 
upon the floor by Mahomed Ali. But the 
only person who did justice to the break- 
fast was the youthful Johnnie. What John 
Chester had seen at the alligator tank had 
not sharpened his appetite, and his excite- 
ment with respect to the dead man’s secret 
had killed it altogether. John Chester could 
not eat, but he drank a big glass of brandy- 
pani at a draught; and then he started, 
carrying with him in a bag a small mattock, 
which he had had constructed in Bombay in 
two pieces, and soon arrived at the little 
marble tomb on which were the gilt signs of 
the zodiac ; and then he marched up to the 
thirteenth deodar tree, lighted a cheroot, and 
gazed around him. 

With the exception of the Lords of 
Heaven, who lay in their tank below lazily 
staring at him, there wasn’t a living creature 
in sight. 

John Chester screwed his mattock together 
and commenced operations at once ; within 
five minutes he came upon the buried 
treasure ; he had made a hole some two 
feet deep at the foot of the tree, and 
there it lay in the dry sand, wrapped in 
what had once been a handkerchief, that 
crumbled to pieces beneath his trembling 
fingers. The very first thing he came upon 
was the old King’s rosary, the great green 
beads of which he knew were priceless 
emeralds. ‘There were strange barbaric 
ornaments, mostly diamonds, mounted in 
old-fashioned silver settings, two or three 
strings of huge pearls, and, odd companion 
to these treasures, a little quarter-pound tin 
canister, on which was the well-known trade- 
mark of the negro boy smoking a short pipe, 
and the announcement that it contained 
Superior Bristol Shag. John Chester found 
it rather difficult to open the canister—seven- 
and-thirty years had rusted the lid on; but 
it yielded at last, and what he saw made 
John’s eyes sparkle and caused his heart to 
beat faster than it had ever beaten in his life 
before : the canister was crammed choke-full 
of cut stones of immense value; the crown 
jewels of the Rajah of Bebreabad had 
probably been forced from their settings for 
the sake of portability, and had been secreted 
about the old King’s person. ‘bere were 
great Indian diamonds of the finest water, 
rubies of the true pigeon’s blood hue, stones 
worth more than diamonds of twice their 
size ; sapphires of the cornflower colour and 
of deepest indigo ; and emeralds of all shapes 
and sizes of the darkest, deepest green. 
John Chester’s fingers trembled as he 
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crammed the stones back into the canister, 
and noted with astonishment as he did so 
the huge cubical crystal on which the names 
of seven Indian monarchs were faintly 
scratched, which he rightly guessed to be 
the long-lost Cheragh-u-Dunya, or Lamp of 
the World. 

Then John Chester twisted up the jewels 
and the canister in his own pocket-handker- 
chief, knotting it firmly; he ran his fingers 
anxiously through the loose sand at the 
bottom of the hole, but he found nothing— 
he had made a clean sweep of the Rajah’s 
treasure. It took him but a few seconds to 
fill the hole, to trample the sand down with 
his feet, to unscrew the mattock and replace 
it in his black bag; and then he sauntered 
leisurely towards the little temple to tell the 
good news to his wife. As he passed the 
little marble tomb engraved with the gilt 
zodiacal signs he began to sing for very joy, 
and the air was one of his own invention— 
the words were childish :— 

The Ram, the Bull, the Heavenly Twins ; 
And next the Crab and Lion shine ; 
The Virgin and the Scales. 
The Scorpion, Archer, and the Goat, 
The Man who holds the Watering-pot, 
And Fish with glittering tails. 
Ri tooral ooral ooral ooral ri tooral ooral lay. 

He kept on singing this idiotic nonsense 
till he reached the little temple of white 
marble. As he entered the door at one side 
he fancied that he saw the flutter of some- 
thing white disappear through the opposite 
entrance, which was on the farther side of 
the square, windowless chamber. His wife 
lay dozing upon her mattress. 

“Tve got em, Loo,” shouted John Chester. 
“T’ve got the whole blessed bag of tricks.” 

Lucy woke with a start. “Got what, 
Jack ?” she cried, half awake and half asleep ; 
“got what?” 

“Tve got your fortune, my girl; Pve got 
what we came here to find; I’ve got——” 

“John!” shrieked Lucy. “John Chester ! 
Where’s the boy? He must have run out, 
John, while I slept. Oh, John, the alli- 
gators !” 

John Chester rushed to the door, followed 
by his wife; what he saw made his father’s 
heart well-nigh burst, for at some distance 
from where he stood, away under the avenue 
of deodars, and within a hundred yards of 
the Place of Sacrifice, he saw the guardian of 
the alligators tottering along at a shambling 
run, and—horror of horrors !—the old man 
was clutching to his breast the missing boy, 
the apple of his eye, his little Johnnie ! 

John Chester didn’t stop to shout: he ran, 
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flying down the avenue with teeth set and 
staring eyes. As he neared the priest the 
old man half turned his head and gave him 
one fiendish look, a look which told his 
dreadful purpose. The hurrying priest gave 
three screams, which summoned the alli- 
gators to their meal; but as he reached the 
coign of vantage from which he would have 
precipitated his victim Jack Chester closed 
with him, snatching the child from his 
clinging arms and hurl- 


ing the old man to the —_—____-—-- 
ground as he did so. 
n 





hungry crowd of grim and awful monsters 
awaiting their meal. 

Then the old man tottered to his feet. 
“ Dog of an unbeliever,” he yelled, with con- 
centrated venom, “you have murdered me ! 
The Sacred Invitation has been uttered! I, 
their priest and guardian, dare not deprive 
the Lords of Heaven of the promised sacrifice. 
A dying man curses you, and the whole race 
of oppressors to which you belong.” 

He spoke no other word, but thrice 
waved his withered arms high in air, 
and with a shriek flung himself headlong 
into the tank below. 

Jobn Chester closed his eyes and 
turned away, he could not bear to look 
upon the sickening sight. When he did 
look the last ripple was dying away from 
the black waters, on which green and 
yellow bubbles floated; there was no 
other sign of life tkere, for the black 
logs floated motionless upon the pool, 
and the largest of the monsters lay with 
closed eyes half in, half out, of the 
stagnant water. 


From the Zimes of 189-: “Mr. 
John Chester to be a 
Companion of the Star 
of India.” 

From the same journal 
three days later: “We 
understand that the long- 
lost diamond, known as 
the Cheragh - u - Dunya, 
or Lamp of the World, 
once the property of 
that notorious rebel the 
Rajah of Bebreabad, has 





eye — at length come into 
yee the hands of the Indian 


Government.” 
From Zhe Tara- 


7 s 7 = UW 
“JACK CHESTER SNATCHED THF CHILD FROM HIS ARMS.” aiddle : We are glad 


Below, in the centre of the tank, were the 
expectant reptiles with sparkling yellow eyes 
and cruel jaws agape; and Jack Chester 
clasped his boy to his heart and he muttered 
a thanksgiving to Heaven as he looked at the 
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to announce that the 


‘noble mansion of the late Lord Rattle- 


cash at Hyde Park Corner has been 
acquired by the new millionaire, Mr. 
John Chester, late of Boksfontein, South 
Africa.” : 
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How the Victoria Cross ts Made. 


With photographs taken by George Newnes, Ltd. 


By OME see the Dolphin'’s an- 
chor forged.” That was the 
invitation of a poet. Mine, 
however, is for a subject of 
much less magnitude, yet of 
far greater value. I ask you 
to accompany me in your imagination to see 
made the little bronze cross which, insignifi- 
cant in money worth though it be, is yet, in 
the estimation of the nation and of the 
world, the most priceless which the British 
Sovereign can bestow. No wealth can 
purchase it; no Prince of the most 
Imperial purple can, with all his pride of 
place, procure the privilege of wearing 
it suspended among the insignia of the 
orders which blaze upon his breast. It must 
be won as it is worn, worthily, and it marks 
the wearer as a king among his fellows 
though he be only a private in the Army, a 
bluejacket in the Navy, or the least con- 
sidered of the non-combatants in the world. 
“For valour!” ‘That is its motto. That 
is the inspiration of its award. It can only 
be won by him who is not merely not afraid 
to look on the face of death, but is willing 
to dare the King of Terrors and try a fall 
with him, with the odds in favour of the grim 
conqueror coming off victorious. 

It is not yet fifty years old, for it was 
instituted, as anyone may see who cares to 
turn up the records, by a Royal warrant 
dated January 
29th, 1856, at the 
end of the Cri- 
mean War, and 
its design is un- 
derstood to have 
been made by no 
less a personage 
than the artist 
hand of the: la- 
mented Prince 
Consort. 

Its object was, 
as everyone 
knows, “to place 
all persons on a 
perfectly equal 
footing in relation 
to eligibility for 
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the decoration, that neither rank, nor 
long service, nor wounds, nor any other 
circumstance or condition whatever save 
the merit of conspicuous bravery shall 
be held to establish a sufficient claim to 
the honour” — qualifications which were, 
on April 23rd, 1881, more clearly defined 
as “conspicuous bravery or devotion to 
the country in the presence of the enemy’ 
—the condition which makes the youngest 
private the equal of the Commander-in-Chief 
himself and binds them in the brotherhood 
of blood bravery when the bronze Cross 
hangs upon their breast. . 

Whenever occasion calls for the bestowal 
of the cross the War Office sends a written 
order to Messrs. Hancocks and Co., of New 
Bond Street, silversmiths to the Queen, for 
the number required. The order invariably 
states that they are to be made the “same as 
before,” an almost superfluous instruction, 
one would think, for it is hardly within the 
region of speculative politics that any jeweller 
would be found bold enough to vary the 
pattern, least of all the firm which has always 
made the crosses and preserves all the tradi- 
tions of the manufacture as carefully and as 
worthily as they deserve. 

With the order for making crosses there is 
sent a supply of bronze which once formed 
part of some Russian guns taken in the 
Crimea. If, however, as sometimes happens, 





THE BRONZF, TAKEN FROM RUSSIAN GUNS CAPTURED IN THE CRIMEA, IS SENT IN THIS FORM 
FROM THE WAK OFFICE TO THE MAKERS, 
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HOW THE VICTORIA CROSS /S MADE. 


the jewellers have a supply of the metal left 
over, the War Office waits until that is used 
before sending another supply. Until the 
last time the metal has always been sent 
in rough lumps of various irregular shapes, 
but the last lot consisted of two cylindrical 
bars packed in a wooden box as represented 
in the illustration on the preceding page: 
These bars were, for some reason, covered 
with paint, one a very dark green and the 
other khaki colour, but the bright copper 
yellow, lustre of the metal could easily be 
seen at the two ends, which were not painted. 

The process of the manufacture of the 
Victoria Cross is entirely different from that 
of all other war medals and decorations. 
Although, therefore, their intrinsic worth is 
practically nothing, for. the worth of the 
bronze would not exceed a few pence at the 
most, yet the cost of production is relatively 
considerable. Indeed, it has often happened 
that in the auction-room, to which necessity 
or some circumstance of another character 
has brought the bronze “ badge of courage,” 
the collector has willingly paid for the 
emblem which he is not privileged to wear 
a sum a hundred times greater than it 
originally cost to produce. 

In the case of the ordinary medals, steel 
dies are made and the articles are stamped 
up complete with one blow of the press, so 
that they can be turned out by the hundreds 
and thousands with little or no trouble at all. 
For the Victoria 
Cross, however, no 
dies are in exis- 
tence to produce 
them by the score, 
much less in larger 
numbers. Each 
one is, in fact, 
made separately 
and goes through a 
certain number of 
manual processes, 
which culminate in 
the production of 
what is reallya work 
of art. This is as it 
should be to mark 
Out its possessor as 
different from his 
companions who, 
without undervalu- 
ing in any way their 


17I 
their other comrades the brunt of the 
campaign. 

_ The bronze used is of a very hard quality, 
and asa record is kept by the Government 
of the quantity supplied and the number of 
crosses which are made, it has all to be 
accounted for, allowance being naturally 
made for the waste which is inevitable. For 
this reason the bronze is weighed out to the 
workmen with as much care as if it were 
one of the precious metals like gold or 
platinum. 

The first operation in connection with 
the manufacture takes place in the foundry 
where the cross is cast. The first cross was 
modelled by the artist inta hard wax from 
which a model pattern was cast. This was 
preserved with great care, and from this 
pattern moulds are made in specially pre- 
pared sand, which is capable of retaining 
a good impression. ‘These moulds, which, it 
need hardly be said, are made in two parts, 
are allowed to become thoroughly dry and 
hard, and the surfaces are prepared with 
plumbago to give them additional smooth- 
ness. 

The sand is packed in a little iron case made 
in two halves interlocking very closely and ac- 
curately, and at the upper part of each half of 
the case is a semicircular hollow which, when 
the two halves are joined, forms a complete 
circle. When the mould is got ready a piece 
of wood is placed in the sand, and when the 








services or their 
danger and devo- 
tion, have merely 
Shared with all 
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FILING AND DRILLING THE ROUGH CAST. 


two ends of the case are brought together 
and joined the wood is removed, thus leav- 
ing a tube connecting directly with the 
mould of the medal so that the liquid metal 
may be poured into it. 

Thus prepared, the mould is placed in a 
large iron bath, so that in case any of the 
metal is spilt in pouring it may be readily 
recovered. The bronze is melted in crucibles 
of clay or plumbago placed in a powerful 
draught furnace. 

The temperature of this is somewhere 
about 2,ooodeg. Fahr., a heat almost intoler- 
able for the ordinary individual even to 
come near. In spite of this, however, the 
operator watches carefully for the melting of 
the bronze. When it becomes liquid he 
withdraws the white-hot pot by means of a 
pair of long tongs, and pours the molten 
liquid into the moulds with as much dexterity 
and with, as a rule, as little loss as a lady 
pours out a cup of tea in the afternoon. 

Although, to the untrained individual, it 
may seem quite easy, it nevertheless requires 
great judgment to get the metal at exactly 
the right temperature, and only practice does 
that. Ifthe bronze is too hot it burns, and 
the zinc and tin evaporate, giving off noxious 
and dangerous fumes, at the same time 
altering the composition of the alloy. If, on 
the other hand, the bronze is not hot 
enough it does not flow readily, and 
so fails to fill up the interstices of the 
mould accurately. Even with the 
employment of workmen who have 
made the cross for many years, it 
often happens that when the metal 
is cooled and the moulds are broken 
many of the medals are found to be 
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imperfect, and have to be re-melted and 
cast a second time over. The same is true 
with regard to the bar decorated with laurel 
leaves, to which the letter “ V” is attached, 
and which is made in exactly the same way 
as the cross, but separately from it, 

On taking the cross from the mould it is 
quite easy to see a thin, rough line along the 
edges where the two halves of the mould 
have joined. This is always intensified in 
places where the metal has run, and gives 
the medal a distinctly rough appearance at 
the edges. The design, too, is dull and flat, 
and is anything but sharp, while the colour 
is like that of a dirty penny. Each of these 
defects has to be remedied in turn. For this 
they are sent from the foundry to the factory, 
where they are examined carefully, and all 
the faulty places are repaired. 

The first thing is to make the edges true 
and smooth. ‘This is done by hand and 
with a file, but it is not easy work on account 
of the hardness of the metal. After the 
edges are smoothed the workman drills a 
hole at the top of the cross for the ring 
which connects it with the bar. 

While now perfect as to shape, the surface 
still remains rough and entirely lacking in 
the detai! of the finished cross. To produce 
this the medal is sent to the chaser, who 
embeds it in a ball of pitch on an iron bullet 
in order to keep it steady. With variously 
shaped punches and a small hammer he goes 
carefully over the whole surface, back and 
front, until all the detail is brought up and 
the design appears in bold relief from the 
matted ground-work. 

In this process, too, the letters are brought 
into sharp relief, the tufts of hair on the 
mane and tail of the lion are engraved, and 









CHASING THE CAST, WHICH IS EMREDDED IN PITCH. 
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the effect of 
the different 
portions of the 
crown isheight- 
ened. By the 
time the cross 
leaves the 
chaser’s hand 
it looks quite 
different from 
what it did 
when he re- 
ceived it, as 
will be seen 
by comparing 
the two illus- 
trations show- 
ing the cross 
just after casting and when it is complete. 

This chasing process, insignificant though 
it may appear, is a matter of several hours’ 
hard work to a good man, who dare not, 
even if he would, neglect his task, for each 
cross when it is finished has to be submitted 
to the War Office for its inspection. The 
same processes are gone through with the 
making of the bar, and when the chasing of 
both is entirely satisfactory they are sent to 
be bronzed by treatment with various acids 
until the uniformly dark tone so well known is 
given to them. 





THE ROUGH CAST—REVERSE SIDE. 


Then the 
top bar with 
its steel pins 
and connect- 
ing ring are 
put together ; 
the ribbon, 


which is red 
for the Army 
and non-com- 
batants and 
blue for the 
Navy, is at- 
tached, and the 
cross is ready 
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for delivery to 
the War Office. 
Even then, 
however, the 
jewellers work 
is not finished, 
for each cross 
is sent back to 
Messrs. Han- 
cocks and Co. 
in order to 
have the name 
of the recipi- 
ent and the 
date on which 
he won it en- 
graved upon it. 
The name and 
rank of the man are cut on one line on 
the bar and the name of the regiment in 
another immediately under it, thus :— 





THE ROUGH CAST— FRONT VIEW. 


PRIVATE THOMAS ATKINS, 
roth Hussars ; 


and in the semicircular part of the cross at 
the back are the day, the month, and the 
year of the deed of conspicuous bravery set 
out in three lines, as is seen in the illustration. 
As it hangs on the breast of the hero it adorns 
the cross, with 
ribbon, bar, 
and pin com- 
plete, weighs 
less than roz. : 
about 432grs., 
or ‘goz. to be 
accurate. OFf 
this the cross 
itself takes as 
nearly as pos- 
sible 24ogrs., 
the bar 72grs., 
and the ribbon 
and pin the re- 
mainder. 


THE FINISHED CROSS—- FRONT, 
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The Pandora. 


FROM ThE FRENCH OF CHARLES FOLEY. 


ES, Jean Mirol certainly is 
a fine, kind-hearted fellow, 
said Chatry, after we had all 
been sounding the praises 
of the celebrated sculptor. 
All that you have just 
been telling about his early days and his 
heroic struggles to get on and to make a 
name proves his energetic character. I 
could tell you, though, 
an episode, simple 
enough certainly, but 
which shows how un- 
selfish and noble he 
is in the midst of his 
present glory and 
success. 

We became friends, 
thanks to several of my 
articles, in which I had 
expressed opinions 
with which he agreed. 
We lived quite near 
each other, and in the 
evenings he would 
often come in after 
dinner to have a chat 
with me. I used to 
walk back with him 
when he went home, 
and sometimes I would 
go up to his studio 
and we would con- 
tinue our conversa- 
tions on art until quite 
late in the night. 

The studio was on 
the fifth story of the 
house, and adjoining 
it was the flat in which the sculptor lived 
with his mother. The poor old lady 
scarcely ever left the house, as she had 
become blind and was obliged to grope her 
way about, so that she was terrified when she 
went outdoors even with her son. 

She was never happy or at ease anywhere 
except in this flat. She had lived there for 
years, and of course knew every nook and 
corner, and could lay her hand on anything 
she wanted. She would walk about back- 
wards and forwards without knocking against 
the furniture, and was so brisk in her move- 
ments that one was apt to forget she had 
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“SHE WAS ALWAYS GROPING ABOUT PICKING 
THINGS UP.” 


By Atys HALLARD. 


lost her eyesight. Like most blind people 
she was always groping about, picking things 
up and turning them over in her fingers, 
feeling the shape of them in order to get an 
idea of everything she could not see. 

Nearly every day Jean used to bring back 
to his studio something that he had picked 
up at curiosity shops, and the room was so 
full of these things that it looked like a 
regular bric-à-brac 
warehouse with all the 
boxes and packing- 
cases about. Knowing 
his mothers habit of 
groping about, and 
fearing lest she might 
stumble over the cases, 
he begged her never 
to go into the studio 
when he was absent. 
This was not the only 
precaution he took for 
the sake of his poor 
old mother. When 
in her presence her 
sons friends spoke 
of Jeans works it 
always made her sad. 
“ How hard it is,” she 
would say, “that I 
cannot see my son’s 
statues, when every- 
one else is admiring 
them.” And then she 
would have a fit of 
profound silence and 


melancholy. 
In consequence of 
this Mirol left off 


speaking of his work and his projects when 
his mother was present, and it was an under- 
stood thing with his intimate friends that the 
subject should be avoided. This constraint 
was nevertheless painful to’ the artist, and it 
was no doubt on account of it that he came 
so frequently to see me in the evenings. 
For several months he had been extremely 
absent-minded and pensive, haunted by an 
inspiration which had come to him and of 
which he gave me a vague idea. He was 
meditating on the expression for a Pandora, 
the attitude of which he had decided on. 
He had tried several models, had made a 
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THE PANDORA. 


hundred different sketches, and had thought 
it out carefully, but it was all in vain; he 
could not find the right expression for this 
complex character. 

One evening he arrived in high spirits ; 
perfectly exuberant, in fact. 

“I have it!” he exclaimed, as he entered 
the room. “The inspiration has come to me 
at last. For the last eight months I have 
been longing for it, and all at once, quite 
suddenly, it 
came. I don’t 
know how it 
was—but there 
Itvis) . 234. fins 
Ished . . .. I 
shall not touch 
it again. ... 
I am so de 
lighted about 
it—oh, so de- 
lighted, I could 
not even resist 
telling my 
mother . . 

I am positively 
suffocating with 
the joy of it 
.... Come 
out with me 
and let us 
have some 
fresh air.” 

He was in 
a perfect 
frenzy of ex- 
citement, just 
like some 
lover who had 
finally been 
accepted when : 
he was on the j 


brink of des- 
pair. I took 
my hat and followed him downstairs. 


When once we were in the street he 
put his arm through mine and hurried 
me along, telling me all the time how 
he had worked and waited, how he had 
hoped and despaired, going through a perfect 
torment until that day when the miracle had 
taken place, and the idea had been freed 
from the mist which surrounded it, so that 
he had seen clearly in a sudden ray of sun- 
shine just what he had to depict—the glance, 
the smile, the whole face. And whilst under 
the intoxicating influence of his conception 
he had realized all this with a few touches to 
the clay. 
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“THE PANDORA.” 
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“ It is my Masterpiece !” he exclaimed. 
“Yes, this time I can feel that it is my 
masterpiece !” 

He spoke in the most excited way, wild 
with joy, giving vent all at once to what had 
been fermenting in his brain during eight 
months of silence and meditation. He 
went on walking, chattering as though he 
would never cease, until, simply with listen- 
ing to him and endeavouring to keep up 
with his giant strides, I 
was perfectly breathless. 
Then, suddenly, in the 
midst of his enthusiasm, 
he stopped short. 

“All that I have told 
you will never make you 
understand or even give 


you the faintest idea of 
my Pandora. Come and 
see her.” 

And in the 


same wild hurry 
he took me to 
his home. 

Coughing 

“and panting I 

followed him 
up the five 
flights of stairs, 
and when he 
reached the 
landing with 
the two doors 
I saw him bend 

= ‘forward? dn a 
listening atti- 
tude. 

“I can hear 
my mother,” he 
said, frowning 
with annoyance 
and anxiety; 
“what im the 

world is she doing here? I have asked her 
never to come here during my absence. It 
is to be hoped - -—” 

He did not finish the sentence, but, taking 
his keys from his pocket, opened the studio 
door and entered. There was a noise of 
something being knocked down, a cry of 
anguish, and then perfect silence. 

With a bound I sprang up the last few 
stairs and rushed into the studio. 

Mirol, fearfully pale and completely over- 
come, was leaning against the wal. He 
could not find a word to utter in his intense 
grief. His poor old mother, her face as pale 
as his, was standing in the middle of the 
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room, trembling all over, her hands clasped 
in supplication. Between them, and just in 
front of the overturned stool, lay a lump of 
clay, a shapeless mass, completely flattened 
out in its wet clothes. 


I understood at once this silent scene of a . 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


desolation of that poor old face, all wrinkled 
with grief, made a great effort, and shook off 
the nightmare-like torpor which had taken 
possession of him. 

“No!” he exclaimed, in a voice that was 
so calm and good-tempered that I, too, 





“IN FRONT OF THR OVERTURNED STOOL LAY A LUMP OF CLAY, A SHAPELESS MASS.” 


drama, which to anyone else would have 
seemed meaningless, but which appeared 
almost tragi? to me, knowing, as I did, all 
that it involved. 

On hearing her son coming in unexpectedly, 
conscious of having disobeyed him and of 
being caught satisfying her curiosity, poor 
Madame Mirol had completely lost her head 
and forgotten all precautions. 

In her haste to escape, and to get out of 
the studio before her son should discover 
her, she had knocked against one of the 
stools and upset it. 

The silence was poignant. The poor 
blind woman stood there, shivering in every 
limb with anxiety, her hands uplifted, her 
face haggard and so terribly pale in the 
shaded studio that even I felt an immense 
pity for her. 

“Oh, Jean!” she said at last, in a changed 
voice—a voice tremulous with terror—‘ tell 
me quickly-—tell me—it is not your Pandora, 
is it?” 

And Jean, seeing the distress and utter 
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felt immensely relieved. ‘Oh, no, thank 
Heaven, it is not Pandora—no, it is only a 
study in the rough—just a bust. But you 
did give me a fright, mother ! ” 

The old lady’s cheeks flushed with joy, and 
she let her arms fall, with a sigh of relief. 

“Oh, how glad I am, how glad I am that 
it is not irreparable. Oh, Jean, I will never 
come into your studio again alone—I promise 
you that. Kiss me, my boy, to show me that 
you have forgiven me !” 

The big, brave fellow stepped across 
the room to kiss her, and as he passed me 
he pointed to the crumbled clay and 
whispered :— 

“ Throw all that into the bucket, will you ? 
—TI should never have the courage to touch 
it—it would break my heart. Mind you 
never tell the poor old lady what it was, it 
would make her too unhappy.” 

He blinked as he spoke to keep two tears 
from falling, and I understood that he had 
not told her the truth, and that this was his 
Pandora. 
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A Campaign Against Avalanches. 
By A. DE Burcu. 


Uilustrated by special permission hy photographs the property of the Austrian State Railways. 


the various railways con- 
structed through the Alps none 
is more interesting, more pic- 
A} turesque, or more important 
j than the Arlberg Railway, 

Z which forms a short connection 
between four countries, namèly, Austria, 
Switzerland, France, and, wd@ the Lake of 
Constance, South Germany. Starting from 
Innsbruck, and passing Landeck, St. Anton, 
and Bludenz, it reaches Feldkirch, where it 
divides into two branches—one to Zurich and 
one to Bregenz. It was opened to the public 
on September 2oth, 1884, the Emperor 
Francis Joseph of Austria performing the 
opening ceremony in person. Although it 
would be interesting to give a full descrip- 
tion of this skilfully carried out work of 
engineering, of the tunnel over 30,000ft. 
long, of its many high and wide bridges 
and viaducts, it is not the purpose of 
the present paper to give a dissertation 
on railway building, and we will there- 
fore only touch on such points as will 
assist our readers to grasp the serious 
difficulties and dangers which have had to be 
overcome outside the ordinary obstacles 
encountered in such undertakings as the con- 
struction of mountain railways. It will be 
necessary to show the great elevations 
attained by the track, and to point out that at 
such heights the snow-fall is absolutely 
phenomenal ; and although snow-ploughs are 
constantly employed to keep the track 
itself clear for traffic, we shall show as we 
proceed with our paper how obstinate and 
terrible a foe snow is to encounter in moun- 
tain regions. At Innsbruck the elevation of 
the line above the level of the sea is about 
1,750ft. ; at Landeck, 2,350ft. ; at St. Anton, 
nearly 4,oooft.; the highest point being 
reached inside the Arlberg, which is pierced 
by a long tunnel. 

Everybody knows what avalanches are— 
falling masses of snow and ice which, begin- 
ning in insignificant quantities, increase in 
volume as they move, gathering strength with 
every foot of ground they pass in their down- 
ward path, till they become like wild torrents, 
tearing up and carrying with them in their 
destructive career trees, rocks, boulders, 
even huts and houses—in fact, all that lies in 
their way. Arrived at last in the valley they 
spread themselves out over large areas in 


masses of snow and dééris 15ft. to soft. in 
Vol. xxj.—23. 
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height, containing the ruins of houses, 
stables, huts, and barns, and not rarely the 
carcasses of many animals and the corpses of 
men, women, and children who have been 
overwhelmed by them as they swept down 
the mountain-sides. 

It was against these awful and appalling 
enemies that the railway company had to 
fight. So frequent were avalanches on 
this line that, although snow-sheds of a 
very substantial nature were erected all 
along the line where it appeared necessary, 
winter often saw the trains unable to proceed, 
and large parts of the permanent way either 
destroyed or entirely covered with snow and 
débris, and made impassable for many days. 
Various engineers were instructed to make 
observations on the spot, and they spent 
whole winters and springs in the mountain 
regions for the purpose, braving great dangers 
and undergoing severe privations. It was 
their object to study the matter fully, 
to learn where the avalanches originated, 
and to find, if possible, means of pre- 
venting their disastrous descent. After 
various winters so spent these outposts and 
pickets of the army of science became so 
familiar with the nature and peculiarities 
of avalanches that they could foretell almost 
to the hour when one was likely to descend. 
From the state of the snow on the mountain- 
sides and the existing temperature they could 
at last calculate exactly the time when the 
enemy might be expected. Had the railway 
servants always listened to the warnings of 
the engineers much less life would have been 
lost during the four or five years before the 
campaign against the terrible foe terminated. 
We heard of one case where, from the 
nearest station, an engine and truck were 
especially sent to one of the signal-houses 
occupied by a signalman, his wife, and three 
little children, to communicate the approach- 
ing danger. He was ordered to place all his 
belongings on the truck and return with 
his family to the station, as an avalanche was 
almost certain to descend upon his abode 
within a few hours. He laughed at the 
warning, and refused to leave his cosy 
home. He did not believe in these 
prognostications of the scientists. The 
engine returned for peremptory orders, but 
when arriving again at the site of the signal- 
house the latter was found to have been 
carried away with all its inhabitants. The five 
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I.—SCENE NEAR HINTERGASSE, SHOWING THE BARE 1RACKS CUT BY AVALANCHES 


THROUGH THE WOODS, 


bodies were discovered some days afterwards. 
There have been unfortunately some other 
fatal disasters among the railway servants 
owing to avalanches, but it speaks well 
for the care and precaution which were 
always taken by the administration that, 
during the sixteen years of the railway’s 
existence, only one passenger was injured by 
them. ‘This happened in 1885. 

Under the leadership of the head of the 
Arlberg section of 
the Austrian State 
Railways, the Im- 
perial Court Coun- 
cillor, Wilhelm 
Von Drathsch- 
midt - Bruckhcim, 
and with the assist- 
ance of engineers 
and experts of 
high renown whom 
the Director had 
called around him, 
war was declared 
against the ele- 
ments, which 
always seem 
hostile to the 
works of mankind. 
It was in 1890 
that it was decided 
to spend the 
necessary sum of 
money in order to 
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dissipate once and 
for ever this for- 
midable danger, 
should it be pos- 
sible to do so 
through human 
agency. In order 
that we may be 
able to show our 
readers the battle- 
field where defeats 
and victories fol- 
lowed each other 
for some time we 
give a series of 
photographs, the 
originals of which 
are the sole pro- 
perty of the Aus- 
trian State Rail- 
ways, and have 
been kindly placed 
at the disposal of 
the writer of this 
paper. 

The section of the railway depicted in 
illustration No. 1 is that near the station of 
Hintergasse. This district was particularly 
exposed to the danger of avalanches, and the 
tracks of such may be plainly seen about the 
centre of the photograph, a perfect clearing 
having been effected. Illustration No. 2 
shows an avalanche which came down at the 
station of Flirsch, just passing the signal- 
house, which, however, had been abandoned, 





2—A FALLEN AVALANCHE NEAR THE STATION OF FLIRSCH. 
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the fall of the avalanche having been fully 
anticipated. This happened in 1896, and 
it was one of the last which damaged the 
permanent way. This whole district is now 
absolutely free from danger, science, after 
long battling, having won a complete victory. 

No. 3 again shows an avalanche, the snow 
and rubbish being just cleared off the track. 
The scene is near Pirker Mahdle; time, 
March, 1896. Illustration No. 4 shows an 
avalanche which also occurred in 1896. It 
fortunately passed under the iron bridge, but 
destroyed the 
track for some 
hundreds of feet 
at the side of the 
ironwork. The 
next illustration 
(No. 5) was taken 
a few minutes 
after the Glong- 
Tobel avalanche 
had descended 
into the valley 
with terrible 
effect. The iron 
bridge, over 5oft. 
long, was carried 
along nearly half a 
mile, and was de- 
posited amongst 
the snow and 
rocks on the 
farther side of the 
valley. No. 6 


. i 
depicts the effects 
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3-— CLEARING AN AVALANCHE FROM THE LINE NEAR PIKKER MAHDLE. 


4-—BRIDGE AND LINE DESTROYED BY AN AVALANCHE. 
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of an avalanche near Flirsch Station. The 
permanent way was entirely destroyed for 
some distance, and we see in the photograph 
the operation of constructing a temporary 
track. At the time this photograph was 
taken the snow had melted to a considerable 
extent, leaving behind it the rocks and 
boulders which the avalanche had carried 
down. In our next reproductions we have 
photographs of the village of Stuben, 
which was visited and partially covered by 
an avalanche. ‘The photographs were taken 
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5.—IRON BRIDGE SWEPT HALF A MIIE BY AN AVALANCHE, 


the day after it had descended. No human 
life was lost on this occasion, but many cattle 
were buried alive and some uninhabited huts 
destroyed. These pictures will give our 
readers a very true idea of the quantity 
of snow which an avalanche deposits when 
it finds rest. Illustrations Nos. 7 and 8 show 
single houses of Stuben, some of them com- 


pletely covered. 
The people inside 
had to build 
tunnels through 
the snow in order 
to leave their 
houses, which 
were in very great 
danger of being 
crushed in by its 
weight. In illus- 
tration No. 9 we 
see an avalanche 
which entirely 
closed up the en- 
trance to the long 
tunnel and caused 
an interruption to 
traffic lasting some 
days. Our next 
photograph (No. 
10) shows an 
avalanche in motion — actually the picture 
of an avalanche descending! ‘This was 
taken by a railway engineer from a good 
point of vantage, who ‘“snap-shotted” it 
as it passed on its way: We are in- 
formed, and can well believe, that this 


photograph is unique, and the only one 
existing of an avalanche in actual motion. 
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7-— HOUSES AFTER AN AVALANCHE AT STUBEN, 


The views which we are able to present to 
our readers will sufficiently show how hostile, 
subtle, and powerful a foe had to be grappled 
with by the engineers. It would almost 
seem as if the elements hate the handiwork 
of man ; but science is a power which seizes 
directly upon the weaknesses of its opponents, 
and with unerring calculation turns physical 
forces against each other, by this means 
achieving ends which it were otherwise im- 
possible to attain, and we shall now see with 


what and perseverance her disciples 
carried on | the 
campaigi Esati 


they remained vic- 
torious in the field. 
There was a time 
e- it was on 
ous! thought tha | 
the Arlberg Rail. 

way would have 
to stop all traffic 
during the winter 
months - But the 
ay nches, beside 
endangering pass- 
ing trains and 
doing great dam- 
age to the per- 
manent way, were 
also most destruc- 
tive to forests and 
woods, the , 
State ment 

which has charge 
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of these willingly 
united with the 
railway authorities 
in the endeavour 
to find ways and 
means to prevent 
them from des- 
cending. Elabor- 
ate woodwork was 
constructed dur- 
ing the summer 
months which 
should stop the 
masses of snow 
on their way, and 
with grave anxiety 
the engineers 
awaited the result 
of their protective 
measures. In 
the following 
February aņ avd- 
lanche descended 
on the spot where 
"the wood barriers were erected, and, alas, 
the snow masses passed unhindered on 
their career, even increasing their volume 
by adding to it the gébris of the beams, 
rafters, and planks. It was soon found that 
it would be almost impossible to construct 
barriers strong enough to withstand the 
onslaught of such a charge as that of a de- 
scending avalanche. Observations led to the 
conclusion that the only way to overcome 
this tremendous power would be to prevent 
the accumulation of snow and formation of 











8—A CORNER OF A HOUSE AT SILLEN: 
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Q.—THE MOUTH OF A TUNNEL CLOSED BY AN AVALANCHE, 


avalanches. It has ever been the endeavour 
of the strategist to divide, as much as 
possible, the forces of the opposing foe, and 
such was the policy now followed in this 
campaign. As we show in our illustration, 
No. 11, both stone and wooden walls were 
erected, starting quite at the tops of the 
mountains. Besides these obstacles, heavy 
posts were driven into the earth in clusters 
and rows, at vari- 
ous distances 
down the moun- 
tain - side. This 
scheme had the 
desired effect. 
Whenever masses 
of snow began to 
accumulate the 
obstructions were 
strong enough to 
divide them and 
break their power. 
Our next illustra- 
tron, (No. T2) 
shows two of the 
many walls which 
were erected, and 
there are also 
clearly visible the 
tracks of ava- 
lanches where in 
former years they 
used regularly to 
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tracks are now 
planted with 
young trees, and 
when these are 
grown up they will 
be no small assist- 
ance towards the 
permanent pre- 
vention of ava- 
lanches. These 
works of obstruc- 
tion, for such they 
really were, formed 
at first a cause of 
great anxiety, for 
many were the 
misgivings as to 
their efficiency, so 
often had previous 
methods failed to 
be of use. Only 
those who had 
taken observations 
for several years 
on the spot, and 
had mastered the whole question to their 
satisfaction, felt secure and entertained no 
doubt as to the issue. 

The winter of 1897 was a particularly 
severe one, and there were great snow-falls. 
Avalanches were reported from various parts ; 
but on the so-called Benedict-Tobel, which 
was, so to say, the very head-quarters of the 
enemy, and the mountain first experimented 





descend. Such 
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frequency, as the mountain-sides are 
denuded of trees will all soon be- 
come occurrences of the past. 

The whole character of the Arlberg 
Railway, its geographical position 
and the climate, and also the peculiar 
nature of the mountains through 
which it passed, caused it to be 
specially liable to landslips and ava- 
lanches. As a matter of fact some 
of the valleys through which the rail- 
way wends its way have always been 
known to be frequently visited by 
them. The village of Stuben, which 
we already mentioned, and which is 
situated above the station of Langen, 
has been on various occasions almost 
entirely destroyed by falling snow 
masses, and terrible loss of lite has 
from time to time taken place, until 
in 1849 the Government came to 
the rescue and caused buildings to be 
erected above the village in the shape 
of earthworks resembling redoubts, 
which were intended to at least par- 
tially break the force of the des- 
cending snow. Our illustrations 
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IL—THE WALLS AND FENCES BUILT UP THE 
MOUNTAIN-SIDES TO BREAK UP THE AVALANCHES. 


on, there was not a sign of any snow 
movement. In the illustration No. 
13 we have a view after a heavy snow- 
fall. The summer of the same year 
saw these experimental constructions 
carried out on all those mountains 
adjacent to the railway track, and the 
method was proved perfect in 1898. 
Our final illustration (No. 14) gives a 
more detailed view of the obstruc- 
tions as they appear after a heavy 
snow-fall. A railway engineer is 
depicted on his tour of inspection. 
The year 1899 passed without a day’s 
interruption of the traffic. There 
were no avalanches reported, and the 
victory was proved to be complete, 
the foe entirely routed. 

The dissipation of avalanches 
enables the Department of Woods 
and Forests to replant districts which 
heretofore were so frequently scoured 
by the enemy that any attempt to 
replant them had failed. Great 
results are expected from this work, 
for landslips which increase in 





12.—A NEARER VIEW OF TWO UF IHE WALLS. 
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13-—VIEW SHOWING AN AVALANCHE STOPPED AND BROKEN UP BY THE WALLS. 


show of how little avail, however, were these 
obstructions. The work erected by the 
railway will doubtless prevent a repetition of 
the disastrous occurrences formerly so fre- 
quently reported. Stuben affords a special 
proof of the love of the Tyrolese for the 
spot on which they were born, for in spite of 
the annual danger and of the many visita- 
tions, in spite even of the repeated destruc- 
tion of their home- 
steads, they could 
not be. prevailed 
upon to move from 
their beloved 
mountain-sides. 
During our in- 
quiries in the val- 
leys through which 
the Arlberg Rail- 
way passes, namely, 
the Upper Valley 
of the Inn, the 
Stanz Valley and 
the Kloster Valley, 
we heard some sad 
and terrible stories 
of the disasters 
caused by ava- 
lanches, which 
made us the more 
rejoice that this 
danger is at least 
partly averted for 
the future. To 


Digitized by Goc gle 


MAGAZINE. ° 


mention only a few 
instances, it is on 
record that on one 
occasion a whole 
wedding process- 
ion, bride, groom, 
and sixteen other 
persons, were 
killed ; at another 
time some children 
were carried to the 
church to be chris- 
tened when a ter- 


came suddenly 
down the moun- 
tain, and ere the 
fathers, with the 
godfathers, friends, 
and children, could 
find a refuge they 
were overtaken by 
the terrific torrent 
of snow. The 
bodies were found 
long afterwards more than two miles dis- 
tant. There are also on record some 
marvellous escapes, and one particular 
instance which came to our notice was that 
of a man and woman who were buried 
under the snow of an avalanche and who 
digged themselves out of it and rejoined 
their friends the day after. They found 
them bewailing the death of the arrivals. 





I4.—NEAR VIEW OF ONE OF THE WALLS AFTFR AN AVALANCHE, 
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Hidden in China. 


By WINIFRED GRAHAM. 


P and down, up and down: 
what was the sound? Up and 
down—yes, footsteps in the 
room above, somebody pacing 
to and fro in the weary watches 

== of the night. Enid rubbed 
her eyes; she thought at first she had been 
dreaming. Who was sleeping overhead? 
Why, Biliy, of course. 

She stifled a big yawn and tumbled out 
of bed. It seemed quite natural that she 
should run to him, 
the big cousin, who 
loved her as a little 
sister, alternately 
teasing and petting. 

Billy was not 
restless for nothing. 
Billy must be in 
pain or trouble, 
and, with her 
woman’s instinct, 
the child (only half 
understanding her 
impetuous desire to 
soothe suffering) an- 
swered the prompt- 
ings of her heart. 

Her bare feet 
pattered noiselessly 
along the corridor. 
Ghosts materialized 
in every shadow, or 
fears of ghosts, 
which filled the 
darkness with 
terror. 

Oh ! how heavily 
the stillness hung 
upon the air! No 
sound broke the 
mysterious silence p 
save her quick úa 
breathing. 

At last she reached the door and pushed 
it softly open—standing in a streak of moon- 
light, a quaint, white figure, gazing at Biliy 
with large, questioning blue eyes—a shower 
of fair curls framing the small face, scarcely 
less grave than his own. 

For a moment she made no remark—she 
just stared wistfully at him, and he stared 
back at her, dimly conscious she guessed 
something of his trouble. 

“I heard you walking,” she said; “I 
listened ever so hard, for I thought at first it 

Vol. xxi. —24. 
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must be Aunt Hannah going upstairs to 
bed. Then I remembered she had been 
in to kiss me, and so I just crept out, you 
see. Billy, dear, has anyone been scolding 
you, or is ít a great big bother about money 
again?” 

Billy nodded. Somehow this quiet sympa- 
thizer soothed his nerves and did him good. 
It was what he wanted. He could speak 
out this trouble to Enid, and she would be 
sorry, though she could scarcely understand. 
He let her crawl on his knee and snuggle 


I HEARD YOU WALKING, SHE SAID.’ 


into his arms, as he sat in his shirt-sleeves 
by the window, with her fluffy head pillowed 
on his shoulder. 

She murmured “money” in a worried 
whisper, with her wide eyes raised to his 
and her forehead puckered. The word set 
him thinking again. 

“Its like this,” he said, speaking his 
thoughts aloud. “If I can’t lay my hands on a 
thousand pounds, I’m done! I suppose you 
hardly know what that sum means, eh, little 
woman? ‘There! don’t look so sad- -what 
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does it matter to you? I deserve all I get! 
I’ve been reckless, I didn’t care; but to- 
night when I told my mother—when I saw 
her face——” 

He shuddered and turned away his head. 
Enid felt the fingers on her shoulder tighten 
involuntarily—she touched his cheek with 
her lips, but he was barely conscious of the 
kiss. 

“Ts it true,” she asked him, “that, when I 
am grown up, I shall be very rich? Nurse 
often tells me about it, but Aunt Hannah 
won’t let me talk of money, she seems to 
think it’s wrong. Nurse says this big house 
and everything in it belongs to me, and the 
land too, for miles and miles. Surely I’ve 
got a thousand pounds. Please take it, 
Billy, dear; I don’t want it a bit, I really— 
really don’t.” 

He smiled at the generous offer. 

“You're a kind little soul,” he said, “ but 
your money is no good to me. To begin 
with, you can’t touch it till you come of age. 
No—I must think of some better plan—I 
must try and borrow it, though Heaven knows 
from whom.” 

Again he knitted his brow, and the hard, 
strained look came in his eyes. 

“Was Aunt Hannah very unhappy?” 
queried Enid. “She seemed so pleased 
when you wrote you were coming to-night ; 
she gets tired of being here alone with me ; 
she is always talking of you and wanting 
you to come; she liked the friend you 
brought; she 
liked him so much 
for being a lord. 
I suppose lords 
are different to 
other people — 
much nicer, I 
mean.” 

“Ah! Gaisford 
is a good chap; I 
meant to ask him 
for the money, but 
somehow I could 
not, the words 
stuck in my throat. 
Poor mother! how 
willingly she would 
give me her last 
farthing—but I’ve 
drained her dry. 
The game’s up, 
and I must face 
the worst. You'll 
think of me some- 
times, Mite, if I 
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go away to a foreign country, and you'll be 
loving and good to the mater; remember, 
she will want all your love ; she has been too 
lenient to me, she spoilt me when I was 
young. If father had lived it might have 
been different.” 

His voice broke, he put the child down 
almost roughly, and pushed her from him. 

“ Run back to bed; I’ve said more than I 
ought—but I don’t believe you'll repeat— 
you are such a staunch little body. What’s 
that I see—a tear? No, Mite, you must not 
cry, I am not worth your tears; besides, you 
know tears are such silly things, they don’t 
do anybody any good.” 

He patted her on the head. She walked 
slowly away, ber little brain busy, her heart 
swelling with a great desire. 

A thousand pounds! What had she heard 
only yesterday to make the words sound so 
familiar? Somebody had mentioned that 
very sum in her hearing. She tried to link 
the threads of memory together. Instead of 
returning to her room she paused on the 
wide, oak staircase, thinking—thinking ! 

Yes, it was coming back—the scene of 
yesterday. Aunt Hannah had been enter- 
taining a friend to tea, a lady in a black 
bonnet who knelt down before a cabinet in 
which a set of china plates grouped them- 
selves stiffly. The lady had put on her 


spectacles and peered into the cabinet, then 
Aunt Hannah said: “ There is certainly a 
thousand pounds locked up in those plates.” 





“AUNT HANNAH SAID! ‘THERE IS CERTAINLY A THOUSAND POUNDS LOCKED UP IN THOSE PLATES,’ ™ 
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The words re-echoed clearly now in Enid’s 
memory, and a sudden determination to find 
the money locked away in that innocent- 
looking ware took possession of her. 

“Everything in the house belongs to me,” 
she told herself, “and so the cabinet is mine 
to do as I please with.” 

It was an intoxicating idea—to find the 
money, and take it straight to Billy, the 
money which was actually in the drawing- 
Toom ! 

Her pulses thrilled, the blood danced 
through her veins. The spell of adventure 
was upon her with its magic glow. She held 
her breath in anticipation. 

No longer did she creep nervously along 
the moonlit passage; now she ran daunt- 
lessly down the broad staircase, swift as an 
arrow from a bow. 

She knew where to find matches in the 
hall, and, lighting a candle, made a triumphal 
entry into the big, old-world room, as if 
defying the malignant spirits which doubtless 
lurked in the heavy curtains or behind the 
tapestry screen. It was a room of curiosities, 
for Enid’s mother had been a great collector, 
but the strange ornaments and their value 
were never explained to the 
child. 

Enid went straight to the 
cabinet before which the 
black - bonneted lady had 
knelt, and, placing the candle 
on the floor, counted the 
plates through the glass. 

“Oh! dear,” she sighed, 
“the door won’t open, and 
I shall never be able to find 
the key. I must smash the 
glass, I suppose, and break 
the plates afterwards. It’s a 
lot of work for one night, but 
it must be done. I wonder 
if all the money is in one 
plate alone, or scattered 
about, and whether they 
open by a trick. But I 
expect I had better break 
them—it seems the quickest 
and easiest way of finding 
what is locked inside.” 

She managed to shatter 
the glass by aid of the 
poker, and force her hand 
in between the jagged edges. 
She drew out the nearest 
plate and examined it care- 
fully, shaking it violently, and 
listening. Nothing rattled 
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inside. Then, standing up, she flung it to 
the ground, with a clatter, against the twisted 
leg of a quaint oak chair. As she bent 
eagerly forward to gather up the pieces a step 
behind her filled Enid with sudden fear. 
She hardly dared turn, conscious though she 
was of a living presence at her side. She let 
the scraps of china fall, stifling a cry. 

“What are you doing?” asked an 
astonished voice. 

Enid looked round, to find a tall figure 
bending over her, in a long, blue dressing 
gown. 

“Oh, I am so glad it is only you,” shi 
gasped, “because you are good, and won't 
tell. Pm rather busy getting a thousand 
pounds.” 

Lord Gaisford’s jaw dropped; he gazed in 
absolute bewilderment at the delicate figure 
of this small, fair child, with the earnest eyes 
and sensitive mouth. He noticed her feet 
were bare, and she stood unheedingly 
amongst the broken glass, her little pink toes 
peeping from under the long, white night- 
gown, which gave her a ghostly appearance 
in the gloom. 

“T_T thought there were burglars in the 
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house,” he stammered, y way of apologizing 
for his intrusion, “ so I just ran down to see. 
I heard the glass break, and as I came in you 
dropped this plate. I say,” picking up the 
bits, “‘ what a thousand pities !” 

He was an enthusiast over china, collected 
it himself, and recognised at once the value. 

“Never mind the thousand pities,” said 
Enid, resorting to business, “I want the 
thousand pounds. Perhaps, now you are 
awake and down, you wouldn’t mind helping 
me. It is very important for Billy, you know. 
If he doesn’t get the money, he’s done. Now, 
I have heard there is certainly a thousand 
pounds locked up in these plates, and I am 
just going on breaking them until I find it! 
You might begin the opposite end: we will 
see which gets it first. I feel more comfort- 
able with you here ; it was dreadfully lonely 
before. You must be careful not to cut your 
hand—I broke the glass very badly. See, 
my wrist, it’s bleeding.” 

Lord Gaisford fumbled for a handerchief, 
and, finding one in the deep pocket of his 
dressing-gown, bound it carefully round the 
injured wrist, with almost feminine tender- 
ness. 

It took a good deal to astonish Lord 
Gaisford, and this little scene upon which 
he chanced to alight did surprise him con- 
siderably. He was not usually taken with 
children, but the fairy-like atom with her 
slim body and big eyes fascinated him oddly. 

He might have laughed at her ignorance 
had not the pathos of the mission struck 
him. Her care for Billy, her eager striving 
after the impossible, the sad havoc she was 
working, and the simple request that he 
should help her. 

Very gently, and with a scrupulous regard 
for the childish feelings, he explained to 
Enid her mistake. 

“You see,” he said, tugging at his 
moustache, as he looked down at the 
inquiring face, “it was merely a figure of 
speech. The china could be sold for a 
thousand ; that is its market value! If you 
had broken the plates you would have lost 
the money, instead cf finding it as you 
supposed. A very natural mistake—just an 
error of judgment,” he added, hastily, seeing 
a deep crimson flush steal over the delicate 
skin. She was struggling not to cry, but, 
despite her efforts, one big tear would come 
and roll down her cheek slowly, a tear which 
she wiped away with the corner of Lord Gais- 
ford’s handkerchief, made fast round her wrist. 

He began to feel desperate. He wanted 
to say he would give her the money, that 
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some day she could repay him, but, for the 
first time in his life, Lord Gaisford felt 
confused—almost shy. 

He was conscious of a little cold hand 
slipped into his, and a broken voice 
whispered :— ; 

“Do you think you could sell it for me, 
then? I dont know how one sells things, 
and I’m afraid I might be stopped. Perhaps 
if you packed it in your portmanteau and 
took it to London, Aunt Hannah might not 
notice it had gone for a day or two. She 
doesn’t sit in this room when she is alone.” 

He smiled at the naïve suggestion, pictur- 
ing his valet secreting the plates amongst 
the clothes to be packed for London the 
following morning. 

“I very much doubt,” he said, “if you 
have a right to any of your belongings, my 
dear, till you are grown up—till you come 
of age. At present it is all in the hands of 
your guardians. They might object to the 
china being sold. I would willingly buy it 
myself—for I am supposed to be a judge, 
and to tell you the truth, it is a bargain. 
These things increase in price every year ; 
originally they probably cost half their 
present value.” 

“Oh! What am I to do?” sighed Enid, 
pushing her hair off her forehead, and leaning 
wearily against the tall figure of the man ; “it 
is all very difficult—isn’t it, Lord Gaisford ? 
I hoped you might be able to make it right, 
because you're a lord.” 

“ And why did you think that?” he asked, 
smoothing the tumbled curls. “ What put 
such an idea into your little head ?” 

“Lords are better and cleverer than other 
people,” she replied, confidently. “ When 
I’m grown up I’m going to marry a lord.” 

She informed him so innocently of the fact 
that he almost broke into a laugh—but 
remembering the unconventional hour, and 
the strange incidents of this meeting, he con- 
trolled the desire. The thought of Enid’s 
aunt suddenly appearing in night attire, to 
question him, paralyzed the visitor ; or, worse 
still, an army of frightened maidservants, 
equipped with pokers. ‘Caution must not 
be lightly laid aside,” he told himself, and 
glanced nervously round the silent room. 

“ Tve got an idea,” he said. “How would 
it be if I gave youa cheque for the amount 
now, and in return you were to sign a paper 
saying the china is to be mine—when you 
come of age?” 

Enid danced round delightedly, three little 
skips and a jump, with her bare feet on the 
thick carpet. 
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“ Then Billy won’t have to go away. Billy 
will be quite happy !” she gasped, her cheeks 
glowing, her eyes sparkling, her lips parted 
in ecstatic smiles. 

“ No, Billy can turn over a new leaf and 
reform, if the humour seizes him. And, by 
Jove! he ought, with such a little trump for 
a cousin. When do you want the cheque ? 
What! Now, at once? Won't it do in the 
morning ?” 

Enid shook her 
head. 

“Poor Billy can’t 
sleep.” 

That was argument 
enough. 

“Come along, then. 
TIl write it up in my 
room, and you can 
take it to him straight 
away. I say, where 
are your shoes? You 
will be getting pins in 
your feet. Shall I 
carry you?” 

“I forgot about the 
pins, and I didn’t 
think of shoes.” 

He picked her up 
in his strong arms as 
if she were a doll, and 
Enid put her little 
hands round his neck 
confidingly, conscious 
that her troubles were 
over. 

Through the silent 
hall they passed, and 
up the broad oak 
staircase —an odd 
couple to have been 
doing a deal for a 
thousand pounds in 
the dead of the night. 

He opened his door 
softly and put her 
down in a big arm-chair. Then he unlocked 
a case and drew out a long blue book, which 
he laid on the writing- -table. 

Enid wriggled out of the chair and ran to 
his side. She watched him write the cheque 
and fold it into an envelope. with eyes so 
bright and: eager they looked like twinkling 
stars. 

“Shall I address it ?” he asked. 

“Please. Just write ‘ Billy.’ ” 

“Perhaps it had better be in your hand,” 
said Lord Gaisford. “Can you write?” 

She nodded. 
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“You see,” he added, *“ I don’t call your 
cousin by his pet name. He keeps ‘Billy’ 
for home use.” 

Enid perched herself on Lord Gaisford’s 
knee and wrote the five letters in a big, 
childish hand. 

“ That isn’t a bad ‘B,’” she said, proudly. 
“I sometimes send Billy a letter, so I’ve got 
used to writing his name. Now there is the 
other paper to do, the 
paper for you to keep 
about the china. What 
must I say ?” 


“Anything you 


like,” he answered, 
smilingly. 
She took a large 


sheet of paper, and, 
after thinking a 
moment, made out 
the following docu- 
ment :— 

“ I promice to give 
Lord — (now do you 
spell Gaisford? )— 
Lord Gaisford a thaw- 
sand pounds of plats 
when I am 21.—ENID 
DREW.” 

“Thank you,” he 
said, gravely; “I 
shall keep this very 
carefully.” 

“You have been 
so kind,” she mur- 
mured, putting up her 
face to kiss him. 

“ Have I? Well, 
perhaps some day— 
who knows ? — you 
will be kind to me. 
Will you remember 
to-night, I wonder, 
when you are grown 
up, and will your 
eyes be as blue as 
they are now and your cheeks as pink? 
There—there—little girl. I must not keep 
you up any longer ; you are tired, no doubt, 
but you will sleep all the better for our 
talk. Run with the letter to Billy, and then 
scamper off to bed as fast as you can, and— 
oh! I say, look out for the pins.” 

She sped away, grasping her precious 
envelope in both hands. 

Billy had just fallen into his first troubled 
sleep. Exhaustion at last crept over him, 
and the weary brain, worn out by thought 
and worry, came gradually under ‘the influ- 
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ence of a Heaven-sent drowsiness. He never 
heard the little messenger come into his 
room till a hand touched his shoulder and 
a voice said :— 


“Wake up, Billy; wake up! I’ve got 
something for you. It’s the thousand 
pounds. I went to look for it. Oh! Billy, 


do wake up.” 

In a moment he sprang half out of bed, 
feeling about wildly in the darkness. An 
envelope was forced into his hands, and with 
a ripple of laughter Enid darted away, and 
swung the door to behind her. 

He rubbed his eyes, wondering if it were a 
dream, as he struck a light, regarding with 
astonishment the envelope with “ Billy ” on 
it in Enid’s childish fist. 

“Then it was Mite,” he said. 
be crazy !” 

Nevertheless he opened her envelope. 


II. 


LorpD GAISFORD was in London. Not over 
fond of the season, he had only come for a 
short visit to his little house in Park Lane, 
with its church-like door and _ mullioned 
windows, near the Piccadilly end. 

He was hurriedly answering some long- 
neglected letters, when his servant brought in 
a large wooden box. 

“ What’s that, Symons ?” he asked, hardly 
looking up. 

“T think it’s china, my lord.” 

“But I am not expecting any,” turning 
to the case with sudden curiosity. ‘Why, 
it’s years since I’ve bought a bit of china; my 
collection has been shamefully neglected.” 

“Perhaps this is a present, my lord,” said 
Symons, solemnly. “The lady asked me to 
open the box and see that none of the plates 
were broken. They have come up from the 
country, and she seemed rather afraid ——” 

“A lady—plates—china,” the words broke 
from Lord Gaisford disjointedly. “Do you 
mean to say she is here ?” 

He hurried to the window and looked out. 
At his door stood a carriage and pair, and in 
ita slight, girlish figure, wonderfully delicate 
and fragile. 

Without another word he left Symons to 
his task of unfastening the box and hurried 
downstairs. A moment later the girl in the 
carriage had turned at the sound of a familiar 
voice. 

“Why, Miss Drew 
deserve!” 

She gave him her band, with a smile, and 
the blue eyes twinkled. 

“ Nonsense,” she said. 


“ She must 


what a scolding you 


“I did not know 
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you were in town, or, I am impolite enough 
to say, I shouldn't have come. I wanted 
you to find those historic plates ranged in 
rows upon your return. They make me feel 


horribly old! Fancy! I am twenty-one 
to-day !” 

“Ts it possible? You look barely seven- 
teen.” 


“Oh! fair people get an advantage.” She 
laughed, showing a row of tiny, pearl-like 
teeth. 

“Look here,” he said, “I want you to 
come in for a few minutes; I can’t argue in 
the road, and it is all humbug about those 
plates. You ought to have known I never 
meant to take them.” 

He put out his hand to he!p her to alight, 
but she drew back. 

“Aunt Hannah would have a fit. You 
don’t know what a particular chaperon she 
is!” 

“Quite right, too; but it’s different with 
me. I have known you since you were a 
mite of a girl. I carried you in my arms ; in 
fact, I'm a sort of grandfather to you.” 

She looked at the handsome, well-set-up 
man of thirty-eight. 

“All right, grandfather,” she said, “if 
you'll vouch for the propriety,” and sprang to 
the pavement. 

They passed into the house together, still 
talking and laughing. 

“ I don’t want to quarrel,” he said, “but I 
am not going to let you leave without those 
wretched plates. _No—no, I won’t call them 
wretched, since they started our friendship, 
which has been kept up in a straggling way 
for quite a span of years.” 

“Yes, it did straggle rather,” said Enid, 
sinking into a comfortable chair, and looking 
like a rose in bud. “Every now and again 
you came to Derry Park, and made some 
ribald jest when I pointed to your china. 
But I never forgot your goodness to me that 
night, and every birthday I used to look at 
the cabinet and say: ‘One year nearer.’ 
Then I went to school abroad, and that 
seemed to separate us. I wrote to you 
sometimes.” 

“Once—only once—I have the letter still. 
It was when you read I had been nearly 
killed out hunting. Your aunt sent you an 
extract from the paper.” 

“Well,” argued Enid, “if I went to school 
abroad and obliterated myself, you started off 
for a yachting tour round the world just as I 
was coming out. Aunt Hannah would not 
have me presented till I was nineteen, so I 
began my social career rather late in the day.” 
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“And how have you enjoyed it, may I 
ask? Lots of admirers, I suppose! I saw 
you in a lady’s paper as a ‘type of English 
beauty.’ ” 

“Oh! I have had a good time, of 
course, and dear Billy has looked after me 
splendidly ; just like a brother. It is per- 
fectly true he reformed ever since that time 
you so generously helped him. He steadied 
down and slipped into a good business 
almost directly. We often wondered how 
that was. He got recommended anony- 
mously. It was always my private opinion 
you had a finger in that pie. Do tell me ; 
am I right?” 

“ You are too sharp,” laughed Lord Gais- 
ford ; “but let us return to the china. 
Symons is still unpacking the box, I expect, 
and he will have all his trouble for nothing.” 

“Indeed, he won't,” cried Enid, jump- 
ing up and running to the door, “for I’m 
o ! » 
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Lord Gaisford 
caught her as she 
passed. 

“Stay,” he said, 
and his whole face 
changed, “I can’t 
let you go like this. 
I want to ask youa 
question: you who 
are so quick at 
guessing things, has 
it ever struck you 
why I remained un- 
married all these 
years ? ” 

“No, I did not 
think about it, I was 
so used to your being 
single. I never pic- 
tured you with a 
wife. I cant ima- 
gine anyone I should 
consider good 
enough.” 

“Then I suppose 
you never traced the 
secret’s clue to a 
little girl with blue 
eyes and flaxen curls, 
who was hunting a 
thousand pounds on a night long ago? You 
did not realize that I was waiting for the 
tiny creature I carried upstairs, a child who 
instinctively confided in me, and seemed to 
love me —because I chose to help her. She 
was such a small, sweet thing, she kissed me 
of her own accord, and she was so unselfish. 
Her sorrow was all for another, and her joy 
too. Now she has come back to me as she 
promised, with her ‘thawsand pounds’ worth 
of plats.” I have the scrap of writing still. 
It would not have been Enid to forget.” 

His arms were round her now, and she 
nestled into them, just as she had done long 
years ago, for somehow it seemed her natural 
resting-place. 

He kissed her long and tenderly. So 
soft, young, and fair, he was half afraid of 
crushing the rose-leaf. 

“The plates shall be between us,” she 
whispered, shyly. “I don’t think TIL bother 
to take them away.” 
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By JOHN ARTHUR Barry. 


I. 
PROMOTED, VICE “JACK THE WHALER ”— 
DECEASED. 


OW, does any man want a 
good billet —a real, rosy 
chance ?” asked Captain 
Gower of the twelve seamen 
who constituted the crew of 
the schooner Aér¢é, just then 
lying at anchor in a beautiful bay on the east 
side of Aoba, in the New Hebrides. 

“There you are,” continued the skipper, 
waving his arm comprehensively towards the 
shore, “a fine house to live in; wives by 
the dozen to pick an’ choose from; nothin’ 
much to do, an’ a climate as can’t be 
beat in the South Seas. Fifteen quid a 
month is the wages, 
and a percentage 
on every ton of 
stuff that’s got in. 

An’ what can the 
heart o’ man desire 
more ?” 

‘“ Christian 
burial, captain,” 
replied a voice; “a 
thing which ain't 
to be found inside 
of a nigger.” 

“It was his own 
dashed fault en- 
tirely,” retorted the 
captain. “If hed 
kept off the grog 
he’d been alive and 
kickin’ at this pre- 
sent minute. Any 
man as likes to live i 
square and keep a 
sharp eye on the 
niggers can do as 
well—better a lot 
than I’m able to, 
even as master ©’ 
this craft.” A 

“Then why don’t 
you take the job, 
captain?” asked 
the same voice. 

“Less jaw, Bill 





Digitized by Goc gle 







“WHAT CAN THE HEART O° MAN DESIRE MORE?" 


Jones,” replied the latter, hotly. “You’ve 
got far too much ọ what the cat licks 
her face with. Now, lads, I’ll give twenty 
pounds! That’s the last penny. Old Jack 
the Whaler was only gettin’ the fifteen. But 
it’s an important station, and I know the 
firm want to keep it going, so I'll spring the 
other fiver an’ chance the row. 

“That's right, Mister Scott,” he continued, 
presently, and with emphasis on the handle, 
as after a pause I came out from the group 
of men gathered at the break of the little 
poop, and signified that I would take his 
offer. “ You're just the man I was hopin’ 
for. You've had a boat o’ your own, an’ 
ain’t got no business here afore the mast in 
mine. Only a few months,- an’ with luck ye’ll 

be able to start again.” 

“A lot œ luck!” 

croaked the irrepres- 

sible Jones, whilst the 
remainder of my ship- 
mates looked at me 
much as they might 
at one about to 
commit suicide. 

But I cared 
little. I was fairly 
young, confident 
in an extensive 
knowledge of 
other islands, 
and thought it 
curious if I 
couldn’t manage 
to rub along on 
Aoba, despite its 
bad name and 
the old sailor’s 
blood not more 
than just dry on 
the veranda over 
yonder. Only a 
short time be- 
fore this I had 
owned as fine a 
schooner as the 
Alert, with 
which I had 
been trading be- 
tween Fiji and 
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the Solomons —some day I'll tell you how I 
lost her—and I felt it hard lines to have to 
begin again in the fo’c’s’le. So, as you see, at 
the five-pound rise I accepted the post so 
lately vacated by Jack the Whaler, clubbed 
and eaten a few days previously. This had 
been the first news brought on board by 
old chief Teroa as we dropped anchor in 
the bay. And of course the store was 
looted—every article cleared out by those 
bad, wicked men from the interior. Luckily 
he, Teroa, had managed to save the building, 
for which he hinted we owed him something 
more than gratitude. 

“ As thick in it as the others,” commented 
Gower to me, after ironically complimenting 
Teroa on his intervention. ‘“ Found poor 
old Jack tight I suppose, and the trade lying 
all about nohow, the niggers did, and weren’t 
able to resist the temptation. Curse it, you 
couldnt expect anythin’ else at the price! 
However, weve got lots of stuff, Scott, 
an’ Il soon set you up again. But you'll 
have to keep an eye liftin’. If they’ll eat a 
tough, dry morsel like old Jack, they won’t 
think twice about goin’ for a young an’ fat 
‘un like you. Hang me if I don’t think 
Teroa’s mouth’s waterin’ now !” 

This was decidedly unkind of the captain 
after getting him out of his difficulty as I 
had done. And to punish him I affected to 
be frightened and to reconsider my decision. 
Nor would I finally make up my mind until 
he offered me as a parting gift a fine Tranter’s 
revolver, with holster and belt, the possession 
of which I hinted might settle my doubts. 
After this he forbore chaff, and we loaded 
a boat with trade and pulled ashore, taking 
the precaution to have another one as a 
coverer full of armed men. 

But nothing could have been more cordial 
than our reception at the beach by crowds of 
natives, who willingly assisted the crew to 
‘carry the cases and bales of stuff up to the 
store. Nor was anybody guilty of having 
the bad taste to refer ever so distantly to its 
late owner, now in all probability part and 
parcel of themselves. The building was of 
very thick slabs well fitted ‘together, and 
provided with massive doors and shuttered 
windows, the whole surrounded by an old 
palisade of sharp-pointed saplings. A coat 
of whitewash made from coral lime gave 
the house the look of a birthday cake, 
and, so far, I was well satisfied with it. 
The situation, too, could not be better 
—on a sloping knoll commanding a fine 
view of the beach and the palm-fringed hay, 


whilst farther out still, like a dome of indigo, 
Vol. xxi.—25. 
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loomed lofty Aurora Island. Close by to 
the left, but invisible by reason of dense 
plantations of cocoa and sago palms and 
bananas, lay the native village. At the back 
gentle hills ran gradually up to the great 
mountain 3,000ft. high, and everywhere about 
the former one could see patches of taro, 
yams, etc., surrounded by woven pig-proof 
hedges and stone walls. Never, I thought, 
as I stood on the veranda and looked 
around, had I in my Pacific travels seen any- 
thing more beautiful. A creeper had over- 
run the palisade and poured perfume on the 
fresh morning air from millions of small, 
pink, trumpet-shaped blossoms ; crotons, with 
leaves curiously striped in red, and black, 
and yellow, nodded to the sea-breeze ; and just 
behind the house flamed a clump of scarlet 
hibiscus mingled with prickly pandanus. 

Gazing at the peaceful scene and letting 
my eyes wander away to the deep blue of 
the water that kissed the snowy beach, both 
contrasting so sharply with the sombre back- 
ground of natural forest, relieved here and 
there by the lighter green of cultivation, it 
was difficult indeed to believe that one stood 
in cannibal-land surrounded by fierce savages 
thirsting for blood, and only kept at bay by 
the hope of presently finding another victim 
unprepared. Hard indeed to realize all this, 
until my glance presently fell on the great 
broad patch of brown that marked where the 
people of this island paradise had so lately 
clubbed my predecessor. 

“The brutes!” growled Gower, coming out 
of the store from which a door opened on to 
the two-roomed living-house, “they might 
ha’ left the copra an’ stuff. Not a scrap! 
Downright mean that, I call it. You'll have 
to buy it all over again, for, 0’ course, they'll 
come sneakin’ back with it presently.” 

Around the fence sat rows of the peculiarly 
light-skinned Aobans, male and female, 
chattering away to each other, the former 
dressed chiefly around their wrists and ankles 
with boars’ tusks and strings of shells; the 
latter wearing a double-tailed kirtle of plaited 
grass just big enough to swear by. 

Gower was in a hurry to get away; so 
that evening he went on board, promising to 
return in a couple of months. Also, he 
declared his intention of asking the first 
warship he met to call and hold an inquiry 
into the murder of Jack the Whaler. 

I won’t deny that as the men, just about 
sundown, sole -mnly and silently shook hands 
with me and trooped off to the boat I felt 


lonely. But T wasn't going to show it, and 
said “ good-bye ” cheerfully enough. 
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Old Jack, it appeared, had been a con- 
firmed bachelor and woman-hater, so that 
there was little show of comfort or cleanliness 
about the single room he made serve for all 
purposes. Except Teroa, all the natives had 
gone. But that grey old. scamp hovered 
around cackling in “sandalwood” English 
about the wonderful things he was going to 
do for me presently ; and, on the strength 
of them, begged first a stick of “ bacca,” 
then a pipe; then, unsatisfied, he took a 
fancy to a knife, at which imposition 
on good nature I drove him forth with 
profanity into the night. Evidently he was 
taking my measure in view of future opera- 
tions. As to the length of his foot I was 
quite satisfied. In his younger days he had 
been “recruited” for Queensland, spent 
three years on the plantations, and learned 
more there than is fitting any savage should 
know and live. And when I noted how 
his bleary, bloodshot old eyes had snapped 
at sight of my well-stocked store-room I 
instinctively felt that the chances were he 
could, if he so pleased, tell a story in which 
those alleged hill-men who had swooped down 
on poor Jack would bear an extraordinary 
likeness to some 
of his subjects we 
had that day seen 
around us. 

Yes, decidedly 
it was lonely. The 
place was so still ; 
no noise on sea 
or land—there is 
no surrounding 
reef at Aoba. 
Absolute silence 
everywhere on 
this first night as 
I sat eating a 
supper of sardines 
and biscuits, 
washed down with 
gin and water, by 
the light of a 
couple of candles 


stuck in bottles. 
A rat ran across 
the floor and 
made me jump 
again as I caught 
its shadow. De- 
cidedly this 


wouldn't do. I 
must have com- 
pany. The place 
was too quict alto- 
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gether. Aftera while I went outside again 
and sat on the veranda and smoked and 
watched the 4/r?’s riding light, and thought 
with something like regret of my vacant bunk 
in her snug fo’c’s’le, of the fellows playing 
euchre and yarning, and of how Bill 
Jones was probably just now prophesying my 
speedy absorption into savage muscular and 
adipose tissue. Then I discovered that I 
was sitting nearly upon that dismal, dark- 
brown patch, and I shifted hastily away to 
the other end of the veranda, hating myself 
all the time for having to do so. In my 
ten years of life as a sort of second-class 
gentleman-adventurer I never remember my 
nerves being so much out of tune as they 
were that night. At last, getting sleepy, I 
went to bed, or rather lay down all standing, 
as we say at sea, on a pile of mats and rugs, 
with my two revolvers handy, and never 
woke till sunrise. 

I knew the A/ert was to have sailed that 
night. All the same, when I rose, the bay 
looked miserably empty, lacking the schooner. ` 
Throughout the morning I was busy unpack- 
ing cases of axes, tomahawks, mirrors, clocks, 
tobacco, beads, and all sorts of “ Brummagem” 
stuff. Then I hada 
wash, put on a suit 
of white ducks, 
broad-leafed Pana- 
ma hat, and can- 
vas shoes, stuck 
a cigar in my 
mouth, and, quite 
tired of “ bach- 
ing,” went down 
to the village to 
look for a house- 
keeper. The 
Aoban maidens 
are, perhaps, the 
prettiest and most 
graceful of all 
women in the 
Western Pacific. 
Thus it was pre- 
sently quite a 
matter of embar- 
rassment to pick 
and choose 
amongst the crowd 
of laughing, chat- 
tering, dark-eyed 
belles, who seemed 
to know intuitively 
what I wanted. 

“ Me wifee you? 
Missi make it all ee 
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same white Mary,” said one of the prettiest of 
the lot, with fine, regular features, beautiful 
teeth and eyes, and a complexion not a bit 
darker than a Spaniard—nay, much less so 
than many. 

“ Halloa!” I said, rather taken aback, “ is 
there a missionary here, then? And where 
did you learn to speak so finely, my pretty 
fair maid? ” 

Then I discovered that a missionary came 
over now and again from Espiritu Santo, 
twenty-five miles away, on a boat trip around 
these smaller islands. On one of these 
occasions he and his wife had taken Kuahua 
home with them, and she had stayed at the 
mission station for some time. Well, I 
cottoned to the girl at once, and all the more 
so when I learned that she had only one 
telative—an uncle—in the whole tribe. I 
had seen too many married traders eaten out 
of house and home by hordes of hungry 
hangers-on, all claiming kinship, until at last 
the luckless one had to take to the beach 
stone-broke. No, certainly, I had no mind 
for that sort of thing. Nor much, indeed, to 
be tied up hard and fast to any island girl, 
no matter how good-looking she might be. 
But I knew enough of “ Missi” to be 
sure that, unless the thing was done 
properly and on the square, there’d be the 
deuce to pay. Some traders are always 
at loggerheads with the missionaries, not 
scrupling to tell them what they think of 
them in language more plain than polite. 
This I have found is a mistake. Missi— 
barring a few fads—is as often as not a real 
good sort, and when you've got him on your 
side you stand a better show to have your 
copra-house full than the other fellow who 
cuts up rough at religion. 

As luck would have it, I could talk the 
Mota Island dialect pretty fluently ; and as 
this is a sort of Pacific Volapuk—at least in 
many parts, of which I presently discovered 
Aoba to be one—I got on like a house 
afire. 

And the more I yarned to Kuahua the 
more I was attracted by her. Not even 
when I discovered that the uncle in question 
was that cunning old badger Teroa was I to 
be choked off. And, on her part, the girl 
seemed to have taken an equal fancy to me. 
By this time all the others, thinking, I sup- 
pose, that the matter was settled, had drawn 
away, leaving me and Kuahua sitting together 
on a log lying upon what was really the 
central green of ‘the village, although so 
shrouded were the huts in thick foliage 
that only a bit of thatch was visible here 
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and there through the bananas and 
pandanus leaves. Still, everywhere around 
I could hear chucklings and low whisper- 
ings that assured me of many hidden 
watchers. You might think, perhaps, from 
her preliminary speech that Kuahua was 
a forward minx, and one only too apt to 
take the initiative. But when we dropped 
the “sandalwood talk ” and started on Mota 
I found, on the contrary, that she was a 
modest little thing enough, and one, too, 
with an innate love of fun and chaff, that 
had prompted her to make that somewhat 
startling advance to the stranger. Well, I 
thought there was no use in beating about 
the bush. I looked forward presently to 
having a ship of my own again, and didn’t 
see why, like so many other skippers, I 
shouldn’t have a home and a wife and family 
to welcome me back after my trips. So I 
asked her to send her uncle up to the store, 
gave her a kiss in token of a bargain made, 
and strolled off again. 


m4 





II. 
I TAKE A PARTNER. 

I DIDN’rT know the etiquette of Aoba as 
regarded taking a wife from amongst the 
daughters of the land. But one thing I 
was sure of, knowing her precious uncle as 
I did, and that was that I should have to 
pay through the nose for her. And so it 
proved. Teroa was at the store nearly as 
soon as I was. And the airs the old villain 
gave himself were wonderful to witness. 
You’d ha’ thought the place belonged to 
him. This wasn’t good enough, and that 
wasn’t of first quality, and so on till at last 
he got me wild, and I threatened to brain 
him with a tomahawk. Then he became a 
little more moderate, and at last the deal 
was concluded for some two pounds’ worth 
of trade, which, of course, I debited to 
wages account in my books. 

After he had been gone an hour a whole 
crowd of girls arrived with Kuahua. She 
had dropped the kirtle she wore when I first 
saw her and now, in honour of the occasion, 
sported an old, dirty print skirt, put on wrong 
side foremost, and a dungaree jumper that it 
struck me might well have been the property 
of the late whaler. Her long, black hair 
was stuck full of orchids and flame flowers, 
and looked just then the best part of her, for 
they’d painted one side of her nose red 
and the other white, and her cheeks were 
streaky with black and yellow. However, 
I took delivery; made a little 
and handed out some two-pound uns of 


speech, 
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treacle and a score or so of ship’s biscuits 
as_my contribution to the wedding feast. 
And they all sat down ina circle and then 
and there started operations. First unscrew- 
ing the lid, one dipped her finger in the 
molasses and licked it clean, and by that 
time the tin was round again. They were all 
young things about the same age as Kuahua, 
fifteen or sixteen, and the noise they made 
was something astonishing, especially when 
one tried to come the double by dipping out 
of her turn. The biscuits they took away 
with them, and the empty treacle-tins I saw 
afterwards cut up for ornaments. 

As soon as they were gone I got Kuahua 
to wash herself; and having some ready- 
made stuff amongst the trade, I rigged her 
out till she looked as nice and pretty as ever. 
I also changed her name to Alice, her own, 
so far as the pronunciation went, being too 
much like the call of a crow to suit my 
fancy. I didn’t expect she could cook 
enough to keep herself warm—so very few 
native women can. But to my astonishment 
she fried a fish and some bacon and made 
some scones for dinner in a style that would 
have been hard to beat anywhere. And she 
bustled about, fixing things, and unpacking 
the bit of furniture and my few books 
like a born housewife, till I blessed Mrs. 
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Missionary, whoever she might 
be, and realized that, apart 
from the question of looks, I 
had acquired a real treasure, 
and a dirt-cheap one at that. 
Nor did I think any the worse 
of her because more than 
once she returned to the 
question of our being properly 
married, “just like white 
people.” And I. promised 
faithfully that the first time 
“ Missi” came around she 
should not only be married 
but christened into the bar- 
gain. At this she was so 
pleased that she came to me 
and put her arms about my 
neck and kissed me on the 
mouth, the first time she had 
done so of her own accord, 
and promised to be a good 
wife to me all the days of her 
life. And—well!—one can’t 
knock about the Islands for 
years without meeting all sorts 
of women from fair to precious 
bad, but I never remembered 
coming across one before like 
Alice. And it seemed absurd to think that 
a few weeks at a mission station could have 
knocked all the savagery out of her. Of 
course, my being able to talk to her was a 
big pull. But I still fancy she must have 
been what scientists call “a sport ”—must 
have thrown back to some remote ancestor 
—perhaps one of the crews of De Quiro’s or 
Torres’s ships. : 

Presently, taking a sharp, three-cornered 
scraper, I went on to the veranda and 
worked away at the nasty brown patch. But 
the wood was soft, and I found that, no 
matter how deep I went, the stain showed 
the same, nay, brighter. Rising from my 
knees, I met Alice’s eyes fixed on me with a 
strange expression in them, and as they met 
mine the warm, rich blood rushed to her 
cheeks, and she turned abruptly away. But 
I said nothing. Only, oddly enough, it 
struck me for the first time that, if what I 
suspected were true, then my newly formed 
family connection was not of the most 
reputable. , 

That afternoon the stuff began to come in, 
and right up till dark there was a constant 
procession to and fro along the path from 
village to store. Much -of the copra, tor- 
toiseshell, etc., had, I was certain, been 
un ler my roof before, and was now being 
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repurchased. Still I made no remark, and 
took all that was offered—at my own price. 
And long ere we finished the Aobans were 
quite satisfied that, though fair as fair went 
in such matters, I was by no means a softy 
or a new hand at the game. Of course there 
were growlers. But I formulated my scale 
of barter, and told them to like it or lump 
it, because it was fixed and changeless, 
as the laws of the Medes and Persians 
we used to read about at school. Jack 
the Whaler, I soon found, had given 
them spirits in the shape of gin, and 
there were frequent calls for “ Squareface” 
—so named from the square-sided bottles 
that the liquor is generally put up in. My 
firm, however, had set its veto upon both 
strong waters and firearms. Thus there was 
more grumbling. But, having a monopoly, 
I kept a tight hand on them all, and by 
sundown could say I had done a capital 
day’s work, both for myself by getting 
married, and for my employers by recovering 
at a quarter of its original cost most of the 
stolen produce. And how comfortable the 
house looked! What a contrast to last 
night ! 

On the table a nicely-cooked meal ready 
on a snowy cloth, white curtains draping 
the windows and pretty mats the walls, a fine 
kerosene lamp showing plenty of light, and, 
last but not least, Alice, as clean and dainty 
as a brown pigeon, waiting to pour out the 
tea. Never for years had I felt so contented 
and comfortable as when, after supper, the 
pair of us lay outside on the long canvas 
lounge-chair whilst I smoked and listened to 
her prattle, some of it childish enough, but 
some of it full of grave matter concerning 
mainly our two selves and the prices of 
produce. 

For a few weeks life-was a pleasant dream, 
carrying only one trouble — old Teroa. 
For many reasons I did not wish to fall 
out with him: but felt that sooner or 
later we should come to loggerheads. 
And, one day, returning home from 
pigeon - shooting, and finding Alice in 
tears and her uncle, three parts drunk, 
rummaging in the store from which he had 
already helped himself to a liberal bundle of 
stuff, all tied up and ready to take away, I 
kicked him out of the yard and told him 
never to show his face near the place again. 
I also confiscated his plunder and the bottle 
of gin that he had abstracted from the single 
case I possessed. ‘The old scamp, I found, 
had watched me off and then threatened to 
beat Alice and take her away from me. 
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All this to make her give up the key 
of the store of which, at last, he pos- 
sessed himself by main force. It was a 
great solace to me, as I listened, to 
think that only that very day I had put on 
a pair of heavily soled Wellington boots. But 
Alice was desperately uneasy, and insisted 
that I should never go abroad, even for my 
morning dip, unarmed. 

Shortly after this we were fishing one 
moonlight night just outside the narrow 
opening that led into the bay, when a sound 
of loud singing fell on our cars, and a big 
double canoe came flashing along from the 
south’ard, a score of oars rising and falling 
as one, whilst the rowers sang, in Mota :— 

See, the Gospel ship is sailing 
Straight to Canaan’s happy shore ; 
+ Thousands she has safely landed, 
Still there’s room for thousands more. 

“ Missi! Missi!” shrilled Alice, and the 
passing canoe stopped instantly, a few strokes 
sending our own alongside it. 

A tall, thin, grey-bearded white man rose 
from a lounge-chair in the stern and greeted 
us as Alice introduced me. At first his face 
was hard and stern, and he viewed me with 
marked disfavour. But as the girl finished 
a rapid explanation he thawed and shook 
hands. He was, it appeared, on his way 
from Pentecost to Santa Maria Island, some 
fifty miles distant. “I have been far from 
well of late, Mr. Scott,” he said, “and 
perhaps may never return. So, if you'll 
come on board, I can marry you at once, 
as Kuahua—the best girl in this group or, I 
think, any other—tells me you are both 
anxious for a legal union.” 

This was a bit sudden, certainly. But as 
I never meant to back out, I came up to the 
scratch straightaway. 

Everything was done in due form, even to 
the ring, I luckily happening to have a tor- 
toise-shell one on my little finger that fitted. 
Then Missi prayed and the Santo boys sang 
a hymn, and then Missi (the Rev. George 
Cleveland was his name) at my request 
christened my wife—a ceremony that seemed 
to give her even more pleasure than the 
marriage one had done. ‘Then the mis- 
sionary, standing up, as we all knelt, solemnly 
blessed us, and fervently prayed that long life 
and happiness might be our portion. And 
although the whole business was altoyether 
out of my line, I can assure you I was rather 
impressed, whilst Alice simply blubbered 
aloud. 

We had by this time drifted well clear 
of the land ; there was no breath of wind ; the 
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full moon shone on us, making things as light 
as day where we floated in a sea of liquid 
silver ; in front of us rose the great mass of 
Aoba silent, lofty, and mysterious-looking, its 
deep gullies shadowed in profound blackness, 
whilst, here and there, protruding spurs and 
shoulders stood out a shimmering maze of 


“THE FULL MOON SHONE ON US WHERE WE FLOATED IN A SEA OF 
LIQUID SILVER.” 


soft, pale, green woodland under the moon- 
beams—a scene I have never forgotten. 

Now the missionary drew up a certificate 
of marriage, which Alice took with a pride 
there was no concealing, whilst the boys, 
many of whom knew her, offered their con- 
gratulations. And then, after some talk— 
during which Mr. Cleveland, who seemed 
one of the real good sort, and not too fond 
of preaching and advising at a fellow, as are 
so many of his cloth, promised to give us a 
call if he ever returned—the oars of the big 
canoe cut the water again, and the boys 
striking up “ Jerusalem the Golden,” off they 
went like a shot. 

So I, Tom Scott, was married at last! 
And I swear to you that as I clasped my 
pretty little wife in my arms on the great, 
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white, quiet sea and listened to the words of 
the old hymn, sung though they were in a 
strange tongue, yet coming sweetly enough to 
us across the water, I somehow felt better and 
happier than I had done since I heard them 
so many long years ago as a child at church 
far away in dear old England. 

’ Ill. 

THE FATE OF OPPOSITION. 
But I soon had more stirring 
matters than my marriage to think 
about before the honeymoon was 
over. Coming out one morning I 
saw a schooner at anchor in the 
bay, and presently heard from a 
sub-chief named Matakisala — a 
good customer with whom I was 
on friendly terms—that she had 
landed a trader and stores. Teroa, 
it seemed, had promised the new 
arrival all sorts of fine things if he 
would only set up amongst his 
people. And, as earnest, the old 
villain had already with a gang of 
natives commenced to erect a house 
for the stranger. This was serious 
news for me, more especially when I 
discovered that the vessel belonged 
to a Sydney firm which was in 
direct opposition to ours, so far 
as the Island trade was concerned. 
My employers were Brisbane mer- 
chants, and had worked up a good 
business with much trouble and 
perseverance against these people, 
in spite of the latter’s open disre- 
gard of the prohibition respecting 
drink, ammunition, and firearms 
which gave their agents a tremen 
dous advantage over those of the 
more conscientious firm. So I well knew 
there were lively times ahead. Nor was I 
mistaken. Never a customer came near my 
store now. But all night long from the 
village proceeded the sound of drunken 
revelry and the discharge of guns. So, 
pocketing my dignity, I one morning strolled 
along the beach to the opposition shop, 
curious to see how matters were going. 

To my astonishment [ found that the 
trader was a rank new-chum—a big, fat, puffy- 
faced, helpless sort of creature. And he had 
been giving out goods on tick! No wonder 
I couldn’t do any business! Cases of old 
muzzle-loading muskets, warranted to burst 
in a week ; others of “Key” gin, kegs of 
gunpowder, together with all sorts of German- 
made rubbish, lay about in fine confusion. The 
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trader—lawler was his name—couldn’t speak 
a word of any of the ten thousand languages 
in the Islands. Nor had he even the cheap gift 
of “sandalwood” talk. So that a more poor 
lost sheep you couldn’t well imagine—sur- 
rounded as he was by crafty and treacherous 
savages. What sort of bowels the schooner’s 
captain must have had to go away and leave 
a man like that in such a position it beat me 
to conceive. 

As I arrived, it appeared that Lawler had 
shut down on any further tick. He wanted 
copra and shell first. So far he hadn’t got a 
pound of either. Old Teroa was bossing the 
show, sitting on the rough counter and 
demanding ‘ Squareface.” He was for buy- 
ing a bottle at once, and proffered a bunch 
of bananas for it! But even Lawler wasn’t 
that far gone, and refused his modest deal. 
Then Terca got nasty, and, giving me a 
vicious look, seized a bottle out of one of the 
cases that had been opened, and cleared 
with it. 

I expected to see Lawler pursue and 
recover the thing, if not thrash the thief 
into the bargain. But judgé of my surprise 
when the fellow only smiled and said: 
“Well, I suppose it won’t do to offend the 
chief. He’ll settle for it and the other goods 
he’s had all right. Treat ’em civilly. That’s 
my plan. Kickin’ don’t pay hereabouts.” 
And he sniggered in a style that at once 
showed me how the land lay. However, 
opposition or no opposition, I wasn’t going 
to see him robbed right and left without 
making an effort to stop it. But I might as 
well have spared my breath. 

He knew this and he knew that. I had 
been too hard and strict with the natives, 
therefore they were all coming to his store. 
I bad kicked the chief, thus ruining all 
chance of business for my firm, and so on 
and so on. 

“You come here givin’ me advice,” he 
concluded. “Well, if that ain’t a good ’un ! 
Why, look at these, an’ then tell me as I ain’t 
goin’ the right way to work. The cheek © 
some folks!” And the poor fool produced a 
bundle of sheets of foolscap covered with 
the names of natives set against the amounts 
debited to them, and all nicely titivated off 
by lines ruled in red ink. Well, he got my 
monkey up properly; and after letting him 
know in very forcible terms what his fate 
would presently be, I walked away home and 
told Alice all about it. 

“They'll kill him, Tom, pretty soon, now 
he won't give them any more stuff,” said she, 

calmly. “ Thats why Teroa persuaded him 
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to settle here. Well, that’ll be so much the 
better for you, won’t it?” 

“All very fine, Mrs. Scott” (she dearly 
loved the title), I replied. “ But-hang it, he’s 
a white man! And you know we can’t 
stand by and look on, although he is such a 
confounded fool !” 

“Suppose we interfere,” replied my wife, 
sagely shaking her head, “ we'll get our own 
goose cooked too” (she had already picked 
up some slang from me, and could twist it into 
Mota quite easily). “And once they smell 
blood, one white man won’t satisfy ’em. Bet 
your life on that, Tom! ‘Then they’ll go for 
us. Matakisala won’t help us. He's just as 
bad as Teroa, although he seems so soft 


and nice that butter wont melt on his 
tongue. It was he who killed Jack on the 
veranda.” 


“Why, I always put that job down to 
Teroa,” I said, surprised. 

“Oh,” she said; “Teroa held his arms 
whilst the other clubbed him. You never 
asked, or I would have told before. We 
girls heard all about it. This way it 
happened :— 

“ ‘Good day,’ says Teroa, coming up where 
Jack sat over there peeling yams. ‘I got 
fine lot shell; you come along down to my 
house and see.’ 

“ ‘Oh, go to blazes !’ says Jack, very cross. 
‘Your shell no good—all bad colour and 
cracked.’ Then Teroa gammon to slip, and 
he fell on top of old Jack and held him tight. 
And then Matakisala come out of the bush, 
and one—two—poum ! poum ! all over!” 

“Oh,” I said, “that was it, was it?” 

A couple of evenings after this, learning 
“from information received” that matters 
were coming to a crisis below there, I took 
one of the Winchesters, buckled on my 
revolvers and a belt of cartridges to fit the 
lot, and despite the entreaties of my wife 
went off like a silly ass to make one last 
attempt at saving my rival. 

Rather to my surprise there wasn’t a soul 
about the place. 

“Halloa,” said I, entering the store, “all 
your friends deserted you, eh ?” 

“Not much !” said he, with that aggravat- 
ing snigger of his. “They've only gone to 
get themselves up for a grand dance they're 
to give me to-night.” 

“Oh!” said I, smelling a rat. “Now, you 
take my tip and come home with me, or 
you'll be dead meat before the morning.” 

“Garn!” he grinned, in his nasty, flash, 


Sydney fashion. “What ver givin’ us? 
You're the sort as makes mischicf, you are, 
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maskeradin’ around, piled up to the teeth 
with guns an’ pistols.” 

“ You won’t come?” I said, desperately. 

“Not half a come,” said he. “Think I’m 
scared, like you ?” 

“Then God help you,” I replied, solemn!y, 
“for I cant! Listen to the brutes howling, 
and the drums 
beating as a 
signal for your 
slaughter.” 

“ Oh, give us 
a rest!” he 
exclaimed, im- 
patiently. 
“ They're only 
preparing for 
the dance.” 

But as he 
spoke he came 
to the door and 
looked out, and 
I thought I 
detected an un- 
easy note in his 
voice. It was 
nearly dark 
now. And 
from the vil- 
lage, about five 
hundred yards 
away, we could 
see advancing 
a yelling, danc- 
ing crowd, amidst which here 
and there glittered newly- 
lit torches, whilst ever the 
big upright drums before 
the council-house boomed 
monotonously. 

“I must go an’ meet ’em, I suppose,” said 
Lawler, but in rather a doubtful tone. 

“If you do you'll never come back alive,” 
I replied. 

“ Won’t you keep me company, too?” he 
asked, in a mocking sort of voice that yet 
held a tremor in it. 

“Not to-night, thanks,” I said. “ How- 
ever, there’s still time for you to clear if you 
know when you're well off.” 

But he shook his head, and, diving into 
the store, returned with a bottle in each hand 
and advanced towards the mob, now lit up 
by dozens of torches, whilst I slipped into 
the scrub and peered from behind a tree. 
There was just a doubt, and I thought I’d 
like to make sure. Before, however, he got 
close up to the crowd he must have seen 
something that frightened him, for J saw him 
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suddenly drop the bottles and run back 
towards the store. The next minute they 
were upon him ; there was a shriek or two, 
and a scuffle as of a lot of dogs worry- 
ing a ’possum; then the crowd divided 
and disclosed something white that, even as 
I looked, writhed feebly along the ground. 
The rifle was 
at my shoulder 
with finger 
pressing the 
trigger; and in 
another second 
I should have 
made a fool of 
myself, when I 
saw Matakisala 
rush up and 
drive a big 
spear clean 
through the 
prostrate body, 
pinning it to 
the earth. Then, 
whilst a mob of 
boys slung it 
to poles and 
carried it away 
towards the 
village, the rest 
with shouts of 
triumph rushed 


to the store. 
The tree be- 
hind which I stood was 









close to the end of the 
building that faced the bush. 
The house had been slung 
together in a hurry to protect 
the “trade,” and was com- 
posed mainly of reeds and palm-leaves. And 
as I now ran past this end to gain the denser 
shelter of a big clump of bananas, and so by 
a roundabout route home, a thought struck 
me and, returning, I lit a match and applied 
it to the reeds. Already the interior I could 
hear was full of savages, and my heart leapt 
as I remembered the gunpowder and made 
hot-foot for cover. But so dry were the 
walls that they flamed up like kerosene, 
giving such a vivid and sudden light as 
disclosed me to some of the Aobans as 
they streamed out from the store in dismay. 
Yelling with rage, a score or so of them 
gave chase and, almost before I knew it, 
they were at my heels. The bush was thick, 
and, fearful of getting surrounded, I turned a 
little and steered for the beach. Here it was 
lighter, and soon arrows began ta sing by 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


TOLD BY A TRADER. 


me, whilst presently what I had apprehended 
came to pass, and many black figures ap- 
peared on the beach ahead. Knowing the 
bush paths so well they had taken short cuts 
and were now between me and the station. 

I didn’t want to shoot. But, as I am a 
poor runner and was nearly winded, I saw 
there was no help for it. Already one 
arrow had grazed my shoulder in token 
that my pursuers meant business, and I 
could hear others, now with a bullet or 
two, coming thicker and thicker. So, turning, 
I fired a couple of shots at the nearest 
niggers. But the starlight was bad to aim by, 
and I missed. The crowd in front was 
approaching, and matters, I thought, looked 
none too well for trader number two. Just 
then the burning store flamed up fiercer than 
ever, and seizing my chance as the savages 
showed up against the red glow, I dropped 
on one knee and gave them _half-a-dozen 
plumbers that made them scatter shrieking 
for the shelter of the scrub, whilst almost like 
an echo of my shots came a fusillade ahead. 
Flash after flash streamed from the dark belt 
of bush bordering the beach; and as I soon 
turned my fire on that mob they, too, 
presently broke and fled. 

“Come along, Tom!” cried a well-known 
voice, as I toiled through the sand. “Get 
up here, and you'll run better.” 

“Why, Mrs. Scott,” I panted, as, joining 
her, we both made tracks for the station, 
“what brought you out shooting on a night 
like this ?” 

“ Good thing I did come, I think,” replied 
Alice, skipping along in front. “If I hadn’t 
you'd never have reached home.” 

“Tut, tut,” I replied, severely, for it’s bad 
policy to encourage any woman in too good 
an opinion of herself. “I was getting along 
nicely when you made all that noise.” 

She laughed, and was about to speak when 
a tremendous report, followed by another, 
seemed to shake the island to its foundations. 
My wife squealed and ran back to me, and I 
was pleased to be able to carelessly remark : 
“Only poor Lawler’s powder, Mrs. Scott, and 
I hope some dozen or so of your gentle 
countrymen with it.” 





IV. 
AN AOBAN HONEYMOON. 
I was glad when at last, unmolested, we 
gained the house, for I felt weaker than I 
cared to admit, the arrow wound having bled 
freely. At first Alice turned a sort of nasty 
slate colour when she saw the ragged tear, 


and examined it eagerly and minutely for a 
Vol. xxi.—26. 
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minute or two. Then, as the blood came 
back to her face, she said: “ My word, 
Tom! I thought for a bit it was dead-man- 
arrow. Suppose it was, you snuff out like a 
candle. But it’s only a fish one—all right !” 

The Aobans, it seems, lay their war arrows 
in a piece of putrid human body till the 
barbs get thoroughly impregnated with the 
poison. A scratch from a point so prepared 
is held to be venomous enough to insure a 
most painful death. Fishing arrows, such as 
Alice pronounced my wound to be made by, 
are of course innocuous, and as soon as it 
was dressed with Friars balsam and ban- 
daged, except fora slight stiffness it felt as 
right as ever. 

Down in the village they were kicking up 
an awful row, yelling and wailing and 
drumming. 

“I suppose we'll have ’em here presently,” 
I said. 

“Not to-night,” replied Alice, unconcern- 
edly getting tea ready. “Eat t’other fellow 
first. My people never like dark. Too many 
wicked spirits go about. (Come early 
to-morrow morning. I think, Tom, wed 
better get off in a boat. No use stopping 
here. We can take a canoe and go over to 
Missi’s place. I know the way all right.” 

“ And leave the store and trade and every- 
thing to those cannibals yonder? No, Mrs. 
Scott, Im blowed if I do!” I replied, 
angrily. À 

“All ritee,” said Alice, with resignation, 
and dropping into “ sandalwood,” which 
she knew I hated to hear her at. “Aoba 
mans kaikai (eat) us plenty morrow. Plenty 
angry Teroa. Maté, matē (kill), you--me. 
Burn Tomkotta—Alice all ee same rat!” 
And she pointed to the thatched roof. My 
face fell as I followed her uplifted finger. 
Decidedly she had put it on our weak point. 
Still, I couldn’t make up my mind to abandon 
so much property without a struggle. And 
after a good deal of argument I brought 
Alice round to the same view of the question. 
At least she agreed with all I said. But I 
could easily see that she was quite hopeless. 
Still, she went to work willingly enough to help 
me strengthen the place to the best of our 
ability. That fatal mass of reeds and grass 
overhead, covering the whole building, dry 
as tinder, and resting on a network of split 
bamboo equally dry, appeared, however, to 
paralyze all our efforts. And her prediction 
as to the Aobans burning us out like rats 
and then killing and eating us seemed in a 
fair way of fulfilment. A single fire-stick 
thrown from the scrub that ran right up to 
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the back of the house would set everything 
in a blaze. 

After we had done all we could by way of 
carrying water from the little spring, boring 
loopholes in the slabs, and strengthening 
bars and bolts, Alice went to bed and slept as 
calmly as a child. It was not so on my side. 
I knew that we could save our skins even now 


if I but said the word. There were lots of- 


canoes on the beach, and nothing would be 
easier than to steal one whilst the savages 
were absorbed in their horrid ceremonies, 
whose wild accompaniments of yells and 
drummings fell on my ear throughout the 
night as I_prowled about restless and uneasy, 
not at all appreciating this rude break in our 
honeymoon. 
Just before sunrise the fun commenced 
with a volley of bullets and shot that rattled 
` against the slabs and sent Alice flying for her 
rifle. Then a blazing 
lump of matting 
wrapped in a stone 
was flung on the roof. 
To our delight a very 
heavy dew had fallen 
over-night saturating 
the surface of the 
thatch, and the fire 
merely fizzled and 
went out. Of course 
we knew that this 
was only a respite 
tll the sun grew 
stronger. Still it en- 
couraged us. Another 
bit of good luck now 
happened. Seeing a 
suspicious shaking 
amongst the tall 
crotons that grew 
along inside the yard 
fence I, out of mere 
curiosity, took a 
snap-shot at the 
place. Whereupon 
out sprang that 
treacherous devil, 
Matakisala, stood 
upright for a mo- 
ment, and then 
plunged over full length, pulling at the 
tough-stemmed weeds with his fingers, and 
sticking his toes in the soil till he dragged 
himself nearly to the spot on the veranda 
where he had clubbed the poor ‘ Whaler.” 
And just there he died, apparently in great 
agony, shot through the spine. 

There was a tremendous lot of noise and 
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smoke on their side, but no damage done 
except to themselves and the rotten old 
muskets into which they put half a fistful 
of powder for a charge, with, generally, the 
effect of sending the marksman head over 
heels. Three or four I picked off through 
exposing themselves in this way. Alice, too, 
at the front of the house potted others by 
firing at the smoke ; and presently their first 
enthusiastic . opening cooled down con- 
siderably. But they yelled and shrieked out 
threats to us in Mota of what they would do 
in the sweet by-and-by ; and at intervals a 
flaming test-message dropped on the yet 
damp thatch. As for the round bullets, 
moulded out of soft lead, they simply 
flattened against the ironwood slabs like so 
many bits of dough. And to our delight the 
day kept dull and the sky overcast. Once or 
twice I caught a glimpse of Teroa and shot 
at him without effect. 

They now set the 
low stockade on fire, 
and the palm palings 
burned away in no 
time, leaving only a 
line of smoking black 
embers in place of 
the beautiful flower- 
ing creeper. This 
was a foolish move 
on their part, des- 
troying shelter from 
which they might 
have annoyed us. 
But they wanted to 
see something going, 
and their yells of 


delight at the 

achievement were 
deafening. 

Matakisala lay 

| stretched out face 

downwards, his 


brawny, tusk-banded 
arms extended, and 
the stiff ridge of hair 
the Aobans affect, 
reaching from brow 
to crown, sticking 
out like the old- 
fashioned pompon on a soldier’s hat. From 
below his narrow girdle of matting a dark 
stream slowly oozed, and already the ants 
were busy with him. Particularly friendly 
he had seemed, all the time doubtless watch- 
ing for a chance to work the “Whaler” 
oracle on me. Nor had I forgotten the 
way he skewered that poor fool Lawler. 
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At this moment I caught sight of a bit of 
Teroa’s ragged, grey beard poking round the 
trunk of a hibiscus sapling. I was about to 
fire when a sudden idea struck me, and I 
called Alice across to my side. 

“Mrs. Scott,” I said, “you're not a very 
good shot, but do you think you could make 
ahole in that lovely uncle of yours if you 
got a chance ?” 

“Td try hard, Tom,” she said, indignantly. 
“Hed soon do the same for me. And you 
didn’t say I couldn’t shoot last night.” 

“All right, then, my dear,” I replied, 
“you watch through that corner while I 
open the shutter so as to give my other 
voice a show. If I could only patter your 
lingo we'd have the old rat sure. Do you 
ever talk Mota amongst yourselves ?” 

“Very seldom, except to strangers,” replied 
Alice ; “ Missi and a few of the ships’ men 
and traders.” : 

“Well,” I replied, “I’m going to try what 
I can do, anyhow. - Keep your eye on that 
lump of rock there. If I have any luck 
you'll see Teroa make a run for it presently, 
and then you pot him.” 

it was a long time since I had practised 
my ventriloquial powers, and by disuse one 
is apt to lose the hang of the thing altogether. 
But now, essaying a preliminary attempt, to 
my great satisfaction I found that I could 
throw my voice into the bedroom and 
round the house in such wise as startled 
Alice half out of her wits. But, when I 
rapidly explained, her admiration knew no 
bounds, although she still seemed to think 
there was something uncanny about the 
matter. 

Then, opening the shutter very quietly, I 
sent a call from behind the rock, imitating 

Alice’s voice as much as possible, and ending 
in the long-drawn, peculiar wail that with the 
Natives is a sign of pain or trouble :— 

“Uncle! Ob, my uncle, come and fetch 
me. I’m frightened and want to get away— 
O—oh !” 

The old savage’s head popped fully into 

sight at this, and I could distinctly make 
out his amazed look as he stared at the big 
boulder whence the voice seemed to proceed. 

“Come, oh, my uncle,” I wailed again. 
“My legs hurt by a bullet and I can’t walk 
—O—oh!” 

_“Where are you?” shouted Teroa, drop- 
Ping on his belly amongst a lot of thick 

brush. Alice translated, and I quickly 

replied in Mota: “ Here, here, behind the 
stone. Come and carry me away, oh, my 
uncle!” 
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“Yes, yes, I come,” replied Teroa, this 
time in Mota, “not to carry but to kill, oh, 
wicked one !” And at that he crawled out 
of the bush on all fours, going rapidly, 
gripping a short, broad-bladed knife between 
his teeth, and looking for all the world like 


a big yellow pig with a white head and a 


bone in its mouth. 

The distance might , haye been twenty 
yards ; he was already more than half-way — 
across, and I had caught up my own rifle, 
when bang went Alice’s from the corner, and 
Teroa rolled over and over as does a rabbit 
shot at too short range. 

“ Well done, Mrs. Scott,” I shouted, firing 
again as he rose to his knees and tried to 
make off on one leg, dragging the other after 
him in such fashion as showed a broken 
thigh-bone. The second shot hit him in the 
shoulder, and bowled him over motionless. 
Then there was a rush of a dozen men, who 
caught him up and carried him off, losing 
three of their number in doing so. 

This business got the besiegers’ backs up 
properly, and a regular hailstorm of bullets 
and arrows came at us, mingled with burning 
lumps of mat and sennit that stuck all over 
the roof. Suddenly I noticed a cloud of 
dark smoke float away over the tops of the 
trees. 

“Were done, old woman!” I exclaimed, 
as wild yells of triumph emphasized the fact. 
“Tt’s caught at last !” 

“Look! look, Tom!” shrilled Alice, in 
answer, from the front of the house. ‘‘ There’s 
a ship—a big, big one!” 

Rushing across the room I peeped out 
and saw the finest and most tantalizing sight 
the world could show me just then—a British 
man-o’-war letting go her anchor in the bay, 
the red cross flag fluttering at her peak 
halliards. Directly I clapped eyes on her 
I knew her for the Sc//a—a heavily armed 
cruiser sent out from England to take the 
place of an old-fashioned corvette, and a 
share in the dual control with France over 
the New Hebrides. 

If they could only be brought to under- 
stand the extreme tightness of the hole we 
were in! But perhaps, and most likely, they, 
complete strangers as they were, would think 
that all the row was merely made by natives 
fighting amongst themselves. Had Gower 
and the Aér/, I wondered, met the warship 
and, as he promised, sent her to inquire 
about the murder of Old Jack? But all that 
would take time, and we -Alice and I- had 
none whatever to spare. Already a large 
circular opening had burnt in the thatch and 
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was smouldering overhead, whilst thick smoke 
began to fill the house. And all around us 
the savages were yelling like demons, darting 
from tree to tree and firing incessantly. 

“Its a case, Mrs. Scott!” I exclaimed to 
Alice, who was busy 
chucking at the fire 
ineffectual dippers 
of water, which re- 
turned on our heads 
in a black stream. 
“We'll have to run 
the gauntlet to the 
beach — make a bolt 


for it. And a jolly 
poor show we'll 
stand! You buckle 


on this revolver and 
take your rifle, and 
come when I give 
the word.” 

Before opening 
the door, however, 
and venturing on 
our terribly forlorn 
rush down the half- 
mile of rough 
scrubby country 
between us and the 
sea, we commenced 
a heavy fusillade to 
clear, if possible, 
the dodging niggers 
in front of the 
house. Lumps of 
burning thatch were 


now falling plenti- “WE'LL HAVE TO MAKE A BOLT FOR IT.” 


fully into the living 
rooms, and I knew we could not delay 
much longer. . 
Suddenly, pausing for a minute to refill 
the magazine of my rifle, my gaze instinct- 
ively seeking the warship, I saw that she had 
her boats in the water; and even while I 
looked a cloud of white smoke curled from 
her bows, followed by a thunderous explosion 
louder than that of Lawler’s gunpowder. The 
next minute I thought an earthquake had 
burst at the rear of the house, whilst a thick 
rain of rocks and branches and leaves and a 
human limb or two came showering down 
through the burning roof. Running to the 
back window I saw in place of the clumps of 
trees and underbrush that had offered such 
fine cover for our foes only the big pit that a 
6in. shell makes at a mile range into soft 
soil. 
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It was a lovely bit of practice, indeed, 
and as I learned later was due to Gower 
——himself an ex-R.N. gunner—who, at once, 
guessing pretty nearly the state of affairs, had 
begged permission, and with his own hands 
laid the piece. He 
had, it seemed, left 
the Afrt at Anei- 
tyum, and, at the 
request of the man- 
o’-war’s captain, 
come along as pilot 
and prosecutor in 
one. 

“Thank the 
Lord,” said he, as 
ten minutes later 
he came charging 
up the hill with the 
Scvdla’s bluejackets. 
“Thank the Lord 
the store’s safe, any- 
how! But it was 
touch and go!” 

So it was, without 
a doubt. The 
sailors, however, 
soon had the roof 
off, and a temporary 
one fixed of old 
sails and tarpaulins. 
Teroa was picked 
up still alive, but 
he died that night. 
And the Aobans 
had received a 
lesson that I don’t 
think they’ll 
ever forget. The little picnic I’ve been 
telling you about happened over seven years 
ago, but I’ve never had one of them look 
crossways at me since. People said I’d be 
sorry for staying and settling on the place. 
But I never have been. I’m my own boss 
now, with a couple of smart boats, each 
bigger than the Aért; no end of a 
plantation,:a fine house (iron-roofed, though), 
the best wife in the Western.or any other 
Pacific, and a family of youngsters all steps 
and stairs, and a shade lighter-coloured than 
myself. And sometimes Mrs. Scott remarks 
thoughtfully as she watches them — she 
speaks “real” English now, and only nags 
at the servants in “sandalwood”: ‘Tom, 
my dear,” she'll say, “that was a regular 
bobbydazzler of a honeymoon we had in 
the old house, wasn’t it? ” 
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Some Out-of-the-Way Records. 


By FREDERICK A. TALBOT. 


HIS is the age of records. 
Scarcely a day passes but 
some new and startling 
achievement is accomplished, 
K completely eclipsing any others 

that may already be extant in 





that particular 
line. Some 
individuals 
experience a 
great delight 
in establish- 
ing records in 
order to gain 
the wide- 
spread noto- 
riety which 
generally re- 
sults from the 
performance 
of such re- 
markable 
feats, while 
others be- 
come record- 


breakers MASTER ABE! ROBERTS, WHC HOLDS THE 


nwi 1 7 RECORD FOR SCHOOL ATTENDANCE. 
ih Pi ngly, From a Vhoto. by Lettsome & Sons, Llangollen. 
ough their 





years and nine months he was present both 
morning and afternoon with unerring regu- 
larity and punctuality, not even being com- 
pelled to absent himself from his school 
duties on one single occasion through illness. 
Evidently great rivalry exists between the 
scholars of that school regarding their 
regular attendance, since another boy 
boasted a similar record for six years. 
Many of our members of Parliament 
have occasionally treated the House to 
abnormally long discourses, but it is 
doubtful whether any constituent has yet 
rivalled the celebrated speech of Dr, 
Otto Lechter, a member of the Austrian 
Parliament, who on one occasion spoke 
for no less 
than twelve 
hours off 
the reel: 
Dr. Otto 
Lechter re- 
presents the 
constituency 
of Brunn, 
in Moravia. 
awed: Wis 

















efforts may often be 
quite as extraordinary 
and equally interest- 
ing. 

It is an honourable 
achievement for a boy 
whose school life has 
extended over a period 
of nearly eleven years 
never to have missed 
a single attendance 
throughout the whole 
of that time. Yet this 
is the unique record 
possessed by Master 
Abel Roberts, of Llan- 
gollen. He was ad- 
mitted into the infant 
department of the 
Board School in that 
town in 1888, when he 
was only three years of 
age. From the infants’ 
school he duly passed 
into that of the seniors. 
Altogether for tem “pon al 


COUNT LECHTER, AFTER DEI.JVEEKING HIS RECORD SPEECH 
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party, which comprises 
Progressive Germans, 
were im a large mi- 
nority in 1597. \n 
important subject 
was im debate, and 
lt Lechter rose to 
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night 
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children, however, and she somewhat atones 
for her own loss by becoming godmother to 
the little ones of her more fortunate neigh- 
bours. The baby she is shown nursing upon 
her knee in our illustration is her one- 
hundredth godchild. 

Captain John Whitmore Bennett has 
travelled 30,000 times across the English 
Channel. Until his recent retirement he 
was the oldest commander of the cross- 
Channel services from Folkestone and 
Dover, his term of service having extended 
over a period of fifty-three years. He first 
joined the fleet of boats sailing under the 
flag of the South-Eastern Railway Company 
between Ostend, Calais, and Boulogne. 
After sixteen years’ connection with this 
company he relinquished his position to join 
the London, Chatham, and Dover Company, 
and initiated their steamboat service between 
Dover and the Continent. He can relate 
many interesting reminiscences, especially in 
connection with Royal personages travelling 
between this country and the Continent, and 
on one occasion he carried the German 
Emperor ashore when he was a little boy. 


































MRS. ANNE FLETCHER, WITH HER HUNDREDTH 
From a Photo. by) =GODCHILD (Nainby, AVord. 


hours he was speaking he never 
once sat down or stopped, except 
to take, now and again, a sip of 
black coffee. His speech was one 
of the most brilliant that have 
ever been delivered in the Austrian 
Parliament, and was described as 
never once failing in interest or 
power throughout the whole time, 
neither did he repeat a sinyle sen- 
tence. 

In the little village of Langton 
Spilsby there resides a hale and 
hearty old woman whose matri- 








monial name is Mrs. Anne Fletcher, {wc 

but who is familiarly known among z 

the villagers as the “Century of = 

Babies.” That is not to say that r 

Mrs. Fletcher is the happy possessor 4 

of such a huge colony of infants, $ 

but is due to the unique fact that by 

she has carried over one hundred È 

babies to bi baptized. Curious to ‘ 

relate, not one of these children is å 

her own progeny, since she is child- oe = ——EEE 
less. She is passionately fond of ree WHIT MORE ee WHO BAS CROSSED THE Gamar 
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Hans Angeli and Rittmeister Eugene 
Baron Forgatsch accomplished a notable feat 
in August, 1898, when they swam down the 
River Danube from Vienna to Presburg, in 
Hungary. The distance represents about 
thirty-eight English 
miles, and these two 
intrepid swimmers 
covered the journey 
in seven hours. They 
were unaccompanied ; 
they never left the 
water; and neither 
did they take any 
refreshment in the 
way of food or drink 
from the time they 
plunged into the river 
at Vienna until they 
emerged again at 
Presburg. It would 
be almost impossible 
to devise a less expensive method of travel- 
ling than this, especially when one emulates 
the example of these two record-breakers, 
who carried their clothes on their backs in a 
patent waterproof bag invented by Angeli. 

Another swimmer who has probably 
achieved more wonders in the water than 
any aquatic champion since the days of the 
late Captain Webb is Montague A. Holbein, 
the famous long-distance cyclist. He scored 
first honours 
on July 25th, 
1899, when he 
swam forty-three 
miles in the 
Thames ina 
little under 
twelve and a half 
hours. He en- 
tered the water 
at Blackwall Pier 
early in the morn- 
ing, and, with 
the advantage of 
the strong ebb 
tide, swam down 
the river until he 
had progressed 
two miles beyond 





HANS ANGELI, WHO SWAM 38 MILES IN SEVEN HOURS. 
From a Photograph. 
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and strong when he once more donned his 
clothes. A 

A month later Holbein defeated his 
Thames record by another marvellous swim 
in the Solent, where he covered forty-six 
miles in twelve hours. 
He dived into the 
water near the Spit 
Fort at Portsmouth, 
at twenty minutes to 
eight in the morning, 
and although the 


water was choppy 
and a disagreeable 
wind was blowing 


against the tide the 
swimmer soon settled 
determinedly down 
to his task. Not 
once during: the 
whole journey did he 
evince any signs of 
fatigue or exhaustion, and at the end of 
twelve hours his friends, who had accom- 
panied him in the boat, had great difficulty 
to persuade him to leave the water. Had 
it not been for the rapidly approaching 
darkness Holbein undoubtedly would have 
continued on his way for another hour or two. 
His performances, however, in the Thames 


‘and the Solent rank as two of the finest 


feats in the annals of aquatics, while they are 
rendered still 
more remarkable 
by the fact that 
they are the 
longest distances 
ever covered by 
swimming. Hol- 
bein's u¿łima 
thule is to emu- 
late Captain 
Webb in swim- 
ming across the 
English Channel 
from Dover to 
Calais; and judg- 
ing from the won- 
derful stamina he 
displayed in the 
successful accom- 








Gravesend. Tak- 
ing advantage of 
the turn of the 
tide he swam on the flood back to Black- 
wall, but just failed to reach the pier owing 
to the unfortunate failure of the tide. 
Although he had been in the water for so 
many hours without a rest he was quite fresh 
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plishment of the 
foregoing efforts, 
there seems every 
possibility of the attempt being crowned with 
success, providing wind and weather are pro- 
pitious to such an event. 

Another traveller who aspires to make 
himself famous by creating the record of 
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MR. G. M. BOYNTON, WHO IS WALKING KOUND THE WORLD, 
From a Photo. by Lafayette, Ltd., Dublin. 


having walked round the world is George 
Melville Boynton. He started from San 
Francisco early on the morning of August 
13th, 1897, and he is still tramping. He 
started attired in a paper suit of clothes and 
with no money in his pockets, his object 
being to live on the hospitality of the in- 
habitants of the various countries through 
which he passed. ‘The estimated distance is 
31,000 miles, and he is to accomplish the 
task within a stated time. This remarkable 
feat of pedestrianism is the outcome of a 
wager. If Boynton succeeds, a sum of 
50,o00dols. will be paid over to charities in 
San Francisco by the other parties to the 
wager. Boynton reached England some 
months ago, and, after touring the country, 
left for the Continent. Judging from the 
present rate of progress there seems every 
prospect of the globe-trotter fulfilling the 
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wager. It is to be hoped that he will—for 
charity’s sake. 

Another young man who suddenly attracted 
public notice last year as the result of a remark- 
able achievement was Master A. E. J. Collins, 
who ruthlessly upset cricket records by scoring 
628 runs not out in a single innings. This 
mammoth score was recorded in a school 
match at Clifton. Mr. A. E. Stoddart, the 
well-known Middlesex amateur, hitherto pos- 
sessed the unique record of having scored 
the largest number of runs in one single 
innings, his contribution being 485 not out, 
scored for Hampstead against the Stoics in 
1885. Great though this achievement was, 
it was completely eclipsed by young Collins’s 
effort, and it will be a difficult record for any 
other cricketer to defeat. Altogether Collins, 
whose portrait we are enabled to reproduce 
through the kind permission of his mother, 
was batting seven hours, his rate of scoring 
therefore averaging about ninety runs per 
hour. 

It is a moot point whether any pastime 








MASTER A. E, J. COLLINS, WHO MADE THE RECORD SCORE 
OF 628 NOT OUT. 
From a Photo. by W. H. Midwinter & Oo., Lristel- 
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renders such 
opportunities to 
the record- 
breaker as cy- 
cling. One of 
the latest and 
greatest attempts 
to obtain distinc- 
tion in this direc- 
tion is the en- 
deavour of Mr. 
Edward Hale, the 
veteran cyclist, 
who successfully 
achieved the task 
of riding one 
hundred miles 
every day for 
twelve months, 
Sundays ex- 
cepted. Some 
little while ago 
an American 
essayed the task 
of riding fifty 
miles per day 
for the same 
period, but such’ 
a performance 
sinks into insig- 
nificance in com- 
parison with this 
latest effort. 











MR. EDWARD HALE, WHO RODE 30,000 MILES IN ONE YEAR. 


From a Photograph, 


Mr. Hale started on July 31st, 


1899, and completed the twelve months on 
July 30th, having cycled over 30,000 miles 


on the various high roads 
of the United Kingdom— 
a quite unprecedented 
ride. Mr. Hale performed 
his task upon an Acatene 
chainless cycle, and the 
same machine fulfilled his 
requirements for the whole 
year. It will be observed 
in our photo. that the 
machine is fitted with two 
handle - bars ; the upper 
one is for easy riding on 
good roads and with a 
back wind; while the other 
—the dropped pattern— 
is for fast work and hill- 
climbing. Mr. Hale ex- 
perienced absolutely no 
ill-effects from his feat. 
As an example of physical 
endurance the ride is re- 
markable, while the high 
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MR. JOSEPH POLLARD, WHO RA 
WINTER, 7,119 
From a Photo. by J. Downey « 


North Sea. 
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and durability of 
the cycle is appa- 
rent. 

We have heard 
of those zealous 
swimmers who, 
sooner than miss 
their morning dip 
in the Serpentine, 
have sallied forth 
in the depth of 
winter armed 
with pickaxes and 
similar weapons 
in order to break 
the ice, but it is 
doubtful whether 
their enthusiasm 
could equal that 
of the late Mr. 
Joseph Pollard, 
formerly swim- 
ming master of 
the South Shields 
Swimming Club. 
For more than 
nineteen and a 
half years he had 
indulged, with un- 
erring regularity, 
in a morning 
bathe in the 


He commenced his ` unique 
record on September 29th, 1877, and con- 
tinued it till May 5th, 1897. , This represents 


something like 7,119 dips, 
and during the whole of 
that time he only missed 
forty mornings, his ab- 
sence on those occasions 
being due to illness, one 
attack of which he con- 
tracted in his attempt to 
swim from Newcastle to 
South Shields against a 
heavy wind, when he was 
fifty-three years of age. 
During one period of that 
time he held a record of 
over 3,000 consecutive 
bathes. His time for 
bathing from April rst to 
October 31st was 6.30 a.m., 
and from November 1st 
to March 31st seven 
o'clock, so that, more 
often than not, in the 
winter he was bathing in 
the dark. 
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“Terrace,” consisting of 
eight gaunt houses, faced the 
sea, while the back rooms 
commanded a view of the 
ancient little town some half- 
mile distant. The beach, a 
waste of shingle, was desolate and bare 
except for a ruined bathing-machine and a 
few pieces of linen drying in the winter sun- 
shine. In the offing tiny steamers left a 
trail of smoke, while sailing craft, their canvas 
glistening in the sun, slowly melted from the 
sight. On all these things the “ Terrace ” 
turned a stolid eye, and, counting up its gains 
of the previous season, wondered whether 
it could hold on to the next. It was a 
discontented “Terrace,” and had become 
prematurely soured by a Board which refused 
them a pier, a band-stand, and illuminated 
gardens. 

From the front windows of the third story 
of No. 1 Mrs. Cox, gazing out to sea, sighed 
softly. The season had been a bad one, and 
Mr. Cox had been even more troublesome 
than usual owing to tightness in the money 
market and the avowed preference of local 
publicans for cash transactions to assets in 
chalk and slate. In Mr. Coxs memory 
there had never been such a drought, and 
his crop of patience was nearly exhausted. 





He had in his earlier days attempted to do 
a little work, but his health- had suffered so 
much that his wife had become alarmed for 
his safety. Work invariably brought on a 
cough, and as he came from a family whose 
lungs had formed: the staple conversation of 
their lives, he had been compelled to abandon 
it, and at last it came to be understood that 
if he would only consent to amuse himself, 
and not get into trouble, nothing more would 
be expected of him. It was not much of 
a life for a man of spirit, and at times it 
became so unbearable that Mr. Cox would 
disappear for days together in search of work, 
returning unsuccessful after many days with 
nerves shattered in the pursuit. 

Mrs. Cox’s meditations were disturbed by 
a knock at the front door, and, the servants 
having been discharged for the season, she 
hurried downstairs to open it not without a 
hope of belated lodgers: invalids in search 
of an east wind. A stout, middle - aged 
woman in widow’s weeds stood on the door- 
step. 
“Glad to see you, my dear,” said the 
visitor, kissing her loudly. 

Mrs. Cox gave her a subdued caress in 
return, not from any lack of feeling, but 
because she did everything in a quiet and 
spiritless fashion. 
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“ve got my Uncle Joseph from London 
staying with us,” continued the visitor, follow- 
ing her into the hall, “so I just got into the 
train and brought him down for a blow at 
the sea.” 

A question on Mrs. Cox’s lips died away 
as a very small man who had been hidden 
by his niece came into sight. 

“My Uncle Joseph,” said Mrs. Berry ; 
“Mr. Joseph Piper,” she added. 

Mr. Piper shook hands, and after a per- 
formance on the door-mat, protracted by 
reason of a festoon of hemp, followed his 
hostess into the faded drawing-room. 

“ And Mr. Cox?” inquired Mrs. Berry, in 
a cold voice. 

Mrs. Cox shook her head. ‘“ He’s been 
away this last three days,” she said, flushing 
slightly. 

“Looking for 
visitor. 

Mrs. Cox nodded, and placing the tips of 
her fingers together, fidgeted gently. 

“Well, I hope he 
finds it,” said Mrs. 
Berry, with more 
venom than the re- 
mark seemed to 
require. “Why, 
where’s your marble 
clock ?” 

Mrs. Cox coughed. 
“Irs being mended,” 
she said, confusedly. 

Mrs. Berry eyed her 
anxiously. “Don’t 
mind him, my dear,” 
she said, with a jerk 
of her head in the 
direction of Mr. 
Piper, “ he’s nobody. 
Wouldn’t you like to 
go out on the beach a 
little while, uncle ?” 

“No,” said Mr. 
Piper. 

“I suppose Mr. 
Cox took the clock for 
company,” remarked 
Mrs. Berry, after a 
hostile stare at her 
relative. 

Mrs. Cox sighed and shook her head. It 
was no use pretending with Mrs. Berry. 

“He'll pawn the clock and anything else 
he can lay his hands on, and when he’s 
drunk it up come home to be made a fuss 
of,” continued Mrs. Berry, heatedly ; “ that’s 
you men.” 


work?” suggested the 
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Her glance was so fiery that Mr. Joseph 
Piper was unable to allow the remark to pass 
unchallenged. 

“I never pawned a clock,” he said, 
stroking his little grey head. 

“That’s a lot to boast of, isn’t it?” de- 
manded his niece; “if I hadn’t got anything 
better than that to boast of I wouldn’t boast 
at all.” 

Mr. Piper said that he was not boasting. ` 

“Tell go on like this, my dear, till you’re 
ruined,” said the sympathetic Mrs. Berry, 
turning to her friend again ; “ what'll you do 
then ?” 

“Yes, I know,” said Mrs. Cox. ‘“ I’ve had 
a bad season, too, and I’m so anxious about 
him in spite of it all. I can’t sleep at nights 
for fearing that he’s in some trouble. I’m 
sure I laid awake half last night crying.” 

Mrs. Berry sniffed loudly, and, Mr. Piper 
making a remark in a low voice, turned on 
him with ferocity. f 

“ What did you say ? ” she demanded. 








“WOULDN'T YOU LIKE TO GO OUT ON THE BEACH A LITTLE WHILE, UNCLE?” 


“I said it does her credit,” said Mr. Piper, 
firmly. 

“T might have known it was nonsense,” 
retorted his niece, hotly. “Cant you get 
him to take the pledge, Mary ?” 

“I couldn’t insult him like that,” said Mrs. 
Cox, with a shiver; “you don’t know his 
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pride. He never admits that he drinks ; he 
says that he only takes a little for his indiges- 
tion. Hed never forgive me. When he 
pawns the things he pretends that somebody 
has stolen them, and the way he goes on at 
me for my carelessness is alarming. He 
gets worked up to such a pitch that some- 
times I almost think he believes it himself.” 

“ Rubbish,” said Mrs. Berry, tartly, “ you’re 
too easy with him.” 

Mrs. Cox sighed, and, leaving the room, 
returned with a bottle of wine which was 
port to the look and red-currant to the taste, 
and a seed cake of formidable appearance. 
‘The visitors attacked these refreshments 
mildly, Mr. Piper sipping his wine with an 
obtrusive carefulness which his niece rightly 
regarded as a reflection upon her friend’s 
hospitality. 

“What Mr. Cox wants is a shock,” she 
said ; “‘you’ve dropped some crumbs on the 
carpet, uncle.” : 

Mr. Piper apologized and said he had got 
his eye on them, and would pick them up 
when he had finished and pick up his niece’s 
at the same time to prevent her stooping. 
Mrs. Berry, in an aside to Mrs. Cox, said that 
her Uncle Joseph’s tongue had got itself dis- 
liked on both sides of the family. 

“ And I'd give him one,” said Mrs. Berry, 
returning again to the subject of Mr. Cox and 
shocks. ‘He has a gentleman’s life of it 
here, and he would look rather silly if you 
were sold up and he had to do something for 
his living.” 

“Its putting the things away that is so 
bad,” said Mrs. Cox, shaking her head ; 
“that clock won't last him out, I know; he'll 
come back and take some of the other things. 
Every spring I have to go through his pockets 
for the tickets and get the things out again, 
and I mustn’t say a word for fear of hurting 
his feelings. If I do he goes off again.” 

“Tf I were you,” said Mrs. Berry, emphati- 
cally, “Pd get behind with the rent or 
something and have the brokers in. He'd 
look rather astonished if he came home and 
saw a brokers man sitting in a chair——” 

“ He’d look more astonished if he saw him 
sitting in a flower-pot,” suggested the caustic 
Mr. Piper. 

“T couldn’t do that,” said Mrs. Cox. “I 
couldn’t stand the disgrace, even though I 
knew I could pay him out. As it is, Cox is 
always setting his family above mine.” 

Mrs. Berry, without ccasing to stare Mr. 
Piper out of countenance, shook her head, 
and, folding her arms, again stated her opinion 
that Mr. Cox wanted a shock, and expressed 
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a great yearning to be the humble means of 
giving him one. 

“If you can’t have the brokers in, get 
somebody to pretend to be one,” she said, 
sharply ; “that would prevent him pawning 
any more things at any rate. Why, wouldn't 
he do?” she added, nodding at her uncle. 

Anxiety on Mrs. Cox’s face was exaggerated 
on that of Mr. Piper. 

“Let uncle pretend to be a broker’s man 
in for the rent,” continued the excitable lady, 
rapidly. “When Mr. Cox turns up after his 
spree, tell him what his doings have brought 
you to, and say you'll have to go to the work- 
house.” 

“I look like a brokers man, don’t 1?” 
said Mr. Piper, in a voice more than tinged 
with sarcasm. 

“Yes,” said his niece, ‘that’s what put it 
into my head.” 

“Its very kind of you, dear, and very kind 
of Mr. Piper,” said Mrs. Cox, “ but I couldn’t 
think of it, I really couldn’t.” 

“Uncle would be delighted,” said Mrs. 
Berry, with a wilful blinking of plain facts. 
“ He’s got nothing better to do; it’s a nice 
house and good food, and he could sit at the 
open window and sniff at the sea all day 
long.” 

Mr. Piper sniffed even as she spoke, but 
not at the sea. 

“ And I'll come for him the day after to- 
morrow,” said Mrs. Berry. 

It was the old story of the stronger will: 
Mrs. Cox after a feeble stand gave way 
altogether, and Mr. Piper’s objections were 
demolished before he had given them full 
utterance. Mrs. Berry went off alone after 
dinner, secretly glad to have got rid of Mr. 
Piper, who was making a self-invited stay at 
her house of indefinite duration; and Mr, 
Piper, in his new 76 of brokers man, 
essayed the part with as much help as a clay 
pipe and a pint of beer could afford him. 

That day and the following he spent amid 
the faded grandeurs of the drawing-room, 
gazing longingly at the wide expanse of beach 
and the tumbling sea beyond. The house 
was almost uncannily quiet, an occasional 
tinkle of metal or crash of china from the 
basement giving the only indication of the 
industrious Mrs. Cox; but on the day after 
the quiet of the house was broken by the 
return of its master, whose annoyance, when 
he found the drawing-room clock stolen and 
a man in possession, was alarming in its 
vehemence. He lectured his wife severely 
on her mismanagement, and after some hesi- 
tation announced his intention of going 
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through her books. Mrs. Cox gave them to 
him, and, armed with pen and ink and four 
square inches of pink blotting-paper, he per- 
formed feats of balancing which made him a 
very Blondin of finance. 

_“T shall have to get something to do,” he 
said, gloomily, laying down his pen. 

“Yes, dear,” said his wife. 

„Mr. Cox leaned back in his chair and, 
wiping his pen on the blotting-paper, gazed 
in a speculative fashion round the room. 
“Have you got any money ?” he inquired. 

For reply his wife rummaged in her 

pocket, and after a lengthy search produced 
a bunch of keys, a thimble, a needle-case, 
two pocket-handkerchiefs, and a halfpenny. 
She put this last on the table, and Mr. Cox, 
whose temper had been mounting steadily, 
threw it to the other end of the room. 
_ “I can’t help 
it,” said Mrs. 
Cox, wiping her 
eyes. “I’m sure 
I've done all I 
could to keep a 
home together. I 
can’t even raise 
money on any- 
thing.” 

Mr. Cox, who 
had been glanc- 
ing round the 
room again, 
looked up 
sharply. 

“Why not?” 
he inquired. 

“ The broker’s 
man,” said Mrs. 
Cox, nervously ; 





213 


until he heard the front-door close behind 
her, and then stole softly upstairs to have a 
look at the fell destroyer of his domestic 
happiness. 

Mr. Piper, who was already very tired of 
his imprisonment, looked up curiously as he 
heard the door pushed open, and discovered 
an elderly gentleman with an appearance of 
great stateliness staring at him. In the 
ordinary way he was one of the meekest of 
men, but the insolence of this stare was 
outrageous. Mr. Piper, opening his mild blue 
eyes wide, stared back. Whereupon Mr. Cox, 
fumbling in his vest-pocket, found a pair of 
folders, and putting them astride his nose, 
gazed at the pseudo-broker’s man with 


crushing effect. 
“What do you want here?” he asked, at 
length. 


“ Are you the father of one of the 
servants ? ” 

“Tm the father 
of all the servants 
in the house,” 
said Mr. Piper, 
sweetly. 

“ Don’t answer 
me, sir,” said 
Mr. Cox, with 
much pomposity; 
“you're an eye- 
sore to an honest 
man, a vulture, a 
harpy.” 

Mr. Piper pon- 
dered. 

“ How do you 
know whats an 
eyesore to an 
honest man?” 
he asked, at 


“he’s made an length. 

inventory of Mr. Cox smiled 

everything and scornfully. 

he holds us re- “Where is 

sponsible.” t YOU'RE AN EYESORE TO ..N HONEST MAN!" your warrant or 
Mr. Cox leaned order, or what- 


back in his chair. ‘‘ This is a pretty state of 
things,’ he blurted, wildly. ‘Here have I 

n walking my legs off looking for work, 
any work so long as it’s honest labour, and 
I come back to find a broker’s man sitting 
in my own house and drinking up my 
beer.” 

He rose and walked up and down the 
room, and Mrs. Cox, whose nerves were 
hardly equal to the occasion, slipped on her 
bonnet and announced her intention of 
trying to obtain a few necessaries on credit. 
Her husband waited in indignant silence 
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ever you call it ?” he demanded. 

“T’ve shown it to Mrs. Cox,” said Mr. Piper. 

“ Show it to me,” said the other. 

“Tve complied with the law by showing it 
once,” said Mr. Piper, bluffing, “ and I’m not 
going to show it again.” 

Mr. Cox stared at him disdainfully, 
beginning at-his little sleek grey head and 
travelling slowly downwards to his untidy 
boots and then back again. He repeated 
this several times, until Mr. Piper, unable to 
bear it patiently, began to eye him in the 
same fashion. 
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“What are you looking at, vulture?” 
demanded the incensed Mr. Cox. 

“ Three spots 0’ grease on a dirty weskit,” 
replied Mr. Piper, readily, “a pair o’ bow 
legs in a pair of somebody else’s trousers, 
and a shabby coat wore under the right arm, 
with carrying off,” he paused a moment as 
though to make sure, “with carrying off of 
a drawing-room clock.” 

He regretted this retort almost before he 
had finished it, and rose to his feet with a 
faint cry of alarm as the heated Mr. Cox 
first locked the door and put the key in his 
pocket, and then threw up the window. 

“Vulture !” he cried, in a terrible voice. 

“Yes, sir,” said the trembling Mr. Piper. 

Mr. Cox waved his hand‘ towards the 
window. 

“Fly,” he said, briefly. 

Mr. Piper tried to form his white lips into 
a smile, and his knees trembled beneath him. 

“Did you hear what I said?” demanded 
Mr. Cox. “What are you waiting for? If 
you don’t fly out of the window I'll throw 
you out.” 

“Don’t touch me,” screamed Mr. Piper, 
retreating behind a table, “its all a mistake. 
Alla joke. I’m not a brokers man. Ha! 
ha!” 

“Eh?” said the other; “not a broker’s 
man? What are you, then?” 

In eager, trembling tones Mr. Piper told 
him, and, gathering confidence as he pro- 
ceeded, related the conversation which had 
led up to his imposture. Mr. Cox listened 
in a dazed fashion, and as he concluded 
threw himself into a chair, and gave way to a 
terrible outburst of grief. 

“The way I’ve worked for that woman,” 
he said, brokenly, “to think it should come 
to this! The deceit of the thing; the 
wickedness of it. My heart is broken; I 
shall never be the same man again—never ! ” 

Mr. Piper made a sympathetic noise. 

“Its been very unpleasant for me,” he 
said, “ but my niece is so masterful.” 

“I don’t blame you,” said Mr. ‘Cox, 
kindly ; “shake hands.” 

They shook hands solemnly, and Mr. 
Piper, muttering something about a draught, 
closed the window. 

“You might have been killed in trying to 
jump out of that window,” said Mr. Cox; 
“fancy the feelings of those two deceitful 
women, then.” 

“Fancy my feelings!” said Mr. Piper, with 
a shudder. “ Playing with fire, that’s what I 
call it. My niece is coming this afternoon ; 
it would serve her right if you gave her a 
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fright by telling her you Aad killed me. 
Perhaps it would be a lesson to her not to be 
so officious.” 

“It would serve ’em both right,” agreed 
Mr. Cox; “only Mrs. Berry might send for 
the police.” 

“ I never thought of that,” said Mr. Piper, 
fondling his chin. 

“T might frighten my wife,” mused the 
amiable Mr. Cox; “it would be a lesson 
to her not to be deceitful again. And, 
by Jove, I'll get some money from her to 
escape with ; I know she’s got some, and if 
she hasn’t she will have in a day or two. 
There's a little pub at Newstead, eight miles 
from here, where we could be as happy as 
fighting-cocks with a fiver or two. And while 
we're there enjoying ourselves my wife’ll be 
half out of her mind trying to account for 
your disappearance to Mrs. Berry.” 

“Tt sounds all right,” said Mr. Piper, 
cautiously, “ but she won’t believe you. You 
don’t look wild enough to have killed 
anybody.” 

“Pll look wild enough when the time 
comes,” said the other, nodding. “You get 
on to the White Horse at Newstead and 
wait for me. TIl let you out at the back 
way. Come along.” 

“But you said it was eight miles,” said 
Mr. Piper. 

“ Eight miles easy walking,” rejoined Mr. 
Cox. “Or there’s a train at three o'clock. 
There’s a sign-post at the corner there, 
and if you don’t hurry I shall be able to 
catch you up. Good-bye.” 

He patted the hesitating Mr. Piper on the 
back, and letting him out through the 
garden, indicated the road. Then he re- 
turned to the drawing-room, and carefully 
rumpling his hair, tore his collar from the 
stud, overturned a couple of chairs and a 
small table, and sat down to wait as patiently 
as he could for the return of his wife. 

He waited about twenty minutes, and then 
he heard a key turn in the door below and 
his wife’s footsteps slowly mounting the 
stairs. By tue time she reached the drawing- 
room his tableau was complete, and she fell 
back with a faint shriek at the frenzied figure 
which met cr eyes. 

“ Hush,” said the tragedian, putting his 
finger to his lips. 

“ Henry, what is it?” cried Mrs. Cox. 
“What zs the matter?” 

“ The broker’s man,” said her husband, in 
a thrilling whisper. “We had words—he 
struck me. In a fit of fury I—I—choked 
him.” 
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“Much ?” inquired the bewildered woman. 

“ Much?” repeated Mr. Cox, frantically. 
“Tve killed him and hidden the body. Now 
I must escape and fly the country.” 

The bewilderment on Mrs. Cox’s face in- 
creased ; she was trying to reconcile her 
husband’s statement with a vision of a trim 
little figure which she had seen ten minutes 
before with its head 
tilted backwards study- 
ing the sign-post, and 
which she was now 
quite certain was Mr. 
Piper. 

“ Are you sure he’s 
dead? ” she inquired. 

“Dead as a door- 
nail,” replied Mr. Cox, 
promptly. “Pd no 
idea he was such a 
delicate little man. 
What am I to do? 
Every moment adds to 
my danger. I must fly. 
How much money have 
you got ?” 

The question ex- 
plained everything. 
Mrs. Cox closed her 
lips with a snap and 
shook her head. 

“Don’t play the 
fool,” said her hus- 
band, wildly; “my 
neck’s in danger.” 

“T haven’t got any- 
thing,” asseverated 
Mrs. Cox; “it’s no 
good looking like that, Henry. I can’t make 
money.”’ i 

Mr. Cox’s reply was interrupted by a loud 
knocking at the hall-door, which he was 
pleased to associate with the police. It gave 
him a fine opportunity for melodrama, in 
the midst of which his wife, rightly guessing 
that Mrs. Berry had returned according to 
arrangement, went to the door to admit her. 
The visitor was only busy two minutes on 
the door-mat, but in that time Mrs. Cox was 
able in low whispers to apprise her of the 
state of affairs. 

“ That’s my uncle all over,’’ said Mrs. 
Berry, fiercely; ‘‘ that’s just the mean trick 
I should have expected of him. You leave 
’em to me, my dear.’’ 

She followed her friend into the drawing- 
room, and having shaken hands with Mr. 
Cox, drew her handkerchief from her pocket 
and applied it to her eyes, 
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“Shes told me all about it,” she said, 
nodding at Mrs. Cox, “and it’s worse than 
you think, much worse. It isn’t a broker’s 
man—it’s my poor uncle, Joseph Piper.” 

“ Your uncle /” repeated Mr. Cox, reeling 
back ; “the broker’s man your uncle ?” 

Mrs. Berry sniffed. “It was a little joke 
on our part,” she admitted, sinking into a 


“ STUDYING THE SIGN-POST.” 


chair and holding her handkerchief to her 
face. ‘* Poor uncle; but I daresay he’s 
happier where he is.’’ 

Mr. Cox wiped his brow, and then, leaning 
his elbow on the mantelpiece, stared at her 
in well-simulated amazement. 

“See what your joking has led to,’ he 
said, at last. ‘I have got to be a wanderer 
over the face of the earth, all on account of 
your jokes.’ 

«It was an accident,’ murmured Mrs. 
Berry, ‘‘and nobody knows he was here, and 
I’m sure, poor dear, he hadn’t got much to 
live for.” 

«It’s very kind of you to look at it in that 
way, Susan, I’m sure,’ said Mrs. Cox. 

“I was never one to make mischief,” said 
Mrs. Berry. “It’s no good crying over spilt 
milk. Ifuncle’s killed he’s killed, and there’s 
an end of it. But I don’t think it’s quite 
safe for Mr. Cox to stay here.” 
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“Just what I say,” said that gentleman, 
eagerly ; “ but I’ve got no money.” 

“ You get away,” said Mrs. Berry, with a 
warning glance at her friend, and nodding to 
emphasize her words; “leave us some address 
to write to, and we must try and scrape 
twenty or thirty pounds to send you.” 

“Thirty?” said Mr. Cox, hardly able to 
believe his ears. 

Mrs. Berry nodded. ‘You'll have to 
make that do to go on with,” she said, 
pondering. “ And as soon as you get it you 
had better get as far away as possible before 
poor uncle is discovered. Where are we to 
send the money ?” 

Mr. Cox affected to consider. 

“The White Horse, Newstead,” he said, 
at length, in a whisper; “better write it 
down.” 

Mrs. Berry obeyed; and, this business 
being completed, Mr. Cox, after trying in 
vain to obtain a shilling or two cash in hand, 
bade them a pathetic farewell and went off 
down the path, for some reason best known 
to himself, on tiptoe. 


For the first two days Messrs. Cox and 
Piper waited with exemplary patience for the 
remittance, the demands of the landlord, a 
man of coarse fibre, being met in the mean- 
time by the latter gentleman from his own 
slender resources. ‘They were both reason- 
able men, and knew from experience the 
difficulty of raising money at short notice ; 
but on the fourth day, their funds being 
nearly exhausted, an urgent telegram was 
dispatched to Mrs. Cox. 

Mr. Cox was alone when the reply came, 
and Mr. Piper, returning to the inn-parlour, 
was amazed and distressed at his friend’s 
appearance. Twice he had to address him 
before he seemed to be aware of his 
presence, and then Mr. Cox, breathing hard 
and staring at him strangely, handed him the 
message. 

“Eh?” said Mr. Piper, in amaze, as he 
read slowly: “ Wo—need-—send —money— 


Uncle — Joseph — has — come — back, — 
Berry.” “What does it mean? Is she 
mad?” 


Mr. Cox shook his head, and, taking the 
paper from him, held it at arm’s length and 
regarded it at an angle. 

“How can you be there when you're 
supposed to be dead ?” he said at length. 

“ How can I be there when I’m here?” 
rejoined Mr. Piper, no less reasonably. 

Both gentlemen lapsed into a wondering 
silence, devoted to the attempted solution of 
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their own riddles. Finally Mr. Cox, seized 
with a bright idea that the telegram had got 
altered in transmission, went off to the post- 
office and dispatched another, which went 
straight to the heart of things :— 

“ Dont—understand—is— Uncle— Joseph 
—alive?” 

A reply was brought to the inn-parlour an 
hour later on. Mr. Cox opened it, gave one 
glance at it, and then with a suffocating cry 
handed it to the other. Mr. Piper took it 
gingerly, and his eyebrows almost disappeared 
as he read :— 

“ Yes—smoking—in—drawing-room.” 

His first strong impression was that it was 
a case for the Psychical Research Society, 
but this romantic view faded in favour of a 
simple solution, propounded by Mr. Cox with 
much crispness, that Mrs. Berry was leaving 
the realms of fact for those of romance. 
His actual words were shorter, but the 
meaning is the same. 

“TIl go home and ask to see you,” he 
said, fiercely ; “that'll bring things to a head, 
I should think.” i 

“ And she'll say I’ve gone back to London, 
perhaps,” said Mr. Piper, gifted with sudden 
clearness of vision. “You can’t show her 
up unless you take me with you, and that'll 
show us up. That’s her artfulness; that’s 
Susan all over.” 

“She’s a wicked, 
gasped Mr. Cox. 

“I never did like Susan,” said Mr. Piper, 
with acerbity, “never.” 

Mr. Cox said he could easily understand 
it, and then, as a forlorn hope, sat down and 
wrote a long letter to his wife, in which, 
after dwelling at great length on the lament- 
able circumstances surrounding the sudden 
demise of Mr. Piper, he bade her thank Mrs. 
Berry for her well-meant efforts to ease his 
mind, and asked for the immediate dispatch 
of the money promised. 

A reply came the following evening from 
Mrs. Berry herself. It was a long letter, and 
not only long, but badly written and crossed. 
It began with the weather, asked after Mr. 
Cox’s health, and referred to the writer’s ; 
described with much minuteness a strange 
headache which had attacked Mrs. Cox, 
together with a long list of the remedies 
prescribed and the effects of each, and 
wound up in an out-of-the-way corner, in a 
vein of cheery optimism which reduced both 
readers to the verge of madness. 

“Dear Uncle Joseph has quite recovered, 
and, in spite of a little nervousness —he was 
always rather timid—at meeting you again, 


untruthful woman,” 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


TWIN SPIRITS. 


has consented to go to the White Horse to 
satisfy you that he is alive. I daresay he 
will be with you as soon as this letter— 
perhaps help you to read it.” 

Mr. Cox laid the letter down with extreme 
care, and, coughing gently, glanced in a 
sheepish fashion at the goggle-eyed Mr. 
Piper. 

For some time neither of them spoke. Mr. 
Cox was the first to break the silence and— 
when he had finished — Mr. Piper said 
“Hush.” 

“Besides, it does no good,” he added. 

“It does me good,” said Mr. Cox, re- 
commencing. 

Mr. Piper held up his hand with a startled 
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‘“’Bout—’bout five minutes,” he stam- 
mered. 

“We were so glad dear uncle wasn’t hurt 
much,” continued Mrs. Berry, smiling, and 
shaking her heac at Mr. Cox; “but the idea 
of your burying him in the geranium-bed ; 
we haven’t got him clean yet.” 

Mr. Piper, giving utterance to uncouth 
noises, quitted the room hastily, but Mr. Cox 
sat still and stared at her dumbly. 

““Weren’t you surprised to see him? > 
inquired his tormentor. 

“Not after your letter,” said Mr. Cox, 
finding his voice at last, and speaking with an 
attempt at chilly dignity. “ Nothing could 
surprise me much after that.” 
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gesture for silence. The words died away 
on his friend’s lips as a familiar voice was 
heard in the passage, and the next moment 
Mrs. Berry entered the room and stood 
regarding them. 

“T ran down by the same train to make 
sure you came, uncle,” she remarked. ‘‘ How 
long have you been here ? ” 

Mr. Piper moistened his lips and gazed 
wildly at Mr. Cox for guidance. 


Voi xx.—28. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


Mrs. Berry smiled again. 

“Ah, I’ve got another little surprise for 
you,” she said, briskly. ‘“‘ Mrs. Cox was so 
upset at the idea of being alone while you 
were a wanderer over the face of the earth, 
that she and I have gone into partnership. 
We have had a proper deed drawn up, so 
that now there are two of us to look after 
things. Eh? What did you say?” 

“I was thinking,” said Mr. Cox. 
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ZES PON the great highways of 
NAR ‘transit in this kingdom, and 
indeed upon every important 
railway in the world, there 
runs from time to time a train 
which takes precedence of all 
Everything—-even the Royal 






other trains. 
express —must give way to it, for without it, 
in the peculiar emergency by which it is 
called forth, all on the line would be chaos 


and confusion. It is called the Breakdown 
Train (or Wrecking Train), and it runs 
between its own head-quarters and the scene 
of an accident on the line. It is a com- 
bination of travelling workshop, store, and 
magazine of tools, as well as a travelling 
ambulance capable of affording first aid 
to the injured. 

In this era of universal railway travelling 
a breakdown on a busy railway is little short 
of a public calamity, even though unaccom- 
panied by serious loss of life and property. 
To the breakdown train belongs the function 
of repairing the calamity; it speeds to the 
rescue ; every engine, every carriage, every 
truck, every item of rolling-stock is shunted 
to let it pass, because each minute that it is 
delayed adds to the twin streams of pent-up 
traffic which is disorganizing the railway. 

In order to gain a glimpse of the working 
of the breakdown train let us suppose that 
one dark, stormy night there flashes into a 
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large passenger station such a message as 
this :— 

“Serious accident at Stark Junction. 
Locomotive 45 and five carriages down the 
embankment. Numerous passengers.” 

Two copies of this telegram are instantly 
sent, one to the locomotive superintendent 
or his foreman in charge of the “locomotive 
shed,” and the other to the “ traffic inspector ” 
of the district. To the locomotive depart- 
ment of every large station are attached a 
breakdown train and gang, which are main- 
tained in a constant state of efficiency. 
Provision is made for action at the briefest 
notice, day or night. A list of the names 
and addresses of the foreman in charge of 
the breakdown vans and of the skilled men, 
twelve in all, who constitute the breakdown 
staff, hangs up, framed and glazed, on the 
wall of the office. If a larger force is 
thought necessary it is made up from the 
ordinary staff connected with the locomotive 
department. 

In a few minutes the men are summoned 
from their beds, and are seen hurrying to- 
wards the van, dressing as they run. ‘The 
breakdown train is already prepared for the 
journey. Sometimes it consists of seven 


vehicles, but never under. five, the fewer the - 


better, so long as it is replete with equip- 
ments. In the former case the train is made 
up of two tool-vans, one riding-van, one 
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laden with wood “packing,” the breakdown 
crane, and two “runners ” or waggons which 
are employed to protect each extremity of the 
crane, one supporting the “jib,” while the 
other is burdened with the “ balance-blocks.” 
And now to the rescue! We are already 
at full speed down the line, and the 
riding-van, wherein the wreckmen are 
congregated sipping coffee, presents an 
animated scene. In a corner sits a young 
surgeon drinking coffee with the rest, 
and discussing with the foreman the pro- 
bable cause of 
the accident, 
whose character 
can as yet only 
be approximated 
from the brief 
despatch in the - 
foreman’s hands. 
In the old days 
the breakdown 
gang had no 
riding-van ; they 
had to ride on 
the trucks or on 
the engine or 
hang on how and 
where they could. 
The present van 
1s capable of hold- 
Ing forty men. 
One end is fitted 
with cupboards, 
Which when 
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ONE END OF THE RIDING-VAN. 


| Photograph. 


opened disclose flags, fog-signals, signal and | 
roof lamps used for lighting and protecting 
the train, as well as train signal-lamps, ready 
trimmed for lighting, and four train-lamps. 
A stove occupies the centre of the van, to 
which an oven is attached, so that, if 
necessary, the men may cook their food. 
“ Box-seats ” are constructed around the 
sides of the riding-van, which serve as 
receptacles for various tools, such as wood 
“ scotches,” small “ packing” shovels, ham- 
mers, bars of many kinds, and a large variety 
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of what our mentor describes as “ sets.” 
This ‘‘set” plays a very important part in 
the labour of clearing the line or rescuing 
imprisoned victims of a railway disaster. 
It is used for cutting shackles or bolts, and 
is a piece of sharpened steel resembling the 
head of an axe without the handle, from one 
to three pounds in weight. A piece of hazel, 
commonly called a “set-rod,” is wrapped 
round it, and the two ends form the handle. 
The set is held on anything which it is 
required to cut, and with the blows of a heavy 
hammer in the hands of those accustomed 
to such work it will quickly sever any bolt 
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and provisions, bread, butter, tea, coffee, 
sugar, and last, but not least, tobacco. This 
hasty inventory omits many articles of 
importance, but we must move rapidly on to 
the next van, merely noting the curious fact 
that the greater number of the tools which 
have handles are painted a bright vermilion, 
so as to be easily distinguishable in the dark 
or in the confusion which attends a wreck on 
the line. 

By the light of a powerful lantern we 
examine the tool-van, passing through, in order 
to do so, a small compartment at the end of 
the riding-van, which forms a great contrast 








From a) 


or shackle. Shovels, hammers, chisels, bars, 
and other implements are also ready to hand 
in this van. One cupboard contains the hand- 
lamps needed by the official staff, each lamp 
having the name or the initials painted there- 
on. Still another cupboard is labelled “ Ambu- 
lance.” The foreman opens the doors and 
reveals two tourniquets, half-a-dozen com- 
pressor bandages, scissors, forceps, adhesive 
plaster, lint for dressing, splints for broken 
limbs, antiseptic fluids, sal volatile, needles, 
sponges, basins, while an ambulance-stretcher 
is folded away in one of the lockers. 

Another locker contains the necessary food 
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to the body of the vehicle. It is reserved 
for the directors or officials of the road who 
may wish to proceed to the scene of the 
breakdown, but at present it is devoid of 
occupants, owing to the lateness, or rather 
earliness, of the hour. The breakdown train 
cannot stop even for a director, but officials 
have often been known to leap aboard at the 
last moment on the occasion of some import- 
ant mishap. 

The tool-van glitters and bristles like an 
armoury. The floor is divided into little 
streets and squares, as may be seen by the 
accompanying illustration, formed by rows of 
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jacks, ramps, and pyramids of chains, each 
placed with due regard to neatness and to 
prevent confusion and intermingling. The 
upper portion of the sides of the van is 
looped around with strong cables of rope or 
chain for haulage purposes, and is also 
arranged and fastened with occasional lash- 
ings to be easily loosened ready for use. 

A couple of sets of strong ladders are 
lashed to the roof. These are fitted with 
socket ends, and when, in event of a col- 
lision, waggons are piled up to a height of 
twenty or thirty feet, they are of the utmost 
service in scaling the wreck. The lower 
sides of the van are devoted to an array of 
single and double hooks, and huge iron 
loops for the jacks. The remaining space in 
the van is filled up by bars, levers, and other 
appliances, all arranged in an orderly fashion. 
Order seems to be the guiding motto in the 
breakdown train. There are in this van no 
lockers, for the reason, as your guide informs 
you, miscellaneous articles get out of ken 
when hurriedly thrown in, and are afterwards 
urgently needed. At one end of the van 
there is an 8in. vice, secured to a bench, 
specially constructed, so as to be portable if 
required ; and a tool-rack, containing files, 
chisels, and hammers, every article being 
within easy reach. Before taking leave of this 
section of the breakdown train let us not fail 
to notice the hue of the paint on the inside 
of the van. It is a clear white, the object 
being to throw every article into greater relief, 
for every jack, every lever or wrench, is painted 
of a ruddy vermilion. The object is, of 
course, to indicate its locality when in a half- 
buried state. Otherwise after the confusion 
and strenuous toil of a breakdown, especially 
at night, a number of the tools would be lost 
or mislaid. 

The next vehicle carries the 15-ton steam 
crane with which, at some point or other, 
most railways in this country are now 
equipped, although the hand-crane is more 
generally employed. A properly-designed 
breakdown crane is the most suitable, and 
probably the most powerful, appliance known 
for clearing away obstacles with dispatch. 
The crane may not be of more than six or 
eight tons’ lifting capacity, but the class of 
lifting usually dealt with does not exceed 
this weight, go per cent. of the work on 
English railways being under five tons. The 
hand-cranes are simply constructed with 
single and double motions, jibs capable of 
elevation to a moderate extent, and with a 
radius of about 2oft. 

The many purposes to which they can be 
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so readily applied render them, within their 
own limits, more popular than the larger 
cranes. The balance-box of the crane is 
movable, and when in use is heavily weighted 
with a number of blocks of cast-iron. In 
addition to this, when a heavy weight is 
being raised, the crane is secured to the per- 
manent way by means of four clips, which 
are attached to each corner of the crane and 
clip the head of the rails. The crane itself 
is commonly worked by five men. The 
frame of the crane is iron, and the waggon 
which supports it is also of iron, weighing 
altogether from fifteen to thirty tons. Next 
to the crane is another runner on which rests 
the jib of the crane. The latest form of the 
crane is a combination with the locomotive, 
such as is in use by the North London 
Railway. 

Having thus described, in a somewhat 
imperfect fashion, the breakdown train and 
its principal contents, let us hasten on to 
the scene of.the disaster. The waving of 
red lanterns and the explosion of fog-signals 
apprise us that we are approaching the 
fatal spot. Scarcely has the riding-van suffi- 
ciently diminished its speed than, lanterns 
and torches in hand, the breakdown gang is 
swarming along the metals, the foreman at 
their head. This personage, who is also an 
official of the line, is a heavy-set, intelligent 
man of fifty. In railway circles he is credited 
with being a specialist in breakdowns, and to 
his ingenuity and skill are due many of the 
technical improvements which have in recent 
years marked this important branch of the 
service. Whether the accident be a collision, 
a derailment, or due to damaged machinery, 
however dense the wreckage or appalling 
the results, he is said never to lose his head 
or fail to accurately gauge the disaster, and 
instantly sets to work to apply a remedy. 
“Nothing,” he remarks, “is so requisite as 
a cool head.” His first idea is to clear one 
road ; he attacks with discretion at one point 
to ease another. 

We will pass over the pitiful human details 
of the accident which has occurred. It will 
be enough to say that in the present instance 
a locomotive and five carriages have plunged 
headlong down a steep bank, leaving three 
other carriages derailed close to the main 
line. The blackness of the night, the howling 
of the tempest mingling with the groans of 
the wounded and dying, the shouts of the 
workmen, the dark forms rushing hither and 
thither, women wringing their hands in an 
agony of supplication for help to those who 
are unable to render any—this is but a 
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rough picture familiar to the average break- 
down gang. With their advent come lights ; 
flaming, spluttering torches are set up on 
the summit of the gébris. A number of 
the wreckmen immediately attack the work 
of extricating the survivors from the wreck, 
while others bend their trained energies to 
the clearing of the line. The foreman makes 
room to get his crane, jacks, and ramps at 
work. In event of a collision he makes 
huge bonfires of the matchwood ; some of 
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the crippled’ waggons he replaces on the 
line, bandaging them together to make them 
fit for travel. Such vehicles as can no longer 
travel he pitches to one side to deal with them 
at a more convenient time. If the waggon 
has become partially embedded he raises it 
by means of the jack; and if not too far 
distant from the rails replaces it by means 
of the ramp. In such manner does the 
master railway wreckman fight and bore his 
way through the outer mass of ruin until he 
reaches the heart of the difficulty, sparing 
neither himself nor his men until the line is 
clear. 

The breakdown gang is under his sole 
charge, and he will brook interference from 
no one, and rightly so. With more than one 
person giving orders confusion becomes 
worse confounded, and grave risk is run of 
adding to the effects of the disaster by 
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killing or maiming some of the breakdown 
staff, whose work, as it is, is often of a suff- 
ciently dangerous character. As an instance 
of this, some years ago, while one goods 
train was running over a junction, the driver 
of another goods train, approaching the same 
junction from the other line, ran past the 
distant and home signals set to protect the 
first train, cutting right through the latter. 
Waggons from both trains—overturned, up- 
turned, on their sides, mounted upon one 
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another—lay in a great heap, blocking all 
lines. As a preliminary step the foreman 
decided to pull the heap apart. While he 
was getting the engine in position and having 
his favourite hauling-chain affixed thereto he 
directed two of his gang to go in amongst 
the waggons and undo any couplings they 
could find. The men. crawled in out of 
sight; but no sooner was the chain fixed 
than someone (not the foreman, you may be 
sure) told the driver to go ahead. The men 
inside heard the order given, and shouted out 
in terror, “ Let us get out of this first.” The 
order to the driver was, of course, promptly 
countermanded, or the two men would have 
stood little chance among the plunging 
waggons and the crashing timber when once 
the engine began to pull on the hauling- 
chain. 

It is wonderful to observe the special 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE BREAKDOWN TRAIN. 


faculties developed by the expert. At a 
single glance the expert in railway break- 
downs recognises precisely what tools or 
appliances will be required in the case of 
each defaulting vehicle. There were said to 
have been experts in the old coaching days, 
before the advent of railways, whom a “spill 
on the road” made masters of the situation. 
A certain coachman, in the early days of 
steam locomotion, is said to have thus drawn 
the line between coach and railway accidents. 
“Tt is this way, sir,” said he. “If a coach 
goes over and spills you in the road, why — 
there you are! But if you goes and gets 
blown up by an engine— where are you?” 
And occasionally there are accidents so 
disastrous in their results as almost to baffle 
the eye even of the expert, and make it 
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puzzling to know how to begin to extricate 
order out of chaos. eve 

In the present instance, however, after the 
work of rescuing life and limb. from the 
carriages which have been precipitated down 
the embankment, putting out the engine 
fires, and removing the glass and splinters, 
for every window-pane has been broken, the 
duties of the wreckmen are immediately con- 
cerned in replacing the three derailed vehicles 
on the line. A screw-jack is employed to 
lift up the end of each waggon separately, 
after which the principal implement is 
the ramp. The ramp is constructed to fit 
the rail at one end and the sleeper at the 
other. It has two spikes or claws at the end 
which is affixed to the sleeper, which are 
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immediately in front of the wheel of the 
waggon which it is intended to replace on 
the rails. Either two or four of these ramps 
can be used at the same time for a waggon, 
according as may best suit its position on the 
road. As soon as the weight of the carriage 
gets upon the lower end of the ramp it 
presses the teeth into the sleeper and so 
compels it to keep its position. If the 
waggon has overturned the ‘“snatch-block ” 
is the most useful appliance. A third imple- 
ment is the “clip,” which fits on the 
rail. The rail, indeed, is the great fulcrum > 
and base for the operations. The waggons 
and engine at the base of the embankment 
are pulled back to the line by means of two 
snatch-blocks, one secured to the waggon and 
the other fastened to the draw-bar of the 
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crane, which is firmly secured to the rails. 
The rope passing through both blocks draws 
the waggon within reach of the jib of the 
crane, which takes the waggon up bodily and 
places it on the rails. 

In all this work, varied and intricate, 
laborious and often exciting, each master 
wreckman has his favourite appliances, jacks, 
hauling-chains, ropes, etc., whose special 
virtues he extols, often at the expense of 
the apparatus in use on rival lines. But 
however it is done, the line, in nearly all 
wrecking cases, is cleared in what scems 
to an outsider an incredibly short space of 
time. The traffic is resumed; day breaks 
upon a peaceful landscape. We revisit the 
scene of last night’s disaster, but the rays of 
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the morning sun reveal no indication of any- 
thing unusual having occurred. Of the wreck, 
ruin, and confusion not a trace now is to be 
seen, so thoroughly have the wreckmen 
accomplished their task. The huge engines 
pitched over like child’s toys, their plates rent 
and torn asunder, revealing the very bowels 
of each iron monster ; carriages reduced to 
flimsy matchwood, weakly strung upon a 
quivering metal harness ; twisted ironwork 
and bent axles—of all this and more, if there 
has been a collision of the “telescope” 
variety, there remains now only the recol- 
lection. 

The valiant breakdown gang has gone home 
to bed, after a hard night’s work. In winter 
each member of the gang dons a top-coat 
provided by the company, and in addition to 
“ what time they may make” a bonus of two 
shillings is given to each on every occasion 
he is called upon to perform “main line 
breakdown work.” 

Some singular accidents occur from time 
to time, but railway history repeats itself, and 
each extraordinary mishap serves as a pre- 
cedent, and furnishes its own moral to the 
professional wreckman. For example, a few 
years ago at Kelthorpe sidings two engines 
collided, and became so involved and wedged 
together that it required the strength of two 
others of even greater strength and size to 
pull them apart. The 
Farlingham Tunnel was 
once blocked up from 
rail to roof by a collision. 
While trying to find a 
path through the wreck- 
age the foreman and 
several of the breakdown 
gang were nearly choked 
with pepper. It appeared 
that this condiment had 
been spilt from the broken 
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casks which held it, until it lay ankle deep 
on top of the débris, like snow crowning an 
Alpine summit. 

A curious accident, and one not easy to 
manage, happened two or three years ago 
right before the eyes, so to speak, of the 
breakdown gang. A large locomotive at 
St. Pancras suddenly took it into its head 
to plunge down a lift-way into an adjacent 
subterranean workshop. It was, in the 
strictest sense, a clean dive, and there the 
locomotive lay, literally wriggling on its buffer, 
until the breakdown gang, with the aid of 
their steam cranes, hauled it out hind-fore- 
most. 

From America the most astonishing: and 
appalling accidents are constantly reported. 
In that country of magnificent distances the 
wrecking train plays an even more important 
part than it does with us. But the work is 
the same; and in their appliances and 
equipments they differ but little from us. 
And it is doubtful if they have on any of 
their railways a man of greater ability and 
experience than Mr. Weatherburn, of the 
Midland Railway, to mention only one of 
the veterans of whom our railway system 
may well be proud. 

In conclusion it may be remarked that the 
crew of the wrecking train bear a close 
analogy to our firemen on land and the 
lifeboatmen of our coasts. 

It is, in brief, the Rail- 
way Salvage Corps ; upon 
its courage, industry, 
celerity, and judgment 
depend not only human 
life and property, but the 
free current of commerce 
and business communi- 
cation in which millions of 
money may be, and often 
are, closely involved. 


MR. ROBERT WEATHERBURN, HEAD OF THE BREAKDOWN 
DEPARTMENT OF THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. 
From a Photo. by Arthur Weston. 
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EARS and years after the 
charming young Prince mar- 
ried Cinderella his father died, 
7 and he became King and she 
Queen, and the two reigned 
4 long and happily, her first 
sorrow coming upon her when he, too, died. 
Nothing could induce her to marry again, 
and she lived to be very, very old—so old 





that all who knew of her wonderful adven-. 


ture with the little glass slipper had either 
become too old to remember it, or were no 
longer living. And then, at last, it came to 
be her turn to die. 

Something occurred at the moment of her 
death which spread alarm through the palace. 
Hovering about her bed, a dark and vaporous 
figure was seen. Those who should have 
watched by her side through the night fled 
from the room in terror, to gather together in 
a remote part of the building to talk of the 
phantom, as they conceived it to be, that was 
haunting the chamber of their departed 
mistress. 

Vol. xxi.—29. 
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A FAIRY TALE FOR CHILDREN. 


FROM THE FRENCH. 
By CHARLES SMITH CHELTNAM. 


What they had seen was, in truth, the 
shadowy form of Orientalla, a fairy, who had 
taken under her protection the Queen who 
was to succeed Cinderella, and to whom she 
purposed giving the little glass slipper which 
had brought so much good fortune and hap- 
piness to her predecessor. As soon as the 
affrighted servants were all out of the room 
she opened a splendid coffer that stood near 
the bed, and soon found what she was 
seeking —the beautiful little fairy slipper of 
glass which Cinderella had dropped from her 
foot when escaping from the ball at which 
the charming young Prince had fallen in love 
with her, and by the aid of which he was 
enabled to recover her and make her his 
wife. 

But, by some unaccountable lapse of 
memory, the fairy Orientalla had forgotten 
that the Princess she wished to favour had 
feet far too large to be contained in 
Cinderella’s tiny slipper, and she was 
extremely vexed with herself for her 
oversight. She determined, however, that 
the trouble she had taken should not be 
fruitless, and at once set off to scour the 
world in search of somebody, Princess or 
peasant, whom the slipper would fit. 

East, west, north, and south she journeyed 
during a whole year, exploring even China 
unsuccessfully, though there, as everybody 
knows, ladies’ feet are made small, because 
a tiny foot is regarded as an_ essential 
to beauty, 
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At last she grew so tired of her vain search 
that she took her way back home. She was 
quite disheartened and felt almost inclined 
to destroy the glass slipper as no longer of 
any use ; in fact, she was only restrained from 
doing it by the reflection that such a pro- 
ceeding would have been nothing else than 
an admission of her weakness as a fairy. 

One day, as she was going to see the new 
Queen, whom, of course, she had no reason 
for neglecting, she noticed, on the side of a 
grassy hill, not very far from the palace, a 
small cottage, sheltered from the winter winds 
and rain by the wide-spreading boughs of 
some very aged oaks—the dwelling-place of 
a poor girl of fifteen, who had neither mother 
nor father and lived there quite alone. She 
was very pretty and modest, was this poor 
girl, and passed her time in spinning flax, 
which she cultivated and prepared with her 
own little brown hands—rising with the dawn 
and going to bed as soon as the evening 
star, after casting on her a friendly look, 
said “Good night” to her through her 
rose - garlanded casement. 

She associated 
very little with girls 
of her own age, 
rarely quitting her 
cottage—indeed, was 
hardly ever seen 
abroad, if it was not 
at the village foun- 
tain. It was not 
because she was 
ashamed to show 
her face that she led 
this retired life ; for 

not a girl in all the 
` country round was 
prettier than she, 
with her eyes the 
colour of the summer 
sky, and her hair in 
which the sun 
seemed to have lost 
some of his golden 
rays. 

As Orientalla 
approached the cot- 
tage she was seized 
with intense thirst, 
for the day was hot 
and the hill steep 
from which she had 
descended. On the 
threshold of the 
little house she 
found its little mis- 
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tress—“ Susanne of the Poppy-fields,” as she 
had come to be called, because, in the season 
when the fields in front of her home were 
scarlet with the glowing hues of that gorgeous 
flower, she loved to be in the midst of them, 
clothed as it were in their splendour. 

“Can you give me something to quench 
my thirst, my dear?” asked the fairy. 

“I have no water that is quite fresh, for I 
have not yet been to fill my pails at the 
fountain, my good woman,” replied Susanne ; 
“but if you will come with me into my little 
fruit-garden I will pluck for you the most 
beautiful peach that ever grew on an 
espalier.” 

“Oh, yes, I will come with you,” said the 
fairy, resting on her little guide’s arm—for 
she had made herself to appear quite like a 
very old and infirm woman that day. ‘ Your 
fruit-garden is a very small one, my dear,” 
she added, on reaching it. 

“Its large enough for me, as theres 
nobody else here to eat the fruit that grows 
in it,” Susanne said, ‘cheerfully. 

“ But you have only one peach hanging on 
your tree !” 

“To that you are 
quite welcome,” re- 
plied Susanne, pluck- 
ing the juicy fruit 
and holding it to 
the fairy’s mouth. 

Never did lips 
taste a more deli- 
cious peach. The 
fairy ate it with 
delight, promising 
herself to pay for it 
with more than its 
weight in gold; but 
no thought of stay- 
ing at the cottage 
to try on the glass 
slipper entered her 
mind until, with the 
passing of a light 
gust of wind, she 
suddenly caught 
sight of Susanne’s 
foot—a foot of ideal 
grace —the foot of a 
peri—the foot of a 
fairy: the foot of a 
second Cinderella ! 

Throwing herself 
on her knees on the 
grass, she produced 
the little glass slipper 
from her pocket with 
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one hand and with the other placed the slip- 
per on Susanne’s tiny foot. The slipper fitted 
It as perfectly as if it had been made for it ! 

“ My pretty maiden,” she said, “ keep this 
little shoe, and every year, on the return of 
this day, if you put it on, thinking of me, 
every wish of yours shall be gratified all 
through that day.” 

Saying that, the fairy kissed her on the 
forehead and disappeared, leaving her in 
doubt as to whether all she had heard and 
seen was more than a dream. But when she 
looked down at her feet and saw on 
one of -them the beautiful little slipper 
she ceased to doubt, and walked about 
her fruit-garden thinking—thinking of 
what she could desire to have. 

“ I know,” she said to herself, at last. 
“T wish I had a pretty ribbon to tie up 
my hair.” 

She had hardly done speaking ere a 
beautiful poppy-coloured ribbon fell 
upon her arm. Delighted, she hurried 
indoors and bound up her golden-hued 
hair with it; but when she had done 
this, and saw the effect it produced, she 
said, sadly :— 

“T look better with a rose from my 
garden or some poppies from the hill- 
side. I should have done more wisely 
to have wished for something more use- 
ful—a cow, for instance, to stand* in 
my empty stable.” : 

Turning her eyes to the window as 
she spoke, what was her astonishment 
at seeing the most beautiful cow 
imaginable, with silky coat and great, 
soft velvet eyes, cropping the green 
sprays of the creepers that covered the 
front of her cottage! She hastened to 
receive her guest—the best cow in the 
world—and, talking kindly to it and 
caressing its shining neck, led it gently 
to its stall. 

“But, dear me!” she meditated, 
“now that I have a cow, I ought to 
have a big field of clover for it to 
feed in.” 

And the wished-for field of clover, all green 
x rose, lay stretched in the sunlight before 

er. ‘ 


“Oh, it’s enchantment!” she cried, clapping 
her hands with delight. “ How happy I shall 
be when, little by little, with the sale of the 
milk of my beautiful cow, Iam able to buy 
myself a shelf-ful of pretty painted plates and 
dishes, to ornament my dresser, and some 
nice linen, smelling of lavender, to fill my 
wardrobe, and frocks of many colours to go 
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to church in on Sundays and to dance in of 
an evening at fair-time. And when my back- 
yard is filled with fowls and ducks and 
pigeons I shall feel as proud —as much a 
Queen—as the farmer’s wife of Bois-au-Loup ! 
And when my friend Jacques, the school- 
master’s son, comes to see me in the midst of 
all this, shall I not be the happiest girl in the 
world ?” 

Wonder upon wonder! On going back 
into her cottage she found the shelves of her 
dresser laden with beautiful Delft-ware and 


EE ANOT S E TA 
* WONDER UPON WONDER!” 


dishes and plate of glittering pewter. Her 
wardrobe was filled with sweet-smelling linen 
and dresses of every sort for all times and 
seasons. 

While she was examining her treasures she 
was attracted by unusual sounds at the back 
of her house—to discover there a crowd of 
fowls of all kinds, clucking and quacking 
their astonishment at finding themselves 
so suddenly brought together! She called 
them about her with petting cries and 
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scattered handfuls of 
them. 

At the same moment her friend Jacques, 
the schoolmaster’s son—who was making 
holiday—appeared, having come to enjoy a 
pleasant chat with her; that being his idea 
of spending his holiday in the most agreeable 
way possible. He was a very sensible as 
well as a learned youth—and one of the best- 
hearted in the world, into the bargain ; but 
all his learning, added to all his other good 
qualities, did not prevent him from being 
dumfounded by the sight that met his eyes. 
Wholly bewildered and just a little alarmed, 
he hesitatingly asked her the meaning of the 
great change that had come to her: 

“ All has come from the good fairy!” she 
cried, falling on her knees in gratitude. 

And then she spent all the rest of that, to 
her, most precious day in relating to him the 
circumstances of the fairy’s visit, and all that 
had come of it. 

“ Heavens !” she cried, at last, on seeing 
the sun go down, “ you have made me forget ! 
One year must pass now before I can get 
anything more I may wish to 
have !” 

“Well,” he said, after a 
moment’s consideration, “ I don’t 
know what more you can want.” 

On thinking over all that had 
come to her she clearly saw that 
she already had a hundred times 
more than she had ever, before 
that day, dreamed of possessing. 

“ Nothing is worth having that 
does not bring us happiness we 
have not, or that does not add to happi- 
ness. we already possess,” said her friend 
Jacques, who was wise beyond his years. 
“ Contentment is better worth having than 
millions,” he added, “and he who wishes 
for nothing more than he has got is as rich 
as a King.” 

The year passed delightfully for her, all 
her thoughts given to the smiling task of 
deserving the happiness promised by her 
friend Jacques. 

When the anniversary of the good fairy’s 
eventful visit came round, as soon as it 
was dawn she earnestly prayed to Heaven 
to inspire her, so that she might not 
express any but good wishes. Jacques, 
who had read many, many books, had told 
her about wonderful countries that daring 
travellers had explored or discovered, and 
of amazing sights and adventures that had 
rewarded them. And sometimes, in the 
excitement which the recital of these 
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things caused him, he had been prompted 
to exclaim :— 

“Ah! travellers have great advantages 
over us home-stayers !” 

“Yes!” she cried, sharing his enthusiasm, 
“I should like to travel and see some of the 
wonderful sights about which you have told 
me—great cities, thronged with people, 
mountains so high that they touch the sky, 
forests filled with birds that flash in the air 
like flowers with wings ! ” 

Hardly were the words out of her lips 
than she was suddenly carried away into 
space by a multitude of tiny-winged fairies 
and laughing elves, who promised her a 
thousand joys only known to travellers and 
never thought of by her. So sudden was 
her carrying off that she had not time to put 
on either her hat or cape. She even let her 


Cinderella slipper fall from her foot ; but her 
attendant elves picked it up and brought 
it with her, respectfully packed in a magnolia- 
blossom, which held it nicely. 

First of all she was taken to see all the 
chief cities of the world, where, naturally, 
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everything appeared marvellous to her in- 
experienced eyes ; but she speedily grew 
oppressed — and just a little frightened, 
perhaps—by the hurry and noise with which 
the life of the crowding populations was 
carried on, so different from the peaceful 
methods of living with which only she had 
till then been acquainted. 

So she desired to be taken elsewhere ; 
and, in a breathing-space of time, her fairy 
attendants transported her to China, to 
India, to Africa, as she changed her wishes. 
But her impressions of these lands were 
not, upon the whole, delightful—the peoples 
she saw in them for the most part repelled 
and terrified her ; and, as the sun declined, 
she was overtaken by an unendurable dread 
of finding herself at night in some dark, 
fear-inspiring part of the world, and, with 
all her heart, wished herself safe back in 
her own secure cottage. In a moment 
she found herself there! 
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“ Ah !” she said, “ when this day which I 
have so stupidly wasted comes round again 
I shall know better than to wish to be taken 
so far from my pleasant little home.” 

Jacques, as I have said, was wise beyond 
his years, but his experience of life did not go 
beyond that of the villagers amongst whom 
he had lived from the hour of his birth; 
hence he was led, quite naturally, to accept 
the general belief that the expressions 
“ Happy as a King,” “ Happy as a Queen,” 
were perfectly correct ; and Susanne believed 
it as much as he. 

So, when the next day for wishing arrived 
the wish she formed was to be made a Queen, 
with Jacques to be with her as King, though 
she hardly expected it to be realized. 

Realized her wish was, however, and 
instantly she found herself with Jacques, 
both crowned monarchs, on a splendid 
double throne in the midst of a resplendent 
Court—crowned, not with fresh-gathered roses 
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or daisies, but with heavy diadems of gold 
and glittering jewels that weighed oppressively 
upon their brows. 

Susanne’s first experience of Court life was 
the passing of two hours in being dressed by 
twenty ladies, who wrangled all the time over 
their rights to do this or that portion of 
the dressing, and all wanting to make out 
that she owed her beauty entirely to their 
taste and skill. Whether it was to make her 
look better, or to make her look less well, she 
could not discover—she was made to wear a 
trained dress that entirely hid her pretty 
feet and caused her infinite discomfort by 
squeezing her waist. Then her arms were so 
loaded with jewellery as to prevent her raising 
either of her hands to her head; while she 
who was used only to smell the scents of 
the fields—of wild thyme, sweetbrier, or 
lavender—was so drenched with perfumes as 
to make her almost faint. 

When she asked to see her friend Jacques 
she was told that he was presiding at a 
council of Ministers, or giving audience to 
foreign Ambassadors, or otherwise engaged in 
State affairs. 

At length came the reception-hour. A 
crowd of her subjects of the highest rank, 
from all parts of the kingdom, were assem- 
bled to pay homage to her, and utterly 
bewildered her by their flattery—those 
who had nothing to do and nothing to 
say being the most wearisome : 
and to all she had to listen 
and smile graciously, for fear of 
giving them offence—making 
promises of advancement to 
some who had no 
need of any more 
than they already 
possessed, and doing 
nothing for others 
who needed all the 
assistance they could 
get. 

It was past six 
o’clock before 
Jacques could come 
to see her—by which 
time she had been 
thrice dressed and 
re-dressed; but, 
even then, he had 
barely time to kiss 
the tips of her fingers 
before he, too, was 
hurried away, to be 
got into another suit 
of clothes to dine in. 
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At the gorgeous dinner-table there was a 
great crowd, but neither gaiety nor charm. 
Seated far apart, both Susanne and Jacques 
were obliged to say to their neighbours what 
they did not think, and listen to what they did 
not want to hear. It was a real punishment, 
and not the first or last they had to endure. 

After dinner there was an official reception, 
at which the chief talk referred to rumours of 
war and rebellion—terrifying to both Susanne 
and Jacques. What was worse was that the 
rumours were well-founded, and it was not 


-long before Susanne learned that everybody 


in her kingdom was discontented—even the 
Queen. 

“ Ah,” she sighed, as she lay down in a 
magnificent bed, raised upon a dais of gold 
and hung with velvet curtains lined with 
satin, “ why cannot I go to rest on my rustic 
bed of sweet-smelling broom -twigs ?” 
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But her sigh was uttered too late, and she 
could do nothing but resign herself to bear 
her troubles as well as she could during the 
year that was before her. 

A terrible year for her it proved to be, 
every day of it filled with mortifications and 
disappointments—the crown she was com- 
pelled to wear, a veritable crown of thorns ! 

She had to witness with terror three or four 
rebellions of a starving people. She was 
forced to sell her jewels to pay the cost of a 
foreign war. She trembled every hour for the 
life of Jacques; for she had learned that, in 
a kingdom such as hers, there is always in 
the mind of the people an insane idea that 
when the King is assassinated or driven out 
of his country the people have nothing more 
to do than to cross their arms to earn their 
living. 

Poor Susanne had to the full realized the 
vanity of human wishes, and that being 
“happy as a King ” was nothing but the idle 
notion of poor, ignorant people, who think 
that if they were only richer everything in the 
world would be delightful to them. As to 
her golden crown, it so fretted her forehead 
that she would joyfully have given twenty 
such, had she had them, for one made of 
roses out of her own little garden, or for a 
circlet of the wild poppies that made the 
fields so gay on which her cottage window 
looked out in the bright summer-time. 

So she counted every day—every day— 
till the happy one arrived when she could 
break away from the oppressive grandeur of 
her queenly state, by once more wishing for 
something she had not. At the first gleam 
of dawn she sprang from her great, unrestful 
bed, and raising her little glass slipper to 
her lips, kissed it with all her heart before 
putting it on her foot. And then she wished, 
with a longing more intense than she had 
ever felt before :— 

“Oh, that I were, once more, in my 
lovely cottage on the hill-side with my friend 
Jacques to come and talk with me as often 
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as he is able—and my beautiful cow—and 
my yardful of pretty fowls and ducks and 
pigeons — my gay field of sweet-smelling 
clover—my flowers and my fruits—my vine 
and my bubbling spring !—there only I wish 
to be a queen !” 

In a moment her wish was realized, and 
she found herself in the midst of the only 
happiness which, she now knew, was worth 
having, her brow invisibly circled by the only 
diadem of abiding brightness in the world— 
contentment. Then Jacques, who had been 
transported home with her, said :— 

“What a fine school we’ve been in. Its 
teaching is a vast deal more instructive than 
any to be had at my father’s, though his is 
the best in all the country. I had always 
been wanting to see the world, as it is called, 
and I’ve seen it. A lot of things I didn’t 
know a year ago I now know better than I 
could have learned them from books—that 
grandeur is oftener pleasanter to see than to 
bear ; that the cottage in which one is happy 
is better than the palace in which one is 
miserable. So, I am sure, I can ask for no 
greater good fortune than to be permitted to 
live quietly here in my village with you, my 
beautiful Susanne.” 

“Oh, how happy I am to see you so 
wise,” she cried, throwing her arms about 
his neck. 

“I congratulate you, my dear children,” 
said the fairy Orientalla, appearing to them 
at that moment. “You could not possibly 
have better used the power I gave you. 
Cinderella’s slipper, for which you have now 
no further need, I take back for the use of 
others, who probably will not get so much 
good from it as you have derived.” 

In all the country round there was not a 
soul who did not rejoice in the happiness of 
Susanne and Jacques when their wedding-day 
came ; telling plainly of the esteem in which 
they were held by all who knew them, 
including even the girl with the largest feet 
in the village. 
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By ALDER ANDERSON. 


a certain well-known history is 
to be credited, who entered in 
his journal the fact that the 
majority of the inhabitants 
had red hair, because the first 
person he met on entering the town had 
auburn locks. Reasoning from analogous 
premises, it is not impossible that more than 
one visitor to Paris last autumn may have 
carried away the impression that the art of 
trundling a barrel was held in higher esteem 
there than any other. If of a sour dis- 
position, and inclined to philosophize out of 
season, such a person would probably fortify 
his impression by sundry profound reflections 
on the egregious folly of a crowd that could 
find amusement in so ridiculous a spectacle, 
and would think how much cleverer the folk 
were in the particular little corner of the world 
hecame from. Oh, those frivolous Parisians ! 

As a matter of fact, barrel-rolling has only 
just been granted the freedom of the cor- 
poration of French sportsmen, or, rather, has 
been admitted on probation. The recogni- 
tion of its merits it owes to so-called mere 
chance. It came about in this wise. 

The principal annexe of the Paris Exhibi- 
tion, at Vincennes, failed to attract the public 
that brings the golden manna to expectant 
showmen. In despair, and to avert black ruin, 
the exhibitors put their heads together and 
argued late and long.. They must find some- 
thing to “draw.” Necessity, the mother of 
Invention, was present, and thus did the 
sport of barrel-rolling see the light of day. 
It may be said at once that it gives every 
indication of growing up to be a healthy, 
vigorous man. 

To trundle an empty barrel, tipped at an 
angle, as shown in the illustration, may 
appear to you the simplest feat in the 
world until you try it. You then discover 
that in this, as in most other things, there 
are finesses you would never have suspected. 
Once started on its career—its mad career, 
to use an unhackneyed expression—by a 
vigorous hand, there is nothing like your 
barrel for giving a practical demonstration of 
the law of inertia, which says that a body in 
motion will move for ever unless checked. 
Mr. Pickwick’s hat in a gale of wind was as 
nothing to it. Woe betide anything that 
gets in the way of the rolling barrel and 
rashly tries to check its movement. It leaps, 
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it dances, it almost seems to fly—it frequently 
seems to be trying to roll the roller. lf 
left to itself, however, entirely, it falls 
ignominiously on its side, and 1s thereupon 
at once disqualified. 

To adequately describe such a race, not 
only has the entire vocabulary of queer terms 
possessed by the sporting reporter to be 
drawn upon, but many new expressions 
must be coined to render the impressions 
experienced by the spectator, as man and 
barrel in unison come bounding down the 
straight together. 

After the race was over I engaged one of 
the champions in conversation, but he was 
flushed—with success doubtless—and the 
explanations he gave me were for the 
most part couched in language that was 
more forcible and picturesque than polished 
or precise. Thus much was clear, however. 
He looked upon that day’s performances as 
likely to mark an epoch in history, and was 
convinced that the eyes of all lovers of sport 
in Europe were at that moment fixed on 
Vincennes. He showed me the peculiar 
turn of the wrist necessary, and if he had 
been able to employ English would doubtless 
have added that only a hand of steel in a 
velvet glove could keep a barrel in the path 
it should go. When I left him he shook me 
so vigorously by the hand that I distinctly 
felt the steel, though I cannot conscientiously 
say I detected the slightest trace of velvet on 
the palm that pressed mine. 

But barrel-rolling is not merely a sport ; it 
is learnt, in the first place, as a matter of 
business. A day or two after the race I set 
out on an expedition, for it well merits the 
name, to visit the barrel-rollers in their home. 
The haunts of the tourist have to be left far 
behind and the Paris of play exchanged for 
the Paris of work, honest toil that broadens 
the back and hardens the muscles. 

Not unnaturally the barrels of Paris group 
themselves round the terminus of the line 
of railway that leads to Bordeaux. On the 
quays down by the river-side they lie by the 
hundred, and barges are ceaselessly adding 
to their number, though the enormous ware- 
houses on the other side of the roadway seem 
to be audibly complaining that they are 
already as full as they can hold. Barrel- 
laden drays clatter noisily over the cobbles, 
one after the other. The whole neighbour- 
hood literally reeks of barrels. If the poets 
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be not rank impostors, here or nowhere 
Bacchus and his merry train should hold 
high revel. 

But these are not the barrels we saw 
capering at Vincennes. These barrels are 
full, and no more staid object in creation is 
to be found than a full barrel. A barrel, 
paradoxical as it may seem, is really full of 
spirits only when it is empty. A little farther 
away from the river we shall come on the true 
racing barrel in endless variety. Large barrels, 
medium barrels, and small barrels; new barrels 
and old barrels ; barrels that are fat-paunched, 
and barrels long and lean; high- priced 
barrels, low-priced barrels, and barrels that 
look as if they might be dear at any 
price. It would be difficult to meet more 
accommodating people than the owners. 
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If you cannot afford, or do not want to 
purchase a barrel, you can hire it by the 
day, week, or month, or on the three years’ 
system. What, perhaps, will strike you as 
more wonderful than anything else is 
the fact that there are actually people here 
ready and eager to buy barrels from you. 
Last year, for instance, there was so much 
wine in the South of France that, for a time, 
it seemed there would not be barrels enough 
to contain it, and the price of hire went up 
from a farthing to a penny a day. Should 
you, however, possess a barrel and wish to 
receive money for it, you need not take so 
long a journey to effect your purpose. When 
barrels do not come to him, Mahomet, the 
buyer, goes to them. 

Like all the peripatetic professional men 
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From a) THE UMPIRE STOPS A MAN WHO HAS LE 


and dealers in odds and ends who perpetuate 
the customs of the past in Paris streets, the 
barrel-buyer has his special chanting cry. 
Sooner or later you are sure to hear his 
rather plaintive wail, modulated on two notes 
only, “Tonneaux ; des tonneaux, des ton- 
neaux! Marchand de tonneaux.” He is 
frequently a man of a certain commercial 
status, may own a horse and cart, has 
his name and address possibly printed 
in the Paris Directory, pays cash for 
his acquisitions, and is of a well-fed, sleek 
appearance that augurs well for 
the profit he makes on his dealings. 
As soon as you or your deputy have 
agreed with him on the price he 
whips the barrel up from the cellar 
and has it roped on to his cart in a 
trice. Upon his dexterity in effecting 
this operation he prides himself not 
a little, and it really is surprising to 
see the address with which he will 
guide a heavy cask through a crowd, 
now fast, now slow, now coming 
suddenly to a dead stop to avoid a 
catastrophe. These are the men with 
whom barrel-rolling is a matter of 
their daily occupation. 

“Can you tell me where I can find 
the champion of the world of barrel- 
rollers?” I asked, politely, entering a 
barrel-maker's. 


“ Never heard of him. No time 
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have only time to 
work here.” 

Such, in slightly 
varying terms, was 
the answer I re- 
ceived in half a 
score of similar 
establishments. 
One stout fellow 
asked me to look 
at him and say 
whether I did not 
think he could roll 
a barrel as well as 
any man living if 
he chose to make a 
public exhibition 
of himself. There 
was a bitterness in 
his tone I was at a 
loss to account for 
at the moment. 

I had more 
success with two 
men who stopped 
the cart they were driving in order to 
rearrange its load of casks. ‘ My friend,” I 
said to one of them, with as much suavity as 
a person of British blood and breeding can 
honestly muster, “ I am looking for a needle 
in a haystack—in plain words, for one of the 
champion barrel-rollers. (Can you tell me 
where to find him? If so, I shall be 
eternally grateful.” The man looked at his 
colleague and his colleague looked at me. 
“Evidently an eccentric, harmless, necessary 
Angliche,” their eyes said as clearly as eyes 


ARREL FALL, [Photo. 














to think of nonsense like that. We 
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can. “Why not humour him and earn his 
gratitude ?” 

“You have been hunting in the wrong 
places. Look among the chineurs who 
deal in old barrels, not among the men who 
make new ones.” 

Then I understood the reason of my 
previous insuccess. I had inadvertently run 
into the lion’s den. Every old barrel put 
into circulation again means a new barrel the 
less sold. New 
barrels and old | 
barrels are mortal | 
enemies. 

“ Take the first 
turning on the 
right, the second 
on the left, the 
third on the right 
again, and then 
go down a pass- 
age you will see 
in front of you. 
It will take you 
right among the 





chineurs.” 
I warmly 
thanked the 


good Samaritan, 
compounded my 
eternal gratitude 
by a present 
modest payment 
in cash, and, by 
dint of much 
asking, eventually 
found myself in 
the promised 
land. But, alas! 
the whole adult male population was absent, 
pursuing its daily avocations. There was a 
large crop of children that showed me the 
race of chineurs is not likely to die out ; but 
the children’s guardians, the wives of chineurs 
to a woman, could give me but scant in- 
formation beyond each expressing the loyal 
conviction that her own particular “man” 
was as good a barrel-roller as was to be found 
in the world. 

I wanted something more precise than this, 
and in my perplexity a man at last appeared, 
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a true chineur every inch of him, I felt 
assured. Unfortunately he wanted to get in- 
formation from me, and I could not persuade 
him that my visit had not something to 
do with a twenty-four hours’ barrel race 
from Paris to Melun, rumour of which 
had agitated the whole district. ‘ Think, 


then,” he said, with unnatural solemnity, 
“Paris to Melun ! 
four 


Twelve leagues, twenty- 
Something like a_ race, 
that! What is 
the racing in the 
Exhibition to 
that? It is in 
the street, in the 
road, you can see 
what a man is 
worth.” 

As by a refrain, 
each phrase was 
punctuated by 
“Paris to Melun! 
Twelve leagues, 
twenty-four 
hours ! ” 

“Tell me, my 
friend, what are 
the qualifications 
of a good barrel- 
roller? It takes 
long practice to 
become pro- 
ficient, no 
doubt ?” 

“Never be- 
come proficient if 
: you have not got 
[Photo it in you,” was 

the curt answer. 

“You mean that the good barrel-roller, like 
the poet and the dramatist and other trans- 
cendent geniuses, is born, not made ?” 

“I say that he must have the vocation. 
Voila!” 

A dog-shearer by the Seine bank once gave 
me exactly the same answer to a similar 
question. It is clearly as hopeless for the 
ordinary, man to dream of ever emulating a 
roller of barrels or a clipper of poodles as it is 
for him to write sonnets. 

Another career closed for the ambitious ! 


hours ! 
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enware baths at the place of manufacture, ready for 
dispatch. Ifthere be truth in the saying that ‘* clean- 
liness is next to godliness,” then this Midland bath- 
factory may be said tocontemplate the improvement 
of public morals. We are indebted to Mr. C. S. 
Sargisson, ‘‘ Glenthorn,” Strensham Road, Moseley, 
Birmingham, for this interesting contribution. 























A BUILDING MADE OF SOAP. 


Messrs. Edward Cook and Co., Ltd., the well- 
known soap specialists, send a photograph of one of 
their exhibits, which, contrary to all custom, took the 
shape of a house entirely made of soap. The main 
structure of the building is made of the firm’s well- 
known ‘‘ Mottled Soap,” the fire stove of ‘‘ Primrose 
Soap,” the very window-panes being composed of 
Transparent Glycerine Soap. The building, which is 

THE RED INDIAN 7 Lee ra 

AND z - 
“THE STRAND,” 

Mr. Colin M. 
Black, of Bankhead, 
Balerno, Midlothian, 
writes: “ I send you 
a small photograph 
I took of a North 
American Indian 
reading a copy of 
THE STRAND MaGa- s 5 
ZINE while lunch was & Tits be smag 
being prepared. I 1 ee eran 
don’t know whether 
it is any use asa 
‘ Curiosity,’ the words 
of the magazine not 
being properly legible. 
The photograph, 
which is genuine, 
however, was taken 
up the Winnipeg 
River, a considerable 
.distance from book- 
stalls !” 














WHAT ARE THEY? 

This is not a Turk- 
ish cemetery or a 
collection of sentry- 
boxes ; neither does it 
represent the seaside seats of a Continental watering- 26ft. long by 13ft. high, is a copy of King John’s 
place, stored for winter. It is merely a stock of earth- Palace at Old Ford. This historic building re- 
mained until 1867, 
when it was des- 
troyed by fire. Its 
replica in soap was 
exhibited in London 
at the Grocers’ Exhi- 
bition of 1900. When 
all the parts of this 
marvellous building 
had been carefully 
prepared and fitted at 
the factory it took 
fourteen men fifty-five 
hours to build the 
completed castle 27 
situ. 
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PATHOS IN POTS. 

It isa far sry from an East Indian village to the 
yard of a Birmingham dealer in old metal, and the 
battered pots of brass—crushed flat for easier stowage 
—now lying in bales or in confused heaps, as in the 
illustration, have travelled long over burning plain 
and wide sea to find a strange resting-place, before 
being passed on to be re-melted and re-wrought into 
a thousand different shapes for ten thousand different 
purposes. The illustration shows a heap of Indian 
cooking-pots and other domestic utensils, made of 
brass of a poorer quality than it is possible to cast 
in this country; but it speaks of suffering inde- 
scribable and destitution in its profoundest degree. 
All over the famine-stricken portion of our East 
Indian dominion the starving and destitute villagers 
have been compelled to sell their meagre possessions, 
even to their very cooking-pots, in order to buy 
such -small quantities of rice as the price of their 
household utensils would.fetch ; and hundreds of 
tons of this brdss-ware have found their way into 
the English old-metal market. Threepence a pound 
is the outside of what the original sellers would 


obtain for their pots 
and other common 
metal-ware, including 
the ankle and wrist 
bangles which formed 
such poor ornament 
as their women-kind 
could afford. Hence 
the photograph, which 
at first sight is neither 
picturesque nor other- 
wise interesting, must 
be recognised by the 
thoughtful and sym- 
pathetic observer as 
representing one of 
the most pathetic 
sights in this country 
at the present time. 
To Mr. Darby Staf- 
ford, of ‘‘ Glenthorn,” 
Strensham Road, 
Moseley, Birming- 
ham, we are indebted 
for this very 
interesting photo- 
graph. 
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LADIES AND CENTLEMEN 


OTHERS 





A SIGNBOARD WITH A MORAL. 

The above photograph is that of a notice- 
board in the garden attached to ‘‘ The 
Woodenbridge Hotel,” Woodenbridge, Co. 
Wicklow, and the wording of same is de- 
cidedly unique. The inscription reads as 
follows: ‘* Ladies and gentlemen will not, 
and others must not, pull the flowers in this 
garden.” Mr. Charles Warren Russell, of 
39, Mountjoy Square, Dublin, kindly sends 
this interesting curiosity. 





A REMARKABLE APPLE TREE. 

“I send you a photograph of an apple 
tree, blown down in a gale of wind, which 
bloomed and bore fruit for three years, 
being only attached to the stem or trunk 
by a piece of bark. The tree was subse- 
quently removed to make room.” Thus Mr. 
L. A. Simpson, of London Road, Bognor. 
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A MARVELLOUS ESCAPE, 

The following is an extract from a letter received from Corporal 
F. Bly, of the 2nd Seaforth Highlanders, and explains the 
remarkable photograph reproduced above : ‘‘ As I was advancing 
with my company over some rocky ground I felt a sudden sharp 
pain in my stomach, as if I had been struck with a hammer. For a 
moment I thought I was wounded, and said so to a comrade near 
me. I looked about me, but could find nothing. We lay down and 
the pain soon ceased, and in the excitement of the battle I soon 
forgot all about it. Early next morning I was surprised to dis- 
covera small hole in the lower left-hand pocket of my jacket, and, 
upon looking further, was astonished to find my purse had a bullet 
sticking in it. I was surprised, I can tell you, and thankful 
too,.for had my purse not been where it was, that Mauser 
would have let daylight into my stomach, and the medical 
officer says it would undoubtedly have proved fatal.” The 
photograph submitted shows the purse and coins (Kruger 
money). The half-sovereign 
that was struck by the bullet 
is plainly distinguished at 
the top of the purse, and 
beneath is the well-aimed 
Mauser bullet. The half- 
crown, two shilling-pieces, 
and the sixpence were un- 
touched, but the edge of 
the two-shilling piece on the 
right-hand corner of the 
photograph is slightly bat- 
tered. We congratulate 
Corporal Bly on his narrow 
escape, and thank Mr. H. J. 
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Porter, of the Post Office, Bury St. 
Edmunds, for sending the photograph. 


“ IT PUZZLED HIS FRIENDS.” 

“ Inclosed is a photo. of something 
I took while out for a walk. It has so 
puzzled my friends that I thought I 
might send it to you for ‘ Curiosities.’ 
When I saw it in the distance I could 
not make out what it was. It is really 
nothing more than a tree blown down 
by the wind, and is more than oft. 
high. The photo. shows the base of 


the trunk with only the roots exposed to 
view, the trunk itself lying hidden in a 





straight line directly behind.” From the 
kev. C. W. Millard, Laurel Cottage, 
Ashbourne. 


A FOE TO PORCUPINES. 

Mr. Byron Harmon, of 1,318 So. Ist 
Street, Tacoma, Wash., U.S.A., sends an 
amusing yet pathetic photograph of a 
dearly loved pet that has recently met with 
an untimely end through its unaccountable 
hatred of porcupines. It will be seen in the 
adjoining photograph that the dog’s jaws 
and nose literally bristle with the quills of 
a porcupine he kas just been fighting with, 
and itis a remarkable fact 
that, though the animal had 
met with similar receptions 
on previous occasions, he was 
not in the least deterred from 
fighting his dangerous ene- 
mies again. Not long ago, 
however, the quills thus ac- 
quired were so numerous and 
dense that it was found im- 
possible to withdraw them, 
and the plucky fighter has 
since departed to a land 
where quills and porcupines 
alike are unknown, 
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A BEE STOMACH-PUMP. 

The next photograph was taken inside the bee- 
house in our contributor’s garden. The bees are on 
the window-pane. The bee A has over-eaten itself 
with honey; the bees B and C have thrust their 
probosces, or rather tongues, down A’s throat, and 
are sucking out honey ; D and E are looking on. A 





the squadrons chosen for active service, and made the 
campaign in the officers’ waggon. Afterwards she was 
taken to Natal, and eventually returned home safe with 
the regiment in November, 1898. The photograph 
shows her wearing the D.S.O. and the Mashona medal, 
to which honours she is no doubt fully entitled. We 
are indebted for this photo. to Mr. Oliver Grey, 3, 
Pump Court, Temple, E.C. 


A MONUMENT TO DEPARTED TEETH. 

Mr. J. E. Dawson, of 149, Machon Bank Road, 
Sheffield, says: ‘I send you an original photo. of an 
obelisk of extracted teeth, which I saw exhibited in a 
chemist’s window, and by whose permission was allowed 

- - to take a photo. of it. It is made up of 1,838 separate 
takes the operation very calmly. It must be left to teeth which have all been extracted by the same hand, 
our readers to decide whether kindness or greedi- and on the shield the inscriptions are: ‘“‘ In Memory of 
ness prompted this action on the part of the re- Old Akers,” ‘‘ Wearied Grinders at Rest,” ‘‘ Not Lost, 
lieving bees. Naturalists will probably incline to but Gone,” “ Left with Wood,” ‘ Anno Domini 1900.” 
the latter notion. We are indebted for this ex- The pedestal is painted to imitate red granite. It 
tremely interesting photograph to the Rev. R. W. stands 414ft. in height. 

Oldham, of Martinhoe Rectory, Barnstaple. 
















DOLPHINS AT PLAY. 
Mr. J. F. Baker, of 134, Hampton Road, Forest Gate, 
sends a pretty snap-shot of dolphins at play. The sight is 
by no means a rare one to travellers on the ocean, but it is not 
often that so excellent a snap-shot is obtained of the graceful 
creatures as they gambol in their native element. 











THE PET OF THE 7TH (QUEEN'S OWN). 

Most regiments have their pet animals. The 7th (Queen’s 
Own) Hussars are the proud possessors of a fine tortoiseshell 
cat. It was during the rains of December, 1896, that Snow- 
ball strayed into the officers’ mess near Buluwayo. _ She had 
evidently belonged to some white man who had been killed 
by the natives or had fled at the coming of the enemy. In 
the following year, when the Hussars went to assist the 
B.S.A. Police against the Mashonas, Snowball accompanied 
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THE CARVED ROCKS OF ST. MALO. 

These curious rocks form part of the 
coast-line of Brittany, a few miles beyond 
St. Malo. The carvings, which cover the 
face of the rocks for a space of about a 
hundred yards, are the work of a ‘priest, 
who has operated upon his rugged material 
with brush and knife and produced a result 
little short of marvellous. The snap-shot 
shows two of his most elaborate achieve- 
ments—a trio of figures representing ‘‘ La 
France et l’Ange et I’Ennemi,” and an 
altar-shaped tomb upon which a monk lies 
in state. An inscription above a small 
door let into the rocks solicits contribu- 
tions ‘‘ for a good work.” Miss H. M. 
Glover, of 31, York Street Chambers, 
Bayswater Square, W., sends this photo- 
graph. 



























A SCOTTISH “KERN DOLLY.” 
This photograph represents the curious 
effigy known as the ‘‘kern dolly,” which 
was once invariably conspicuous at Scot- 








to represent a female figure—possibly the goddess 
Ceres if it is, as claimed, a survival of Pagan custom— 
decorating it with gay ribbons, lace, and any brilliant 
material. It figured thus at the harvest feast, or 
“ kern ” supper, and was afterwards hung up in some 
house to be kept until next harvest came round. This 
photo. was kindly supplied by Miss A. Swan, Market 
Square, Duns, N.B. —— 
A CHARGER'S GRAVE. 

The next photo. is that of the grave of the Earl of 
Warwick’s horse, Black Saladin, which the Earl 
killed with his own hand during the Battle of Barnet, 
April 14, 1471, so as to give his followers courage to 
continue fighting. Lord Sython, describing the 
scene, says: “The Earl kissed the destrier on his 
frontal, and Saladin, as if conscious of the coming 
blow, bent his proud head humbly and licked his 
lord’s steel-clad hand. And when, covering the 
charger’s eyes with one hand, the Earl’s dagger 
descended bright and rapid, a groan went through 
the ranks. But the effect was unspeakable! The 
men knew that to them and them alone their lord 
intrusted his fortunes and his life, and they were 
moved to more than mortal daring.” This grave may 
be seen at any time in the grounds of the Warwick 
Hotel, East Barnet Road, New Barnet, Herts. The 
photo. is sent by Mr. W. B. Finchett, New Barnet. 








tish harvest festivals, and is still to be seen where old 
customs are valued. According to strict tradition, 
the “kern dolly ” was made from the last handful of 
corn cut on the farm, which was reaped by the 
harvesters throwing their sickles at it ; the winner 
presented it to one of his girl friends. The women 
then ‘“‘ dressed ” it, spreading and tying it as shown 
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“AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE, ' 
Paiated by Marcus Stone, R.A. 
ai2produced by permission of Messrs. Goupil & Co., 
25, Bedford Street, Strand. 
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Painted by) “AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE,’ [Marcus Stone, P.A 
(Copyright.) 
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The Most Popular Pictures. 


By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. 


HAT is the quality which gives 
a picture its popular value ? 
As For anyone who can answer 
{| that question with absolute 
certainty there is a fortune 
waiting to be picked up, for 
though pictures increase yearly in number, 
those that acquire popularity form but a 
small percentage of the number. The most 
popular artists 
are by no means 
sureof the effect 
their pictures 
will produce, 
and the- most 
experienced” 
publishers 
make mistakes. 
The publishing 
of pictures - is, 
indeed, quite a 
different thing 
from the pub- 
lishingof books. 
for, by reasor 
of thedifference 
in price, the 
appeal which 
pictures make 
is of necessity 
to a different 
public than that 
which buys 
books. For this 
reason it is im- 
possible tocom- 
pare the success 
of a plate with 
the success of a 
novel. Owing 
to the enor- 
mous range of 
the subject, 
however, this article is by no means exhaus- 
tive, but if it finds favour with the readers of 
THE STRAND I hope to return to the subject 
by the kindness of the publishers, to whom I 
desire to make public acknowledgment for the 
courtesy with which they have supplied me 


with the information contained in this article, 
Vol. xxi —3, 
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“THE SOUL'S AWAKENING.” 


Though renowned for engravings of a 
military character which their house has 
published, notably subjects by the great 
French painters De Neuville and Détaille, 
Messrs. Goupil and Co. have had not a few 
successes with English pictures, among which 
may be mentioned “The Sea Hath its 
Perils,” after Mr. W. H. Margetson, the 
original canvas of which is now in one of the 
public galleries 
in Australia; 
“The Valley 
Farm” and 
“Corn Field,” 
after Consta- 
ble ; “ The Ita- 
lian Flower 
Girl,” after Mr. 
Luke Fildes, to 
say nothing of 
the many repro- 
ductions of the 
pictures of Mr. 
Marcus Stone, 
several of which 
appeared in the 
Illustrated In- 
terview which 
was published 
with the popu- 
lar artist in THE 
STRAND MAGa- 
ZINE in August, 
1899. To these 
must be added 
“Wild Flowers” 
and “Garden 
Flowers ” and 
WA: Por oor 
Attachment,” 
originally 
called “Il y en 
a Toujours un 
Autre,” and “An Offer of Marriage.” It is not 
often that the work of an artist undergoes any 
modification after it has been engraved, and 





[James Sant, R.A. 


-therefore it is worth noting that the first plate 


made of “ An Offer of Marriage” represented 
the girl with eyes so downcast that only the 
lids were visible. Subsequently, however, 
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Mr. Stone changed this, and the heroine was 
represented looking straight in front of her, 
as is shown in the frontispiece to this article. 


Of the many plates of popular pictures 
published by Messrs. Graves, Landseer’s 
“ Monarch of the Glen” undoubtedly takes 
the first place by reason of the number of 
impressions which have been sold, but it has 
been closely followed by the entirely different 
“Souls Awakening,” by James Sant, R.A., 
to which Samuel Cousins’s engraving of the 
same artist’s “Infant Samuel” runs an ex- 
cellent third. 


The popularity of Landseer with his own 
generation and with ours has been little short 
The great animal painter 


of phenomenal. 
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“CAN'T YOU TALK?” 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


mony of .woman’s value in art has hitherto 
received little or no attention in the frequent 
comparisons of the works of men and women. 


It was a real incident which furnished 
Mr. George A. Holmes with the subject of 
“Can't You Talk?” He heard a little child 
ask a big dog that very question one day 
and determined to reproduce the scene. So 
“taking” was it that the picture was actually 
sold for a large sum at the private view of 
the Academy where it was first exhibited. 
So great was the run on the reproductions 
that frame - makers were kept constantly 
at work night and day in order to endeavour 
to keep pace with the demand. Even the 
dog which was used for the model acquired 
a value in the eyes of the publisher beyond 





(COPYRIGHT.) (G. A. Holmes, R.B.A. 


By permission of Messrs. B. Brookes & Sons, 115, Great Portland Street, Loudon, W., the publishers of the large engraving. 


derived a fortune from his publishers, for 
Messrs. Graves paid him no less than 
£50,000 altogether for the copyright of his 
pictures. One day some ten or twelve years 
ago several Landseers were put up for auction 
at Christie’s, and on the catalogue were some 
examples of Rosa Bonheur. ‘The prices 
fetched by the canvases of the great French- 
woman actually overtopped those of the 
English painter, though this striking testi- 
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its worth, and he actually offered the owner 
4,50 for it, but the sum was refused. The 
picture is one of those with a legal history, 
for the Law Courts have, on more than one 
occasion, had to decide questions involving 
the infringement of the copyright of what 
has been a most valuable property. ‘The 
prints themselves have increased enormously 
in price, for not very long ago an artists 
proof was sold for £40. 
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“CHRIST LEAVING THE PRATORIUM.” (Gustave Dor, 


Copyright, by permission of the P: 


Conspicuous in the history of popular 
reproductions —the more remarkable as 
purely religious subjects rarely acquire a 
widespread yogue—is that of Gustave Doré’s 





voprietors of the Doré Gallery. 


“Christ Leaving the Praetorium,” which forms 
one of the series of eighteen plates now 
being issued by Messrs. George Newnes, 
Limited, on the instalment system. 


““THE VALE OF TEA 


Copyright, by permission of the Pr 


ivy Google 


prietor 
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It was “ Christ Leaving the Preetorium ” 
which gave Doré the supreme importance he 
enjoyed as że religious painter of his day, 
and the popularity of his picture is attested 
by the way in which the new issue of the 
plates is being ordered, not only in the 
United Kingdom, but also by the receipt of 
orders from the Continent and the more 
distant countries of the world. 

The original picture has a unique history, 
for it is probably the only one in the world 
which has been buried. This occurred at 
the time of the Franco-German War, when 
Doré had to give up his work in order to 
take his part in the defence of his country. 
The great canvas, measuring 3o0ft. by 2oft., 
was taken down from the easel, rolled up 
and put into a great tin case which had been 
made for it, and was then buried deep in the 
earth that no stray shot or shell might injure 
it. When peace was restored and the 
painter could go back to his beloved occupa- 
tion the grave was opened and the canvas set 
up again in its place, to be worked on until 
the spring of 1872. Then Doré threw open 
the doors of his studio, and Paris crowded 
to look at this effort of his genius, of which 
the Morning Post said it is “doubtless the 
finest pictorial illustration of the ineffable 
tragedy of the Redemption that art has pro- 
duced in modern times.” 

Great though the success of the “ Præ- 
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torium ” has been, it has not by any means 
overshadowed that of the other plates, notably 
that of “The Vale of Tears,” which runs it 
close in popularity. ‘This picture, painted 
while his heart was aching at the death of his 
mother, to whom he was devotedly attached, 
has in it the personal note which gives 
the vital reality and the compelling appeal 
to all art, the artist seeking solace for his 
own grief as one among the figures which 
crowd the canvas. The popularity of “ The 
Vale of Tears” compared with that of the 
“ Pretorium ” is also interesting, because 
as the one was the first, so the other was the 
last, of Doré’s completed works, his ‘ swan 
song” as he called it, but its vogue is closely 
followed by many of the others, like the 
“ Christian Martyrs.” 


To the two pictures published by 
Messrs. S. Hildesheimer and Co., Limited, 
which we reproduce, “Scotland for Ever,” 
by Lady Butler, and “When the Heart is 
Young,” by Miss Maude Goodman, must be 
added ʻa` third, the well-known ‘ Devotion,” 
which at the time when chromolithographs 
were so much in vogue had an enormous 
circulation in that form of reproduction 
alone. “Scotland for Ever” is regarded as 
a picture whose engraving furnishes a regular 
income, for it is one of the most popular of 
Lady Butlers many popular war pictures. 
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WHE THE HEA} 
By permission of Messrs. S. Hildesheimer & 
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Co., Ltd., owners of the Copyright. 
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| Lady Butler. 


By permission of Messrs. S. Hildesheimer & Co., Ltd., owners of the Copyright. 
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The copyright 
alone cost 
£3,000, so 
that it has had 
to be pub- 
lished in very 
large numbers 
to get back 
the first cost, 
which did not 
include the 
picture, as it 
had been pro- 
mised to the 
Corporation 
of Leeds. It 
represents the 
charge of the 
Scots Greys at 
Waterloo 
under the 
command of 
Captain Bar- 
ward, whose 
‘figure is the 
chief one in 
the picture. 
He is repre- 
sented as 
shouting 
“ Charge,” to 
which the men 
answer, “ Scot- 
land for Ever,” 
the war-cry of 
the regiment, 
as it hurled its 
overwhelming 
weight against 
the enemy. 


The house 
of Messrs. L. 
H. Lefèvre 
and Son is 
noted through- 
out the world 
for its associa- 
tion with the 
reproductions 
of the famous 
pictures of 
Rosa Bonheur 
and Mr. Hol- 
man Hunt, as 
well as of Sir 
Lawrence Al- 
ma - Tadema, 
R.A. Of the 
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thirty-six successful engravings after Rosa 
Bonheur it is by no means improbable that 
“The Horse Fair,” which dates back to 1854, 
has had the widest sale. When the history 
of the enormous increase in value of pictures 
comes to be written a place will assuredly be 
found for this. When it was painted the 
artist offered it to the French Government for 
the modest sum of £400. The Government, 
instead of jumping at the chance, delicately 
refused to accept the offer, and ‘‘ The Horse 
Fair” was sent to the exhibition at the 








“THE HORSE FAIR.” 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


original paintings of Rosa Bonheur have all, 
it is interesting to note, realized very high 
prices, and especially the series of Scotch 
pictures, which she painted during the course 
of her two visits to England and Scotland. 
“ A Scotch Raid” sold in 1887 for £4,095 : 
“Denizens of the Highlands,” in 1887, 
brought £5,827 10s.; while “Changing 
Pasture,” in 1892, fetched £3,150; and for 
the head of the lion, known as ‘The 
Old Monarch,” Mr. Vanderbilt willingly 
paid 2,000 guineas. 


(Rosa Bonheur. 


By permission of Messrs. L. H. Lefèvre & Son, proprietors of the Copyright. 


Salon. There the critics soon discerned its 
merits, and Mr. Gambart, the predecessor of 
Messrs. Lefévre, bought it, gladly paying 
exactly double what the French Government 
had refused to give. It was exhibited in Pall 
Mall in 1855, and after creating no little excite- 
ment it was put into the hands of an engraver, 
who took two years to make the plate. The 
picture itself was then sent to New York, as 
it had been sold to an individual, who, 
however, omitted to pay for it. Eventually 
it was owned by the late Mr. A. T. Stewart, 
at that time the proprietor of one of the 
great emporiums of New York, and one of 
its most noted art patrons. In his collec- 
_ tion it remained, and when at his death the 
canvas was put up to auction it was bought 
by Mr. W. K. Vanderbilt for no less a sum 
than £10,000, and was by him presented to 
the National Museum of New York. 

There is, as most people are aware, another 
“Horse Fair” in the National Gallery. This 
is a second picture which was painted by 
Rosa Bonheur for Mr. Jacob Bell, and was 
by him given to the National Gallery. The 
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Of the Holman Hunt pictures, “The 
Light of the World” has probably been 
reproduced more frequently than any of the 
others, and it would be hard to say what its 
circulation has been in the various forms in 
which it was issued. 

Sir L. Alma-Tadema’s connection with the 
house dates back thirty years and, there- 
fore, to the period when he painted “The 
Vintage,” all the plates of which have long 
since been sold out. It was “The Roman 
Emperor,” his first important picture ex- 
hibited at the Royal Academy in April, 1871, 
which made his name, and it was etched by 
Paul Rajon, the greatest man of his day. 
With its usual pertinacity for acquiring great 
works of modern masters America secured 
this, so that those who are not content with 
an engraving of it, but would feast their eyes 
on the picture in its original cover, must 
travel to Baltimore in order to gratify their 
desire. 


It is questionable whether any plate has, 
in the same time, had a greater vogue than 
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that- of . “His -Majesty:the- Baby”; the last 
of the series of which “ Bobs and the Baby ” 
bids fair ‚to rival its popularity, not only on 
account of the interest attaching to the 
Commander-in-Chief, but also because it is 
the representation of an incident of real life 
which occurred in Johannesburg. The series, 
which also includes “ The Queen’s Birthday,” 
* A Regal Gift,” and 
“The King’s Court- 
ship,” is published by 
Messrs. Cadbury- 
Jones and Co., 
Limited, after pic 
tures by Mr. Arthur 
Drummond. His 
success has been the 
more conspicuous by 
reason of the fact that 
painting with him is 
more a pastime than 
a profession, as he is 
the head of the well- 
known engineering 
firm of Drummond 
Brothers, whose in- 
terests are world-wide. 
The sentiment which 
governs the whole of 
these exquisite pic- 
tures of child-life is 
that “ Baby is the 
king of the house- 
hold ”—a fact no one 
who lives in a house 
graced by the pres- 
ence of a child will 
question, unless it be 
to suggest that for 
“King” the title of 
“E mperor” or 
“ Autocrat”. should 
be siibstituted. 

The scene repre- 
sented in “His 
Majesty the Baby” is 
the corner of Picca- 
dilly where Old Bond 
Street runs into it, 
and it is a faithful 
presentation of the spot. In order to make 
his sketches Mr. Drummond used to dress 
as little conspicuously,.as_ possible, and 
the rough garments’ he wore made some 
people believe that he was an Anarchist who 
had ulterior objects of a violent nature in the 
use for which he designed the sketches he 
was doing. His artistic eye observed one fact 


which will probably be new to most people, 
Vol. xxi.—32. 
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“THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.” 
By permission of Messrs. L. H. Lefèvre & Son, proprietors 
of the Copyright. 
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though they.have seen it every day of: their 
lives. It is that, whatever may be the 
colour of the omnibus, its. wheels ‘are 
always yellow. When ‘The Baby” was first 
issued Messrs. Cadbury-Jones believed that 
the sale would be limited to London by 
reason of the peculiarly local nature of. the 
scene. They have found, however, that, 

babies being the most 
popular: institution in 
the world, the senti- 

ment of the engraving 
has appealed far be- 
yond the radius of the 
Metropolis, for the 
plate has been ordered 
in large numbers not 
only in the provinees,, 
but .by every country 
in Europe, by thè 
United. States ‘and 
Canada, and by. that 
Greater Britain which 
lies beyond the seas. 


“The First Easter 
Dawn,” which has 
been one of Mr. 
Arthur Lucas’s popu- 
lar successes, has a 
singularly curious 
history. It was sent 
by the painter for six 
years running to the 
Academy before it 
was hung. Even then 
it only found a place 
on the fringe, for it 
achieved the doubtful 
distinction of being 
“skied.” At the 
close of the exhibition 
Mr. Lucas asked the 
painter to send it to 
him, as he would like 
to consider it at his 
leisure. It had a Greek 
title when exhibited, 
and therefore when, in 
due course, Mr. Lucas 
had evolved the present name, he asked the 
painter his price for the picture and copy- 
right, subject to the rechristening of the 
picture. Having purchased it, he then had it 
reproduced, with the result that it has been 
selling largely from that time to this, and 
has been legitimately published in five 
distinct editions, besides having been 
extensively pirated in the United States. 
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(Mr. Arthur Drummond. 


By permission of Messrs. Cadbury-Jones, Ltd., owners of the Copyright. 


With regard to “The Drums of the Fore 
and Aft,” which illustrates Kipling’s immortal 
story of Lew and Jakin, Mr. Lucas has an 
interesting story to tell. Walking through 
the galleries at Burlington House at the 
private view a military friend came up and 
took him by the arm, saying, “ Come along 
with me ; there is one picture which I want to 
show you; and you must publish.” Mr. 
Lucas looked up and smiled. “TI think I 
know that pic- 
ture,” he replied : 
“ Matthew Hale’s 
‘Drums of the 
Fore and Aft.’” 

“That’s the 
very one,” replied 
the other. “ How 
dtd you know?” 

“ Because it is 
one of the clever- 
est things of its 
kind in the whole 
show,” said the 
publisher, “and I 
spotted it on my 
first hurried look 
round.” 

Mr. Lucas 
bought the copy- 
right and had the 
plate published. 
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“THE DRUMS OF THE FORE AND AFT.” 
By permission of Mr. Arthur Lucas, art publisher and owner of the Copyright. 


Then he sent a prospectus to every mess in 
the British Army—officers’ and sergeants’— 
and, incredible as it may seem, not a single 
order was received for it. When, however, 
the picture came before the notice of the 
public it quickly made up for the Army’s 
indifference by the avidity with which it 
ordered the prints. 

Mr. Lucas has also produced many of Me: 
Marcus Stone’s most successful pictures, 





(Matthew Hale. 
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whose popularity is in part accounted for by 
the completeness of the story told in the 
composition, a factor on which Mr. Stone 
lays great stress, as readers of THE STRAND 
Interview already referred to will recall. 


Among the great successes published by 
Mr. Thomas McLean, of the Haymarket, a 
foremost place belongs to Sir Edwin Land- 
seers “Dignity and Impudence.” This was 
“one of the most successtul plates ever known, 
yet the price asked for the copyright by the 
painter was only £20. Mr. McLean, how- 
ever, sent a cheque for £25. So struck was 
Sir Edwin by this that he actually wrote a 
letter of four 
pages in order to 
express his grati- 
tude for the liber- 
ality with which 
the publishers 
treated him. 
Soon after this 
Sir Edwin placed 
his affairs in the 
hands of the late 
Mr. Jacob Bell, 
of Oxford Street, 
who, later on, 
bequeathed his 
art collection to 
the nation. 
When the “ Stag 
at Bay” was 
painted Mr. 
McLean was 
anxious to get 
the copyright of 
it, and his appli- 
cation had, there- 
fore, to go to Mr. 
Bell. Instead of 
paying £25 this 
time, however, 
Mr. Bell, who 
was a decidedly 
better business “2 
man than Sir Edwin, demanded 800 guineas 
for the privilege —and he got it. Mr. McLean 
had, however, no reason to regret ‘the bargain. 

Since the early days of “ Dignity and Im- 
pudence” the artist’s proofs have appreciated 
remarkably in value. They were originally 
published at five guineas, and Mr. McLean 
took one for his own house. A friend 
paying a visit one day saw the engraving, 
admired it, and expressed a desire to have it, 
offering ten guineas for it. Mr. McLean 


Painted by) 


Digitized by Goi gle 





** DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE 
By permission af Mr. Fhomas McLean, owner of the Copyright 


251 


sold it, and some time after he actually 
bought back that same proof for £75! 

As a series, the reproductions of Sir 
Joshua Reynolds’s pictures have had an 
undoubted vogue. Most of them were the 
work of Samuel Cousins, R.A., who charged 
a thousand guineas for making a plate, while 
an ordinary engraver would have worked for 
a hundred guineas. ‘ Don’t you think it is 
a great deal?” Mr. McLean asked Mr. 
Cousins one day when they were discussing 
the terms of a proposed plate. “How would 
you like to have your hand on a piece of cold 
steel all the winter ? ” complained the artist in 
reply, ignoring the direct answer. That settled 
the matter, and 
the artist got his 
usual fee. 

Not less suc- 
cessful has been 
“The Mazarin 
Library,” after 
the well-known 
painting by For- 
tuny. The ori-~ 
ginal work sold 
for £600, and 
some time ago 
the purchaser 
told Mr. McLean 
that he had been 
offered and had 
refused a cheque 
for 8,000 guineas 
for it. “The 
Young Dau- 
phin,” “ Play- 
mates,” “ When 
the World was 
Young,” “ The 
Queen of Sheba’s 
Visit to King 
Solomon,” now 
the property of 
the Australian 
Government, 
and ‘His First 
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[Sir E. Landseer, R..1 


sirthday ” have all been great successes of 
the house which issued “ Cherry Ripe,” Sir 
John Everett Millais’s famous picture of 
childhood, for the copyright of which 1,C00 
guineas was paid after the Graphic had 
printed some 300,000 copies of itin colour 
as a supplement to the Christmas number. 
So extraordinary was the popularity that 
Mr. McLean has had every reason to 


congratulate himself on the acumen which 
induced him to make the purchase. 
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Strange Studies from Life. 


By A. Conan DOYLE. 


[The cases dealt with in this series are studies from the actual history of crime, though occasionally names 
have been changed where their retention might cause pain to surviving relatives.) 


I.—-THE HOLOCAUST 


IN the study of criminal psy- 
chology one is forced to the 
| conclusion that the most dan- 
A gerous of all types of mind 
is that of the inordinately 
selfish man. He is a man 
who has lost his sense of proportion. His 
own will and his own interest have blotted 
out for him the duty which he owes to the 
community. Impulsiveness, jealousy, vin- 
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dictiveness are the fruitful parents of crime, ` 
but the insanity of selfishnėss is the most“ 
dangerous and also the most unlovely of them - 


all. Sir Willoughby Patterne, the eternal type 
of all egoists, may be an amusing and harm- 
less character as long as things 
go well with him, but ‘let 
him be thwarted—let the thing 
which he desires be withheld 
from him, and the most mon- 
strous results may follow. 
Huxley has said that a man in 
this life is for ever playing ' 
a game with an unseen oppo- 
nent, who only makes his pre-. 
sence felt by exacting a penalty 
every time one makes a mistake 
in the game. The player who 
makes the mistake of selfish- 
ness may have a terrible forfeit 
to pay — but the unaccount- 
able thing in the rules is that 
some, who are only spectators 
of his game, may have to help 
him in the paying. Read the 
story of William Godfrey 
Youngman, and see how diff- 
cult it is to understand the 
rules under which these penal- 
ties are exacted.. Learn also 
from it that selfishness is no 
harmless peccadillo, but that 
it is an evil root from which 
the most monstrous growths 
may spring. 

About forty miles to the 
south of London, and close to 
the rather passé watering-place 
of Tunbridge Wells, there lies 
the little townlet of Wad- 
hurst. It is situated within 
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OF MANOR PLACE. 


the borders of Sussex at a point which is 
close to the confines of Kent. The country 
is a rich pastoral one and the farmers are a 
flourishing race, for they are near enough 
to the Metropolis to take advantage of its 
mighty appetite. Among these farmers 
there lived in the year 1860 one Streeter, 
the master of a small homestead and the 
father of a fair daughter, Mary Wells 
Streeter. Mary was a strong, robust girl, 


some twenty years of age, skilled in all 
country work, and with some knowledge also 
of the town, for she had friends up there, and 
above all she had one friend, a young man of 
twenty-five, whom she had met upon one of 


“HER BUNDLE OF LOVE-LETTERS UPON HER IAP.” 
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her occasional visits, and who had admired 
her so that he had actually come down to 
Wadhurst after her, and had spent a night 
under her father’s roof. The father had 
expressed no disapprobation of the suitor, a 
brisk, masterful young fellow, a little vague 
in his description of his own occupation and 
Prospects, but an excellent fireside com- 
panion. And so it came about that the 
deep, town-bred William Godfrey Youngman 
became engaged to the simple, country-bred 
Mary Wells Streeter, William knowing all 
about Mary, but Mary very little about 
William. F 

July the 29th of that year fell upon a 
Sunday, and Mary sat in the afternoon in 
the window of the farm-house parlour, with 
her bundle of love-letters upon her lap, read- 
ing them again and yet again. Outside was 
the little square of green lawn, fringed with 
the homely luxuriance of an English country 
garden,. the , high hollyhocks, the huge 
nodding sunflowers, the bushes of fuchsia, 
and the fragrant clumps of sweet William. 
Through the open lattice came the faint, 
delicate scent of the lilac and the long, low 
droning of the bees. The farmer had lain 


down to the plethoric sleep of the Sunday, 


afternoon, and Mary had the room to her- 
self. There were fifteen love-letters in all: 
some ‘shorter, some longer, some wholly 
delightful, some with scattered business allu- 
sions, which made her wrinkle her pretty 
brows. There was this matter of the 
insurance, for example, which had cost, her 
lover so much anxiety until she had settled it. 
No doubt he knew more of the world than 
she, but still it was strange that she, so young 
and so hale, should be asked and again 
asked to prepare herself for death. Even in 
the flush.of her love those scattered words 
struck a chill to her heart. “ Dearest girl,” 
he had written, “I have filled up the paper 
now, and took it to the life insurance office, 
and they will write to Mrs. James Bone to-day 
to get an answer on Saturday. So you can 
go to the office with me before two o’clock on 
Monday.” And then again, only two days 
later, he had begun his letter : “You promised 
me faithfully over and over again, and I 
expect you to keep your promise, that you 
would be mine, and that your friends would 
not know it until we were married ; but now, 
dearest Mary, if you will only let Mrs. James 
Bone write to the insurance office at once 
and go with me to have your life insured on 
Monday morning next!” So ran the extracts 
from the letters, and they perplexed Mary as 
she read them. -But it was all over now, and 
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he should mingle business no longer with 
his love, for she had yielded to his whim, 
and the insurance for £100 had been duly 
effected. It had cost her a quarterly pay- 
ment of ros. 4d., but it had seemed to please 
him, and so she would think of it no more. 

There was a click of the garden-gate, and 
looking up she saw the porter from the station 
coming up the path with a note in his hand. 
Seeing her at the window he handed it in and 
departed, slily smiling, a curious messenger 
of Cupid in his corduroys and clumping 
boots—a messenger of a grimmer god than 
Cupid, had he but known it. She had 
eagerly torn it open, and this was the message 
that she read :— 

“16, Manor Place, Newington, S.E. 
“ Saturday night, July 28th. 

“ MY BELOVED PoLLY,—I have posted one 
letter to you this afternoon, but I find that I 
shall not have to go to Brighton to-morrow as 
I have had a letter from there with what I 
wanted inside of it, so, my dear girl, I have 
quite settled my business now and I am quite 
ready to see you now, therefore I send this 
letter to you. I will send this to London 
Bridge Station to-morrow morning by 6.30 
o'clock and get the guard to take it to Wad- 
hurst Station, to give it to the porter there, who 
will take it to your place. I can only give 
the guard something, so you can give the 
man, who brings this a small sum. I shall 
expect to see you, my dear girl, on Monday 
morning by the first train. I will await your 
coming at London Bridge Station. I know 
the tune the train, arrives—a quarter to ten 
o'clock. I have promised’ to go to my 
uncle’s to-morrow, so I cannot come down ; 
but I will go with you home on Monday 
night or first thing Tuesday morning, and so 
return here again Tuesday night, to be ready 
to go anywhere on Wednesday; but you 
know all that I have told you, and I now 
expect that you will come up on Monday 
morning, when I shall be able to manage 
things as I expect to do. Excuse more now, 
my dearest Mary. I shall now go to bed to 
be up early to-morrow to take this letter. 
Bring or burn all your letters, my dear girl. 
Do not forget; and with kind love and 
respects to all I now sum up, awaiting to 
see you Monday morning a quarter to ten 
o’clock.—-Believe, me, ever your loving, affec- 
tionate, 

“WILLIAM GODFREY YOUNGMAN.” 

A very pressing invitation this to a merry 
day in town; but there were certainly some 
curious phrases in it. What did he mean by 
saying that he would manage things as he 
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expected to do? And why should she burn 
or bring her love-letters? ‘There, at least, 
she was determined to disobey this masterful 
suitor who always “expected” in so authori- 
tative a fashion that she would do this or 
that. Her letters were much too precious to 
be disposed of in this off-hand fashion. She 
packed them back, sixteen of them now, into 
the little tin box in which she kept her simple 
treasures, and then ran to meet her father, 
whose step she heard upon the stairs, to tell 
him of her invitation and the treat which 
awaited her to-morrow. 

At a quarter to ten next morning William 
Godfrey Youngman was waiting upon the 
platform of London 
Bridge Station to meet 
the Wadhurst train which 
was bringing his sweet- 
heart up to town. No 
observer glancing down 
the straggling line of 
loiterers would have 
picked him out as the 
man whose name and 
odious fame would before 
another day was passed 
be household words to 
all the three million 
dwellers in London. In 
person he was of a 
goodly height and build, 
but commonplace in his 
appearance, and with a 
character which was only 
saved from insignificance 
through the colossal 
selfishness, tainted with 
insanity, which made 
him conceive that all 
things should bend be- 
fore his needs and will. 
So distorted was his out- 
look that it even seemed 
to him that if he wished 
people to be deceived 
they must be deceived, 
and that the weakest 
device or excuse, if it X 
came from him, would 
pass unquestioned. He had been a journey- 
man tailor, as his father was before him, but 
aspiring beyond this, he had sought and ob- 
tained a situation as footman to Dr. Duncan, 
of Covent Garden. Here he had served 
with credit for some time, but had finally re- 
signed his post and had returned to his father’s 
house, where for some time he had been 
living upon the hospitality of his hard-worked 
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parents. He had talked vaguely of going 
into farming, and it was doubtless his short 
experience of Wadhurst with its sweet-smell- 
ing kine and Sussex breezes which had put 
the notion into his Cockney head. 

But now the train rolls in, and there at a 
third-class window is Mary Streeter with her 
pink country cheeks, the pinker at the sight 
of her waiting lover. He takes her bag and 
they walk down the platform together 
amongst the crinolined women and baggy- 
trousered men whose pictures make the 
London of this date more strange to us than 
that of-last century. He lives at Walworth, 
in South London, and a straw-strewn omni- 





THE PLATFORM 


bus outside the station conveys them almost 
to the door. It was eleven o’clock when 
they arrived at Manor Place, where Young- 
man’s family resided. 

The household arrangements at Manor 
Place were peculiar. The architect having 
not yet evolved the flat in England, the 
people had attained the same result in 
another fashion. The tenant of a two-storied 
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house resided upon the ground-floor, and 
then sub-let his first and second floors to 
other families. Thus, in the present instance, 
Mr. James Bevan occupied the ground, Mr. 
and Mrs. Beard the first, and the Youngman 
family the second, of the various floors of 
No. 16, Manor 
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No record has been left of what the 
amusements were to which this singular 
couple turned: he with a savage, unrelenting 
purpose in his heart; she wondering at his 
abstracted manner, and chattering country 
gossip with the shadow of death already 

gathering 


Place. The thickly over 
ceilings were a, o her. One little 
thin and the y incident has 
stairs were in survived. One 
common, so it Edward Spicer, 
may be ima- a bluff, out- 


gined that each 
family took a 
lively interest 
in the doings of 
its ‘neighbour. 
Thus Mr. and 
Mrs. Beard of 
the first - floor 
were well aware 
that young 
Youngman had 
brought his 
sweetheart 
home, and were 
even able 
through half- 
closed doors to 
catch a glimpse 
of her, and to 
report that his 
mannertowards 
her was affec- 
tionate. 

It was not a 
verylargefamily 
to which he 
introduced her. 
The father de- 
parted to his 
tailoring at five 
o'clock every 
morning and 
returned at ten at night. 
There remained only the 
mother, a kindly, anxious, i 
hard- working woman, and 
two younger sons aged 
eleven and seven. At eleven 
o'clock the boys were at 
school and the mother alone. 
She welcomed her country visitor, eyeing her 
meanwhile and summing her up as a mother 
would do when first she met the woman 
whom her son was likely to marry. They 
dined together, and then the two set forth to 
see something of the sights of London. 
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“ SHE SAT IN THE CROWDED PIT WITH 
HER SILENT LOVER AT HER SIDE.” 


spoken publi- 
can who kept 
the Green 
Dragon in Ber- 
mondseyStreet, 
knew Mary 
Streeter and 
her father. The 
couple called 
together at the 
inn, and Mary 
presented her 
lover. We have 
no means of 
knowing what 
repellent look 
mine host may 
have observed 
in the young 
man’s face, or 
what malign 
trait he may 
have detected 
in his charac- 
ter, but he drew 
the girl aside 
and whispered 
that it was 
better for her 
to take a rope 
and hang her- 
self in his skittle-alley 
than to marry such a 
| man as that—a warning 
at" which seems to have 
met the same fate as 
most other warnings re- 
ceived by maidens of 
their lovers. In the 
evening they went to the 
theatre together to see one of Macready’s tra- 
gedies. How could she know as she sat in the 
crowded pit, with her silent lover at her side, 
that her own tragedy was far grimmer than any 
upon the stage? It was eleven o’clock before 
they were back once more at Manor Place. 
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The hard-working tailor had now returned, 
and the household all supped together. Then 
they had to be divided for the night between 
the two bedrooms, which were all the family 
possessed. The mother, Mary, and the boy 
of seven occupied the front one. The father 
slept on his own board in the back one, and 
in a bed beside him lay the young man and 
the boy of eleven. So ney settled down 
to sleep as commonplace a family as any in 
London, with little thought that within a 
day the attention of all the great city would 
be centred upon those two dingy rooms and 
upon the fates of their inmates. 

The father woke in the very early hours, 
and saw in the dim light of the dawn’ the 
tall figure of his son standing in white beside 
his bed. To some sleepy remark that he 
was stirring early the youth’ muttered an 
excuse and lay down once more. At five 
the tailor rose to his endless task, and at 
twenty minutes past he went down the stair 
and closed the hall door behind him. So 
passed away the only witness, and all that 
remains is conjecture and circumstantial 
evidence. No one will ever know the exact 
details of what occurred, and for the purpose 
of the chronicler it is as well, for such details 
will not bear to be too critically examined. 
The motives and mind of the murderer are 
of perennial interest to every student of 
human nature, but the vile record of his 
actual brutality may be allowed to pass away 
when the ends of justice have once been 
served by their recital. 

I have said that on the floor under the 
Youngmans there lived a couple named 
Beard. At. half-past five, a little after the 
time when the tailor had closed the hall door 
behind him, Mrs. Beard was disturbed by a 
sound which she took to be from children 
running up and down and playing. There 
was a light patter of feet on the floor above. 
But as she listened it struck her that there 
was something unusual in this romping at so 
early an hour, so she nudged her husband 
and asked him for his opinion. Then, as 
the two sat up in bed, straining their ears, 
there came from above them a gasping cry 
and the dull, soft thud of a falling body. 
Beard sprang out of bed and rushed upstairs 
until his head came upon the level of the 
Youngmans’ landing. He saw enough to 
send him shrieking down to Mr. Bevan upon 
the ground-floor. “For God's sake, come 
here! There is murder !” he roared, fumbling 
with his shaking fingers at the handle of the 
landlord’s bedroom. 

His summons did not find the landlord 
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entirely unprepared. That ill-boding thud 
had been loud ‘enough to reach his ears. 
He sprang palpitating from his bed, and the 
two men in their nightdresses ascended the 
creaking staircase, their frightened faces lit 
up by the blaze of golden sunlight of a July 
morning. Again they do not seem to have 
got farther than the point from which they 
could see the landing. That confused huddle 
of white-clad figures littered over the passage, 
with those glaring smears and blotches, were 
more than their nerves could stand. They 
could count three lying there, stark dead 
upon the landing. And there was someone 
moving in the bedroom. It was coming 
towards them. With horror-dilated eyes they 
saw William Godfrey Youngman framed in 
the open doorway, his white nightdress 
brilliant with ghastly streaks and the sleeve 
hanging torn over his hand. 

“Mr. Beard,” he cried, when he saw the 
two bloodless faces upon the stairs, ‘‘ for 
God’s sake fetch a surgeon! I believe there 
is some alive yet!” Then, as they turned 
and ran down stairs again, he cailed after 
them the singular explanation to which he 
ever afterwards adhered. “ My mother has 
done all this,” he cried ; “she murdered my 
two brothers and my sweetheart, and I in 
self-defence believe that I have murdered 
her.” 

The two men did not stop to discuss the 
question with him. They had both rushed 
to their rooms and huddled on some clothes. 
‘Then they ran out of the house in search 
of a surgeon and a policeman, leaving Young- 
man still standing on the stair repeating his 
strange explanation. How sweet the morn- 
ing air must have seemed to them when they 
were once clear of the accursed house, and 
how the honest milkmen, with their swinging 
tins, must have stared at those two rushing 
and dishevelled figures. But they had not 
far to go. John Varney, of P Division, as 
solid and unimaginative as the law which he 
represents, was standing at the street corner, 
and he came clumping back with reassuring 
slowness and dignity. 

“ Oh, policeman, here is a sight! What 
shall I do?” cried Youngman, as he saw the 
glazed official hat coming up the stair. 

Constable Varney is not shaken by that 
horrid cluster of death. His advice is 
practical and to the point. 

“Go and dress yourself !” said he. 

“I struck my mother, but it was in self- 
defence,” cried the other. ‘ Would you not 
have done the same? It is the law.” 

Constable Varney is not to be drawn into 
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giving a legal opinion, but he is quite con- 
vinced that the best thing for Youngman to 
do is to put on some clothes. 

And now a crowd had begun to assemble 
in the street, and another policeman and an 
inspector had arrived. It was clear that, 
whether Youngman’s story was correct or not, 
he was a self-confessed homicide, and that 
the law must hold her grip of him. But 
when a dagger-shaped knife, splintered by 
the force of repeated blows, was found upon 
the floor, and Youngman had to confess 
that it belonged to him; when also it was 
observed that ferocious strength and energy 
were needed to produce the wounds inflicted, 
it became increasingly evident that, instead 
of being a mere victim of circumstances, 
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The horror and the apparent purposeless- 
ness of the deed roused public excitement and 
indignation to the highest pitch. The miser- 
able sum for which poor Mary was insured 
appeared to be the sole motive of the crime ; 
the prisoner’s eagerness to have the business 
concluded, and his desire to have the letters 
destroyed in which he had urged it, forming 
the strongest evidence against him. At the 
same time, his calm assumption that things 
would be arranged as he wished them to 
be, and that the Argus Insurance Office 
would pay over the money to one who 
was neither husband nor relative of the 
deceased, pointed to an ignorance of the ways 
of business or a belief in his own powers of 
managing, which in either case resembled 





“WIS FATHER VISITED KIM.” 


this man was one of the criminals of a 
century. But all evidence must be circum- 
stantial, for mother, sweetheart, brothers— 
the mouths of all were closed in the one 


indiscriminate butchery. 
Vol. xxi,—33. 
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insanity. When in addition it came out at 
the trial that the family was sodden with 
lunacy upon both sides, that the wife’s mother 
and the husband’s brother were in asylums, 
and that the husband’s father had been in an 
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asylum, but had become ‘tolerably sensible ” 
before his death, it is doubtful whether the 
case should not have been judged upon 
medical rather than upon criminal grounds. 
In these more scientific and more humani- 
tarian days it is perhaps doubtful whether 
Youngman would have been hanged, but 
there was never any doubt as to his fate in 
1860. j 

The trial came off at the Central Criminal 
Court upon August 16th before Mr. Justice 
Williams. Few fresh details came out, save 
that the knife had been in prisoner’s posses- 
sion for some time. He had exhibited it 
once in a bar, upon which a_ bystander, 
with the good British love of law and order, 
had remarked that that was not a fit knife for 
any man to carry. 

“Anybody,” said Youngman, in reply, 
“has the right to carry such a knife if he 
thinks proper in his own defence.” 

Perhaps the objector did not realize how near 
he may have been at that moment to getting 
its point between his ribs. Nothing serious 
against the prisoner’s previous character came 
out at the trial, and he adhered steadfastly to 
his own account of the tragedy. In summing 
up, however, Justice Williams pointed out 
that if the prisoner’s story were true it meant 
that he had disarmed his mother and got 
possession of the knife. What necessity was 
there, then, for him to kill her—and why 
should he deal her repeated wounds? This 
argument, and the fact that there were no 
stains upon the hands of the mother, pre- 
vailed with the jury, and sentence was duly 
passed upon the prisoner. 

Youngman: had shown an unmoved de- 
meanour in the dock, but he gave signs of 
an irritable, and occasionally of a violent, 
temper in prison. His father visited him, 
and the prisoner burst instantly into fierce 
reproaches against his treatment of his 
family—reproaches for which there seem to 
have been no justification. Another thing 
which appeared to have galled him to the 
quick was the remark of the publican, which 
first reached his ears at the trial, to the effgct 
that Mary had better hang herself in the 
skittle-yard than marry such a man. His 
self-esteem, the strongest trait in his nature, 
was cruelly wounded by such a speech. 

“Only one thing I wish,” ‘he cried, 
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furiously, “that I could get hold of this 
man Spicer, for I would strike his head off.” 
The unnatural and bloodthirsty character of 
the threat is characteristic of the homicidal 
maniac., “ Do you suppose,” he added, with 
a fine touch of vanity, “that a man of my 
determination and spirit would have heard 
these words used in my presence without 
striking the man who used them to the 
ground ?” 

But in spite of exhortation and persuasion 
he carried his secret with him to the grave. 
He never varied from the story which he had 
probably concocted before the event. 

“Do not leave the world with a lie on 
your lips,” said the chaplain, as they walked 
to the scaffold. 

“Well, if I wanted to tell a lie I would 
say tnat I did it,” was his retort. He 
hoped to the end with his serene self-belief 
that the story which he had put forward 
could not fail eventually to be accepted. 
Even on the scaffold he was on the alert 
for a reprieve. 

It was on the 4th of September, a little 
more than a month after the commission of 
his crime, that he was led out in front of 
Horsemonger Gaol to suffer his punishment. 
A concourse of 30,000 people, many of 
whom had waited all night, raised a brutal 
howl at his appearance. It was remarked at 
the time that it was one of the very few 
instances of capital punishment in which no 
sympathizer or philanthropist of any sort 
could be found to raise a single voice against 
the death penalty. The man died quietly 
and coolly. 

“Thank you, Mr. Jessopp,” said he to the 
chaplain, “ for your great kindness. See my 
brother and take my love to him, and all at 
home.” 

And so, with the snick of a bolt and 
the jar of a rope, ended one of the most 
sanguinary, and also one of the most un- 
accountable, incidents in English criminal 
annals. That the man was guilty seems to 
admit no doubt, and yet it must be confessed 
that circumstantial evidence can never be 
absolutely convincing, and that it is only the 
critical student of such cases who realizes 
how often a damning chain of evidence may, 
by some slight change, be made to bear an 
entirely different interpretation. 
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A Russian Girton. 


By ALDER ANDERSON. 


T was now a common thing 
to see young virgins so 
trained in the study of good 

Sx! letters that they willingly set 

all other vain practices at 

naught for learning’s sake.” 

Thus wrote Mr. Udall, a famous master of 
Eton, nearly four hundred years ago, in a 
preface to a work written by the Princess 
Mary before she came to the throne. 

Between the years 1500 and 1600, indeed, 


to whatever cause attributable, there arose - 


in England a perfect galaxy of women who, 
without abdicat- 
ing a single one 
of the preroga- 
tives of their sex, 
rivalled, some- 
times even sur- 
passed, on their 
own ground, the 
most learned 
men of the age. 
“The times are 
topsy-turvy,” 
exclaimed Eras- 
mus—the most 
learned man 
who ever lived. 
“Monks now 
know nothing of 
letters, while 
women dote on 
books.” 

Good ground 
had the author 
of the “ Praise 
of Folly” for wonder. The celebrated 
daughters of Sir Thomas More, Lady Jane 
Grey, Mary of Scotland, and Mary of 
England, Lady Burleigh, Lady Bacon, and 
Many another, including the greatest of 
them all, that bright Occidental star, 
Queen Elizabeth, were all nearly contem- 
poraneous. 

“God’s death, my lords! I have been 
forced this day to scour up my old Latin that 
hath long lain rusting,” said the Queen, 
apologetically, to her courtiers, when, her 
fiery spirit roused by the insolent attitude of 
the King of Poland’s Ambassador, she fell 
back on the language of Cicero, as better 
Suited to express the indignation that was 
boiling in her breast. The audacious envoy 
Winced and blanched as he listened to the 
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scathing, voluble denunciation from the lips 
of the woman he had ventured to insult. 

In spite of the raillery of the wits, in 
which there may just have been a soupçon 
of jealousy, the traditions of that sixteenth 
century have never been entirely lost in 
England. Neither the bright shafts of 
Molitre’s irony nor the vicious stabs of the 
little humpbacked genius of Twickenham 
could kill the movement so auspiciously 
inaugurated. “ Artemisia,” who, though 
“she talks by fits of councils, classics, 
fathers, wits, reads Malebranche, Boyle, and 
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Locke,” yet neglects to keep either her nails 
or her dresses clean, was never typical, but 
of the parasites that must invariably accom- 
pany every movement good or bad. A 
race of gentlemen from Hanover, who 
liked neither “boetry” nor “ bainting” in 
man, much less Latin or Greek in woman, 
occupied the throne that had once been 
Elizabeth’s, but they, too, one after an- 
other went their way. All the time there 
was someone to carefully trim and hand 
on to trusty hands the sacred lamp, until, 
about three decades since, women students 
were for the first time admitted to attend 
lectures in Cambridge University. The 
event created furious discussion at the 
time, but, in reality, the chief point remark- 
able about it was, perhaps, that it had 
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been so long in coming to pass. Men 
had been encroaching more and more with- 
out apparent shame on woman’s domain. A 
writer on sociology in the earlier part of the 
century just ended stigmatized the ousting of 
women from drapers’ shops as one of the most 
reprehensible customs of our times. “It is 
really humiliating,” he says, “to see young 
men, in the prime of life, engaged in selling 
tapes, caps, and ribbons, and bestowing as 
much consideration on the shades and shapes 
of one of these articles as a statesman would 
on framing an Act of Parliament.” Even 
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yet, Girton and Newnham Colleges are quite 
inaccessible to slenderly -garnished purses, 
the idea that a good education must neces- 
sarily be a costly luxury dying hard in 
democratic England. 

The nation seems to be, at last, awakening 
to the conviction that it may possibly be 
living in a fool’s paradise, a fact long distress- 
ingly apparent to many not hypnotized by a 
glorious past and its idols. We have practical 
proof before our eyes of what follows the 
application of more liberal ideas, in the pro- 
sperity of men of our own race in America. 
The writer of an official report of last year 
on female education in the United States 
attributes “the phenomenal industrial pro- 
gress” of the country to the fact that ‘ the 
men of the poorer classes have had, as a rule, 
mothers as well educated as their fathers ; 
indeed, better educated. Our commercial 
rivals,” he goes on to say, “could, probably, 
take no one step that would so tend to place 
them on a level with American competition 
as to open to girls without distinction all 
their elementary and secondary schools for 
boys.” 
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It is interesting to see the steps by which 
the same problem has been solved in Russia, 
the Russia which inspired Elizabeth with 
such horror, when the question was mooted 
of her sojourning there; the Russia of 
which Elizabeth’s successor, James I., was so 
ignorant, that he did not even know the 
proper title of the Czar; the Russia where 
women, barely a century and a half ago, had 
less opportunity for culture than have the 
women of Turkey to-day. 

In 1861 the first formal request was made 
by a Russian woman for admission to follow 


the medical course at a‘University. Contrary 
to what took place in England, the proposal 
encountered practically no opposition, either 
from the profession or the public, and by 


the following year the sight of women 
attending ‘lectures in the St. Petersburg 


Academy of Medicine and Surgery had 
ceased to be a novelty for anyone. Since 
then the privilege has, for various reasons, 
been temporarily withdrawn once or twice, 
but the medical education of women in 
Russia is now so firmly established that one 
of the largest hospitals in St. Petersburg, 
containing more than 600 beds, has just 
been opened for the instruction of the 
students. At the beginning of 1g00 there 
were 500 students attending the Women’s 
Institute of Medicine, a large proportion of 
whom look with confidence to find an outlet 
for their energies in the Asiatic provinces of 
the Empire. In 1899 a residential college 
was completed, at a cost of nearly £30,000, 
to accommodate 117 students. 

The first idea of founding a special 
University for Women, apart from the study 
of medicine, dates from 1866. It originated 
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in a circle of literary women in St. Peters- 
burg, the chief initiative being taken by Mrs. 
Konradi, the editress of an admirably con- 
ducted weekly paper Wedelia. In May, 1868, 
a petition signed by 400 of the leading ladies 
in the capital was presented to the rector of 
the St. Petersburg University, begging for 
his aid in favour of the establishment of a 
University for Women. Not only did the 
rector give the project his hearty support at 
once, but public opinion adopted it without 
hesitation as if it had been the most natural 
proposition in the world. One of the first 
letters of congratulation received by the 
promoters from abroad was written by John 
Stuart Mill. 

A committee set about organizing the affair 
without delay. All the most eminent pro- 
fessors at the University put their services at 
the committee’s disposal, and by the end of 
a few weeks various series of lectures for 
women in literature, science, and mathematics 
were arranged and numerously attended. A 
few months later women were admitted to 
follow the lectures given in various educa- 








‘from men, but from women. 


261 


By January, 
1870, they had so far succeeded as to have 
secured the use of certain class-rooms for 
evening lectures, and from that first year the 
students numbered over goo. The fees were 
fixed at only £2 10s. for the half-year. 
Just at the same time Girton was making 
a somewhat painful beginning with five pupils 
in a house at Hitchin. Newnham dates from 
1871. 

To return to Russia, however. After a 
lapse of a few years it became clear that, if 
the new teaching was to bear as good fruit as 
it should, some pains would have to be taken 
with its organization. The lectures were 
suspended for three years therefore, from 
1875 until 1878, when they were recom- 
menced on a different footing. There were 
three faculties—literature, science, and pure 
mathematics. Candidates for admission had 


to prove that they had finished a course of 
education at a gymnasium or its equivalent. 
The fees were now £10 annually, and within 
a year or two the revenue amounted to nearly 
£6,000, exclusively from this source. 














From a) 


tional establishments, in- company . with 
students of the opposite sex. In many of,the 
American States the system of co-education 
of the sexes has been in operation with, the 
most satisfactory results for three-quarters of 
a century, and, however galling it may be 
to male amour propre, it has actually been 
established beyond cavil that the average 
woman is intellectually slightly superior to 
the average man. 

This was not what Russian women wanted, 
however ; they had set.their hearts on having 
a regular separate University for Women, and 
it is noticeable that, in the United States 
also, any objections to co-education come, not 
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The Women’s University had still no 
capital and no house it coùld call its own, 
the lectures being held, on sufferance only, in 
the class-rooms of a school lent for the even- 
ing by the Government. To remedy this, a 
number of sympathizers with the movement 
formed themselves into a Society for the 
Protection of Higher Studies for Women, 
each member subscribing 10s. annually. 
Subscriptions and donations poured into the 
hands of the treasurer, Mrs. Barbe de 
Tarnovsky, one of the principal promoters 
of the movement from the first. First the 
Government accorded an annual subsidy of 
£300 yearly, then the Municipality of St. 
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Petersburg did the same, and at the end of 
a year or two, with no more official help than 
this, a large University for Women, costing, 
with the ground, nearly £25,000, had been 
erected in close proximity to the University 
and other principal educational establish- 
ments of the capital. 

Before she is allowed to attend the 
University the Russian girl must furnish a 
great variety of what the French term 
papiers. In addition to a certificate of 
ability, she must produce birth and baptism 
certificates, the written consent of her parents 
or guardians, several photographs of herself, 
proof that she has sufficient means to live 
decently during the continuance of her 
studies, and, finally, a testimonial as to her 
morality, which she must obtain from the 
head of the police. ‘here is no entrance 
examination, but the candidates who possess 
the best testimonials are selected first. The 
college fees amount to #10 annually, pay- 
able in two half-yearly instalments in 
advance. 

There are two faculties, the exact equiva- 
lent of those in men’s Universities : one the 
historical - philological faculty — by far the 
most popular ; the other the physical-mathe- 
matical faculty; Latin, German, French, 
theology, and choral singing are taught in 
both.. l 

The Government at first limited the 
number of students to 400, but the appli- 
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cations were so numerous that the maximum 
had very soon to be raised to 600, and 
subsequently increased, until last year there 
were no fewer than g6o0 students. It was 
stipulated by the Government that students 
must either live with their parents or with 
near relatives, or else in quarters under the 
supervision of the “Society.” Young ladies 
living free and unfettered were not to be 
tolerated, a restriction for which there are 
many very valid reasons. 

This made. it naturally indispensable, if 
the University was to open to students with- 
out relatives in St. Petersburg, that lodgings 
of some kind should be provided. At first 
several houses were rented for the purpose ; 
but by 1895 a large residential building 
adjoining the University had been erected, 
at a cost of about £17,000, with accom 
modation for eighty-five pupils. They are 
each charged £30 annually, which sum 
covers their board, lodging, lights, and wash- 
ing, just a trifle over what they actually cost. 
When the balance-sheet is made up at the end 
of the year the difference between the exact 
cost and the sum paid is returned to the 
pupils. On one occasion this amounted to 
nearly £4 each. From this it will be seen 
that £40 a year covers both the college fees 
and all other expenditure, apart from dress. 
First year’s students share a room between 
two ; senior students have a room for them- 
selves. A feature of every Russian bedroom 
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may be seen in the little pile of pillows, 
without which no Russian bed would be 
considered complete. 

The public rooms, such as the recreation- 
room and dining-room, are open both 
to resident and non-resident students. 
The latter can have any meals they may 
require at prices which are phenomenally 
low: fourpence for breakfast, sixpence for 
lunch, and sevenpence halfpenny for dinner. 

The teaching is given, as in the Men’s 
University, exclusively by means of lectures, 
examinations being held at the end of the 
year and on the conclusion of the course of 
study, which is of three or four years’ dura- 
tion. The giris are expected to take notes 
of the lectures, and frequently, though for 
the most part 
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as in England in 
exchange for 
what, to a poor 
man, may bea 


prohibitory cash 
payment. The 
Russian Univer- 


sity girl has not, 
therefore, the 
same grievance as 
her Girton sister, 
who complains 
sometimes that, 
after passing the 
same examination 
as the men, she 
is not allowed to 
purchase the right 
to use a few mys- 
terious letters 
which would look 
so well after her name. The intelligent 
foreigner pokes a good deal of sly fun at 
us for this national foible, just as we are 
inclined to laugh at the Frenchman who 
decorates every button-hole he can with the 
ribbon of the Legion of Honour. 

The University contains a mošt complete 
series of laboratories, for physics, botany, 
zoology, mineralogy, physiology, and chemis- 
try. The last-named is particularly well 
fitted up, and provided with every description 
of apparatus for research. It was the gift of 
a private donor, Mrs. O. N. Roukavichnikova. 
This is but one out of many noble donations 
from Russian ladies. 

The library, which is constantly growing, 
as all libraries should, contains already over 
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guiltless of any 
knowledge of 
shorthand, 
acquire a dex- 
terity in the task 
that would put to 
the blush many a 
so-called reporter. 

If the final 
examination be 
passed satisfac- 
torily a certificate 
is given to testify 
to the fact, just 
as a man receives 
on terminating his 
University career. 
Neither one nor 
the other has 
degrees conferred 
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24,000 volumes. As is the case with the 
other Universities, the Women’s University is 
allowed to procure any books or manuscripts 
it may want from abroad, without having to 
pay any import duties and without asking the 
approval of the Government censor. This, it 
need hardly be said, is a privilege most keenly 
appreciated in Russia. The three librarians 
are all women. Of the forty-seven professors, 
however, who form the principal teaching 
staff, three only are women. 

In 1897 a second residential house was 
bought for £8,000, in which forty pupils 
can be lodged, and at the present moment 
a new University building is almost com- 
pleted, the bill for 
which comes to 
£18,500. In the 
first fifteen years 
of existence the 
Society for the 
Protection of 
Higher Studies for 
Women has ex- 
pended in build- 
ings over £60,000. 
In one single year 
its income from 
every source has 
amounted to as 
much as £20,000. 

Old students are 
already to be found 
in almost every 
profession to which 
women have as yet 
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access, though, 
just as is the case 
with old Cam- 
bridge students, 
the majority of 
those obliged to 
gain their liveli- 
hood adopt teach- 
ing of one kind 
and another. It is 
interesting to note 
that, in America, 
considerably over 
50 per cent. of 
all the teachers in 
secondary schools, 
whether public or 
private, are women: 
in speaking of a 
teacher, theaverage 
American instine- 
tively employs the feminine pronoun “ she.” 
Journalism and literature —not always synony- 
mous terms—have gained fifty-seven recruits, 
while three students have been stage-struck. 
Nearly one-half of the students have married 
either before or after the termination of their 
studies. 

The Russian Women’s University is but 
one phase of the extraordinary educational 
activity which is one of the most notice- 
able features of the Russia of the present 
day. Without a proper equipment of know- 
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ledge the modern Russian, male or female, 
finds all avenues to advancement absolutely 
closed. 
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Rolling the Easter Egg. 


By Jonn NIXON. 


E T is on Easter Monday that the 
annual egg-rolling competition, 
which for many years has been 
a feature of child-life in the 
national capital, takes place. 
White and black meet together, 
= orgs gracious wing of the President, for 
the time being, and in the spacious grounds 
of the White House, with its background of 
` beauty so familiar to the children and their 
fathers and fathers for generations before 
tem, a scene of gaiety and youthful en- 
thusiasm takes place which, with all due 
respect for the festivals of children in other 
lands, may rightly be called unique. 

At nine o’ciock in the morning the 
children begin to arrive. At first in twos 
and-threes, then in dozens and scores, and 
towards midday i in hundreds and thousands. 
From all. parts of the big city they come: 
from the squalid tenements of the coloured 
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people and from the palatial residences of 
the rich. The gathering of- Washington’s 
children in the grounds of White House on 
Easter Monday is as fully representative of 
the entire community as is the gathering of 
the grown-up citizens at a Presidential recep- 
tion on any Friday afternoon. 

Each child carries in his or her hand a 
little basket, and these baskets, which contain 
the eggs for the great egg-rolling festival, add 
not a little to the picturesqueness of the 
scene. The baskets are of all sorts, shapes, 
and sizes, and some are not baskets at all, but 
boxes of wood or tin. But most children 
carry little wicker baskets, big enough to hold 
ten or twelve eggs, and painted in brilliant 
colours. 

With the eggs thoroughly hardened by 
constant boiling and careful dyeing the 
children, sally forth to the White House to 
try their skill. There are no complicated 
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rules to control the game, and no referee is 
necessary. It is a free-and-easy, go-as-you- 
please contest. The object is to obtain as 
many eggs as possible. This end can only 
be achieved by the hardest eggs and con- 
tinuous fighting. An opponent is selected 
and challenged. The challenge is accepted, 
and the eggs are started rolling down the 
grassy incline until they collide. By the 
impact of the collision the weaker egg is 
invariably injured, and is forfeited to the 
possessor of the undamaged one. It is, there- 
fore, simply a question of the survival of the 
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or vanquished, the excitement has beer 
obtained, and although the spoils of war 
always add to the pleasure of a contest, after 
all the fun’s the thing. 

Thus is performed to-day the revised 
version of a very ancient custom. Eggs 
have played an important part in Easter 
celebrations since the dawn of the first 
century when the early Christians presented 
eggs to each other as symbolical of the Life 
within the Tomb. Egg-rolling has been 


traced to have taken a part in European 
And from Europe, 


Easter festivals. of 
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fittest, or, rather, of the hardest. The sport 
is sublimely simple, but nevertheless wildly 
exciting. To see one’s favourite egg career- 
ing madly down the slope, wobbling from 
side to side, and taking perilous jumps over 
the uneven ground, gradually travelling 
closer to the opposing egg, the movements 
of which are as equally uncertain and 
eccentric, causes fluctuations between the 
sensations of highest hope and deepest 
despair which are said to be delightful in 
the extreme. It is no wonder that egg- 
rolling is popular. Whether one is victor 
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course, it came to America. It was in vogue 
in the village of the New England States in 
the olden times, when the people gathered 
on the green and watched the hard-boiled 
eggs bounding down the hill-side, greeting 
the owners of the victorious eggs with cheers 
and laughter. In those days the eggs were 
afterwards eaten with vegetables and bread, 
washed down with copious draughts of nut- 
brown ale, and the day wound up with a 
merry dance. 

Many years ago the children of East 
Washington revived the custom of their 
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great-grandfathers, and on Easter Mondays 
visited the Capitol grounds to roll their eggs. 
Year by year the crowd increased, until there 
was hardly room enough for the youngsters 
to enjoy their sport. Moreover, so many 
little feet scampering o’er the ground de- 
stroyed the grass, and the police stepped in 
and prohibited the practice. There was 
keen disappointment amongst the city’s 
children until kind President Hayes came 
to the rescue and gave them permission 
to roll their eggs in White Lot, the spacious 
and pretty gardens of White House. Since 
then Washington’s children have used the 
White House grounds for rolling their eggs, 
and it would certainly be hard to find a place 
more admirably adapted for the purpose, for 
White Lot is full of little hillocks and grassy 
slopes which make ideal race-courses for the 
egg-contests. 

President Hayes’s kindly action on behalf 
of the children served to attract.the parents. 
Whereas formerly they had been content to 
let their children roll eggs unfettered by 
parental control, they now accompany the 
youngsters to the precincts of the Presidential 
mansion, and during the last half-dozen years 
the Easter Riinday visit has become a great 
national event in the capital. President 
Harrison added another inducement to the 


-grownups to come: he ordered the Marine 
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band to play in the grounds during the 
afternoon. Sousa was then the conductor 
of the band, and the crowd was enormous. 
As it was impossible to roll eggs whilst so 
many people were about the children held 
their festival in the morning and romped 
about in the afternoon whilst the elder ones 
promenaded to the band. 

At one time the President held a reception 
of the children in the East Room of White 
House, but owing to the enormous crowds 
which thronged the Executive mansion the 
feature had to be abandoned. The dis- 
appointment was great, but the strain on 
the President was greater. Mr. and Mrs. 
McKinley watch the fun from the windows 
of their private apartments, and generally 
invite friends to enjoy the sight with them. 
On Easter Monday last the crowds of children 
rolling eggs and romping and dancing on the 
lawn was unprecedented. In the afternoon 
the people had flocked into White Lot in 
such numbers that there was no room for 
more, and hundreds were turned away. The 
scenes were extremely pretty, the coloured 
people being in great force in gorgeous 
spring costumes. The President and Mrs. 
McKinley watched the crowd for several 
hours, and when they made their appearance. 
on the balcony the thousands of little child- 
ren gave them a splendid ovation. 
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By L. T. MEADE AND ROBERT EUSTACE. 


Y husband and I had both 
a spent our early years in 
‘Tasmania. I was nineteen 
when I married him—almost 
immediately afterwards he 
came into a fortune. <A 
him between £60,000 and 
£70,000. With this money we both re- 
solved to gratify the darling wish of our 
hearts and to pay a visit to England. We 
had not quite decided whether we would 
settle-there or not, but the idea of possessing 
a home‘ of our own in the mother country 





relative left 


was’ before us more or less during- the ° 


voyage. : A ais 

My” husband's ‘name was Frank Pelham, 
and Frank and I, as we sat* side by sidé“ on 
the deck and watched'the great ship plough- 
ing through thé waters, talked of England as 
home. My father:and-his father before him 
had lived in Tasmania; my`mother was also 
a Colonist; but Frank had been to school in 
England, and nothing gave me greater 
pleasure than to hear him talk of the English 
and*their ways. 

When we reached London we went to a 
good hotel in the Strand, and’ from there we 
did’ the si%hts of the greatest city in the 
world. But as the time went on the desire 
to have a house of our own became more 
and more a wish of both our hearts. 

“Why not spend part of your money in 
buying a good house in which we can live? ” 
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I said on many occasions to Frank. “We 
need not stay all our time there, but I quite 
long to have an English home.” 

Frank shared my views, and before we 
had been three months in the old country 
he rushed into my presence one day, and 
told me in a tone of great excitement that he 
had found the very thing. 

“ The most lovely old place in Derbyshire, 
Alice,” he cried. ‘Some hundreds of acres 
of land, splendidly-matured gardens, a great 
house in the Queen Anne style, pine woods, 
young plantations, trees hoary with age, and 
all the rest, and going for a song, Alice, my 
dear—going for a mere song !” 

I sprang to my feet and said, joyfully, 
“ Tell me all about it.” 

“Well, it is a piece of luck,” continued 
Frank. ‘I was passing an agent’s this 
morning, and remembered your great desire 
to possess an English country place. I 
entered the agents and asked if there 
was anything on the market. He inquired 


what sort of place I wanted, and imme- 


diately said that if I did not mind a 
country house a little bit removed from the 
world, but in the most picturesque part of 
one of the loveliest counties in England, he 
thought he could accommodate me. He 
turned up the description and said he would 
give me an order to view.” 

“ And are you going to see the place?” I 
asked. 
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“I wonder if it is necessary. His descrip- 
tion is so vivid and the price so ridiculously 
cheap (only £5,000 ; really, Alice, my dear, 
a sum so small as scarcely to be worth con- 
sidering), I am almost inclined to take it, 
so to speak, on spec.” 

“Yes,” I answered ; “it would be all the 
more fun; and if we don’t like it,” I con- 
tinued, for I was sensible enough in my own 
way, “ we can sell it again, can’t we?” 

“Yes,” said Frank. ‘Well, Alice, I will 
go round to the agent again after lunch.” 

“ And I will come with you,” I answered. 

We were both so excited we could scarcely 
partake of our midday meal, and soon 
afterwards we found ourselves in the spacious 
offices of Messrs. Hampton and Rush, in 
Jermyn Street. 

A young man of gentlemanly appearance 
furnished me with a chair, and soon Frank 


and I were eagerly asking questions about . 


the place at our disposal. 

It went by the name of Lauristown, and 
was about five miles away from the nearest 
tailway station. There were, I forget how 
many bedrooms, sitting-rooms innumerable, 
greenhouses, vineries, a large billiard-room, 
and every conceivable comfort. 

“But you .must not imagine,” said the 
young man whom we were interviewing, 
“that the house is modern ; on the contrary, 
it is old—in some parts very old.” 

“I shall like it all the better for that,” I 
answered. 

He looked full at me—he was a pleasant- 
faced young man with blue eyes. I noticed 
how they lingered on my face as though he 
Were sorry for me. I almost resented their 
expression, and, turning to Frank, said :-— 

“Tf we can really secure this place as our 
very own we cannot do better than purchase.” 

“You will surely go to see it, madam?” 
said Mr. Hampton. 

“My wife thinks that is scarcely neces- 
sary,” said Frank. “But perhaps, dear,” he 
added, “ I had better run down and have a 
look round.” 

“Just as you please,” I replied ; “only I 
would much rather you didn’t. I suppose,” 
I continued, turning to Mr. Hampton, “if we 
don't like the place we can easily sell it 
again?” 

„His answer was somewhat dubious ; he 
did not know—he thought we ought to see 
the place before we bought it. Both 
Frank and he soon became immersed in the 

usiness part of the transaction, and I moved 
restlessiy about the room. I could scarcely 

lieve in my good fortune—an English home 
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of my own! How delightful! How proud 
I should be to welcome my Tasmanian 
cousins to partake of hospitality in my 
English castle ! 

From that moment Frank and I could only 
talk of Lauristown. We paid måny visits to 
the agent. We pushed the business forward 
with all imaginable dispatch, and I, with all 
my might and main, did my very best to 
prevent Frank from going to see the place. 
In the end, however, he overruled my 
objections. 

I was fast asleep one morning when he 
startled me with giving me a slight kiss on my 
forehead. 

“I am off to Lauristown,” he said, “ just 
to have a look round. It is better, I am 
sure, that I should see the place before we 
quite conclude. I shall be back again in 
the morning.” 

Before I had time to be angry with him he 
was gone. 

I spent the day peeping into various 
furniture shops, and thinking of the exquisite 
pleasure which lay before me in the furnish- 
ing of my country house. Frank came back 
the next morning in high spirits. 

“I tell you what, Alice,” he cried, 
“ Lauristown is worth treble what we are 
giving for it. How the proprietors can think 
of selling such a splendid place for so low a 
figure beats my calculations. But I have 
one piece of news for you, little woman, and 
I don’t know whether you will appreciate it.” 

“What is that ?” I asked. 

“The late owner went out of his mind 
there.” 

“Well, and what of that?” I asked. “Of 
course, I am sorry for him; but, provided he 
is no longer at Lauristown, that can scarcely 
affect me.” 

“I have just mentioned it to you. 
He is confined in an asylum in the same 
county, and his representatives are selling 
the place in his name. I am told further 
that it has been on the market for some little 
time.” 

“Tell me about the 
“ Describe every room.” 

Frank did so in the imperfect manner in 
which a man would convey such information. 
The house itself evidently meant very little 
to him. It was the gardens, the glass-houses, 
and the splendid reach of moor and river and 
wood which fascinated him. 

“I shall have excellent shooting,” he cricd, 
“and fishing to any extent. It certainly is 
a place in a thousand.” 

A few days afterwards Lauristown was 


house,” I cried. 
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ours. Frank showed me the title-deeds, and 
now there was nothing to prevent our taking 
possession of our property. 

“This is delicious,” I said; “ we will go 
to-morrow.” 

“The local agent, Mr. Markham, will 
bring a landau to meet us any day we like 
to go,” replied my husband. ‘The house 
is practically unfurnished, but the bailiffs 
wife says she can collect enough furniture to 
put into one bedroom, and she herself will 
provide our meals at the cottage.” 

“Then wire to that dear, good-natured 
woman and tell her to have everything ready 
for us to-morrow,” was my quick answer. 

Accordingly the next morning we left 
London for Derbyshire. We arrived at a 
small station called Woolstack early on a 
beautiful afternoon. The time was early 
June, and the air was warm and balmy with 
the first heat of summer. 

Markham, the agent, met us at the railway 
station. He had brought a tumble-down 
old landau for our use. We had a lovely 
drive up hill and down dale, and we enjoyed 
many peeps of lofty hills and valleys richly 
wooded. 

At last we found ourselves in a lower 
valley than any we had yet entered ; soon we 
passed through gates of wrought iron and 
drove up an avenue overshadowed by trees. 

“ How lovely this all is !” I could not help 
crying. “Have we many neighbours, Mr. 
Markham ?” 

“No one lives very close to Lauristown, 
madam,” was his reply. 

“Tam all the better pleased,” I answered. 
“In Tasmania we are accustomed to visiting 
our friends at almost any distance, and the 
best fun of all is to ask people to stay with us.” 

“I doubt, madam,” said Markham, 
| ss and then he paused, looked con- 
fused, and dropped into silence. 

I wondered why he left off speaking so 
suddenly. I examined his face with some 
curiosity. 

He had sunken grey eyes, an incisive 
manner, and a very nervous mouth. 

“ Lauristown has been on the market for 
two or three years,” he said, after a pause. 
“I hope. you may like it, Mrs. Pelham. It 
has gone rather cheap, hasn’t it 2?” 

““We have got the place for £5,000,”. said 
' Frank. 

“ Quite enough,” was Markham’s.answer. 

Just then we left the shelter of the trees 
and drove rapidly round a wide gravel sweep 
which led to the porch of a beautiful old 
house. 
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The house and the grounds immediately 
near were as romantic and picturesque as the 
heart of man could wish. The house itself 
was very large and rambling. lt had evi- 
dently been added to from time to time, for 
gables had sprung up here and small turrets 
there, and wings jutted out to right and left, 
and curious additions were visible both at 
back and front. ‘lhe walls were almost 
completely covered with a thick mantle of 
ivy, wistaria, and Virginia creeper, and the 
house itself was partly shaded by heavy oak 
trees. There was a smooth, rolling lawn just 
before the front entrance, which was now 
brilliantly green and gay with flower-beds. 
The sun was shining brightly, and my heart 
danced within me as I stepped out of the 
old landau. 

Markham accompanied Frank and me all 
over the house. My husband was in just as 
good spirits as I was myself. 

“ When the place is furnished,” he said, 
“it will be something to be proud of.” 

Presently we entered a large bedroom 
over the entrance, and in full view of the 
lovely, flower-decked lawn. Some old- 
fashioned furniture had been put into this 
room. There was a somewhat tattered carpet 
on the floor, and a big, gloomy-looking four- 
poster occupied the place of ‘honour against 
the principal wall. 

“This is the very best we can do for you, 
sir,” said Markham. “The bailiffs wife is 
prepared to supply all your meals while you 
remain, but there is no bedroom at the lodge 
fit for you to sleep in.” 

‘ No need for you to apologize for this 
room,” said Frank. “It will do nicely, won’t 
it, Alice ?” 

“Ves,” I answered. 
please me better.” 

As I spoke I ran across the oak floor 
and looked out of one of the windows. A 
magnificent English view met my gaze, the 
sort of view which no Tasmanian girl could 
look at unmoved. ‘Ihe thick woods in their 
first summer green, the rich and_ lovely 
valleys, the lofty peaks of the Derbyshire 
hills, all raised my spirits to a pitch of 
enthusiasm. 

“I am so happy!” I whispered to Frank. 

Markham, still with that curious, dis- 
satisfied, almost frightened look on his face, 
waited at the door while we examined our 
apartment-——he then accompanied us on a 
tour of inspection round the rest of the house. 

By-and-by we found ourselves in the west 
wing, and here I noticed a certain peculiarity 
with regard to some of the roọms. There 


“Nothing could 
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were three rooms in this part of the house 
supported by pillars. A pillar ran up the 
centre of each room—surely a very obsolete 
method of supporting the ceiling. 

“This must be the oldest part of the 
house ?” I said, turning to the agent. 

“Tt is, madam,” he answered. 

“ How strange to have these pillars here!” 
was my next remark. 

Markham was silent. 

Half an hour later we started for the 
bailiff’s cottage. We had not gone far 


before we heard the quick sound of a 
horse’s hoofs behind us, and immediately 
afterwards a man galloped up. He pulled 
in his reins and shouted to Frank. 





H A MAN GALLOPED UP," 


“ By all that is wonderful, Pelham, where 
have you dropped from? What in the name 
of fortune has brought you here? ” 

Frank’s face beamed all over with delight. 
He held out his hand. 

“ Do you live in this part of the world, 
Bamfyeld ?” he asked. 

“Yes; my place is just over those hills. 
It is five years since we last met at Oxford! 
And how are you? You look well.” 

“Iam as fit as man can be,” was Frank’s 
reply. “May I introduce my wife ?” 

The man whom my husband called 
Bamfyeld had alighted from his horse. He 
was about Frank’s own age, and in appearance 
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was a typical English country gentleman, with 
a hearty manner, a pronounced, ringing voice, 
and keen eyes. 

“ Is it possible,” he said, glancing from my 
husband to me, “ that you both mean to live 
in Derbyshire? I thought, my dear Pelham, 
that you were a Tasmanian to your back- 
bone.” 

“England has been the home of my 
ancestors,” was Frank’s reply. “ Alice and I 
are passionately attached to England, and, in 
short, we have bought this place.” 

“You have bought— Lauristown /” cried 
Mr. Bamfyeld. He stepped a foot away, 
looked us both all over, and then said, slowly : 
“I cannot say that I congratulate you. 
I would not live 
in that house for 
all the gold of 
Golconda.” 

“What do you 
mean?” asked 
Frank. 

“I will tell you 
if you really wish 
to hear. Perhaps 
Tam still in time— 
perhaps you have 
not yet com- 
pleted the pur- 
chase.” 

“ Of course you 
must explain your 
mysterious words, 
Bamfyeld,” said 
Frank. “ It would 
take a good bit to 
frighten either my 
wile or myself. 
Will you come 
with us now and 
have tea? We 
are going to Daw- 
son’s cottage ; it 
is there, just through the wood.” 

“I will come with you,” said Bamfyeld. 

He turned as he spoke and walked 
with us. His manner was very grave, and 
for some extraordinary reason he seemed 
depressed. The agent also looked uncom- 
fortable and ill at ease. 

As soon as we got to the cottage Mrs. 
Dawson received us with words of hearty 
welcome, took us into her neat little parlour, 
and provided us with an excellent meal. 

As soon as it was over I asked Mr. 
Bamfyeld what his curious words meant. 

“Do you really wish me to say?” he 
asked. 
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“ Undoubtedly,” I replied. 

“ Yes, tellus everything,” said Frank. 

“ Well,” he answered, “the long and short 
of it is this: Lauristown is haunted !” 

“Oh! is that all?” said Frank. “I think 
Alice and I can live down any number of 
ghosts. What haunts the place, Bamfyeld ?” 
he continued. 

Mr. Bamfyeld leant across the table. 
spoke slowly and quietly. 

“Tam sorry you have bought the place,” 
he said. “I don’t believe I am wanting in 
pluck, but I would not live there myself on 
any consideration whatsoever.” 

“ But do explain. What is supposed to be 
seen at Lauristown?” I queried, impatiently. 

Bamfyeld looked fixedly at me, and dropped 
his voice. 

“That I don’t know,” he said; “but I 
can tell you this, there is a mystery about 
the place of the most horrible and appalling 
kind. Country people are, of course, pro- 


He 


verbially superstitious ; but you will realize’ 


that the thing that haunts Lauristown is 
something more than old women’s talk when 
I inform you that not a man in the neigh- 
bourhood would spend a night in that house 
for £50. I have spoken many a time to 
the labourers and villagers, and they all say 
the same thing. The impression of fear with 
regard to the house is so general 
that they are not a bit ashamed to 
confess it.” i 

“But what do they fear?” I 
asked. 

“I don’t know a great deal, but 
I will tell you, Mrs. “38 
Pelham, what I do 
know. There is 
reported to be in 
that house a room 
which is called 
‘The Room with 
the Blurred Faces,’ 


and there is as 
weird a legend 


attached to that 
room as you have 
ever listened to. 
About twenty years 
ago some remark- 
able occurrences 
took place either in 
the house or in the 
neighbourhood. > 
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then living there. He was unmarried and 
was accounted eccentric, but no one for 
a moment supposed that his reason was 
tottering. He seldom had visitors, and his 
servants, as a rule, left after a very short 
period of service. He was the last heir to 
the property, which had come to him through 
a long line of ancestors. He lived in one 
or two rooms in the west wing of the house, 
and never cared to inhabit the spacious bed- 
rooms and reception-rooms in the body of 
the mansion. About twenty years ago he 
advertised for a secretary, and a young man 
offered for the post. Mr. Laurie was a learned 
man, and had at that time a fine library of 
books. What he wanted with a secretary no 
one quite knew, but it is certain that after 
two or three months the unfortunate man dis- 
appeared. He was searched for high and low; 
he was advertised for, the police and the best 
detectives were put on his track, but from 
that day to this nothing whatever has been 
discovered about him. Mr. Laurie’s story 
was that he left his house late one evening 
and never returned. ‘There was no evidence 
against Laurie, but the servants who were 
then in the house immediately left, although 
they confessed that they had no reason 
for doing so except pure fright. It was 
with some difficulty that Laurie got other 
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servants to share his solitude, and a 
year or two later his valet disappeared 
in the same unaccountable manner. Suspi- 
cion was very strong against Laurie, but 
again there was not the slightest evidence 
which could lead to his being arrested on a 
charge of murder; but after that no servant 
would stay with him. He was a tall man, of 
great physical strength. The immediate 
neighbours dreaded to be seen in his pre- 
sence, and after a time he took to frightening 
the children, and altogether making himself so 
alarming that it was found necessary to con- 
fine him in a lunatic asylum. He has been 
in an asylum, about ten miles from here, for 
the last five or six years. The doctors say 
his case is absolutely hopeless, and the Com- 
missioners in Lunacy decided to sell the 
place in order to provide for his maintenance. 
He had evidently squandered all his avail- 
able means, but how his money went or any 
particulars about it were never forthcoming. 
The place was put up to auction, but so 
widespread was the feeling of horror with 
regard to it, that there was not a single bid 
for the property. My dear Pelham, how 
much, rhay I ask, did you give for Lauris- 
town ?” 

“ Five thousand pounds,” said my husband. 

“ Enough, and more than enough,” was his 
reply. 

“Well, we have bought it now,” said 
Frank, “and, uncomfortable as your story is, 
I cannot see how it at all affects us. If the 
madman had anything to do with the dis- 
appearances you speak of, he is out of the 
way of doing further mischief.” 

“ And the ghost—you have not alluded to 
the ghost yet,” I continued. 

“I am coming to the mysterious part, 
Mrs. Pelham. Soon after the disappearance 
of the unfortunate valet there was observed 
on several occasions the outlines of two 
hideous faces with grotesque and distorted 
features on the ceiling of a certain room in 
the house. The servants saw them first, and 
in the greatest terror went to acquaint the 
police. A detective was introduced into the 
house and taken by the servants through 
every room, but the faces were nowhere to 
be seen. They had disappeared as absolutely 
as they had come.” 

“A figment of the imagination,” said 
Frank, with a laugh; “if those are your 
ghosts, Bamfyeld, I don’t think you can 
alarm us.” 

“I have no object in frightening you,” he 
answered, “and I shall be more than thank- 


ful if you succeed in disabusing the people 
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round here of the horror which they feel with 
regard to the old house. Suppose we go 
back there now and examine it carefully from 
end to end.” 

“Nothing would please me better,” replied 
Frank. 

We left the cottage and, accompanied by 
Mr. Bamfyeld, returned to the mansion. 

“We will make a systematic search,” he 
said. “We will go through each room on 
the ground floor, then go upstairs and do the 
same.” 

There was still plenty of light, and we 
started on our pilgrimage. We examined 
each room with extreme care. As the house 
was large this took some little time. Every- 
where we were met with emptiness and 
desolation—the books had long ago been 
removed from the old library ; the furniture 
had been sold to provide sufficient means for 
the miserable tenant of the asylum not far 
away. Our footsteps echoed through the 
corridors and, our voices rang loud and harsh 
through the bare rooms. Each ceiling of 
every room did we stare at, and no sign of 
the faces could we discover. 

“Tt is their fashion to comé and go,” said 
Bamfyeld. “I trust you may never see them.” 

“They don't exist,” I said, with a laugh, 
and soon afterwards my husband’s friend 
took his departure. 

“Well, Alice,” said Frank, “what do you 
think of Bamfyeld’s tale?” 

“T am not frightened at all,” I replied. 
“I don’t believe for a single moment that 
there is a ghost in this dear old house, and 
I cannot help feeling surprised that a sensible- 
looking man like Mr. Bamfyeld should be so 
much impressed by the superstitious talk of 
the country-side.” 

“What a good thing it is that you are 
a Tasmanian,” said my husband. “Girls 
from Tasmania are celebrated for their 
strong nerves.” 

He laughed and kissed me, and we spent 
avery pleasant evening together. 

I never slept sounder than I did that 
night, and the next day Frank and I occupied 
ourselves in going round the grounds. We 
were in the beautiful rose-garden when we 
saw a boy in a telegraph messenger’s uniform 
crossing the lawn. He gave my husband a 
telegram. Frank tore it open and uttered a 
cry of annoyance. 

“This is from my lawyer,” he said. “He 
wishes to see me ona matter of immediate 
importance, and asks me to come to town 
to-day. Some stupid investment, of course. 
Shall I go, Alice?” 
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Mr. Bruton would not have telegraphed if 
it was not urgent,” I answered. “ Of course you 
will go, Frank ; I don’t at all mind being left.” 

“Would you not rather come with me?” 

“No,” I replied ; “I am interested in the 
place, and it is not worth while going to town 
for one night.” 

“But remember Mr. Bamfyeld’s gloomy 
tale. Can you sleep alone at Lauristown ? ” 

“I can, and soundly,” I said, with a light 
laugh, for there in the rose-garden, with the 
sunshine falling all over me, how could I fear 
the idle tale which I had listened to on the 
previous night ? 

Frank therefore replied to the telegram in 
the affirmative, and about an hour later I 
accompanied him to the railway station. He 
said that he would come back by a night 
train, and would probably arrive at Lauristown 
before six in the morning. 

“ Leave the side-door on the latch, Alice,” 
he said, “and I will slip in without disturbing 
you.” f 

I promised to do so, and returned in high 
spirits to continue my investigation of our 
charming property. 

The rest of the day passed quickly. I had 
my meals at the bailiff’s cottage, and arrived 
there between eight and nine o'clock to 
partake of a comfortable supper. As I went 
into the little parlour I observed that the 
bailiff watched me with a rather peculiar 
expression. He was a stoutly-built man with 
kindly eyes. I watched him go into the 
kitchen and say something to his wife. A 
moment later she came into the parlour, her 
whole manner expressing distress. 

“Dawson bid me say, ma’am, that, seeing 
you are alone to night, I could make you up 
a comfortable bed on the sofa here, if so be 
you would honour me?” 

“She thinks I am frightened,” I said to 
myself. I almost laughed. 

“But I shall not be lonely,” was my 
answer. “I have before now slept in a 
house by myself, and I think I should prefer 
to occupy the room you were kind enough 
to get ready for me last night. Thank you 
all the same,” I added. 

Her face turned quite white. 

“Then, ma’am, I hope you won’t think I 
am taking a liberty, but would you like me 
to come and sleep in the room with you ?” 

Poor woman! I saw how she suffered 
when she made this request. Nor for worlds 
would I put her to the torture. I laid my 
hand on her arm. 

“Thank you heartily,” I said, “but I 
assure you it is not the least necessary.” 
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She breathed a sigh of undoubted relief. 

“Thank you for my good supper,” I said; 
“I will go back to the house now.” 

“ Dawson!” she called to her good man, 
“will you see the young lady back to Lauris- 
town?” 

I had lingered over my supper, and it was 
now past ten o'clock. Dawson appeared. 
He preceded me across the flower-garden, 
and we entered the house by the side-door. 

“& I want this door to be left on the latch,” 
I said, suddenly, “for my husband will be 
returning early in the morning.” 

“ But do you really wish it, ma'am ?” 

“Ves,” I said; “you can go out again by 
this door. Just close it—do not lock it.” 

He accompanied me upstairs, and, going 
to my little paraffin lamp, struck a match 
and lit it. He then glanced round the room. 
His manner was quite as nervous as his 
wife’s had been. 

“There is a room quite handy near by,” 
he said ; “may be you would like me, ma’am, 
to stay in it for the night?” 

“No, thank you,” I answered. ‘ You and 
your wife are most kind, but I assure you I 
am not the least frightened. As I‘said to 
her, I have often spent the night alone in a 
house.” 

“Ah!” he replied, in a low voice, “ but 
there are houses and houses, At least, 
ma’am, you will lock the door of your bed- 
room ?” 

I promised to do this and he left me. I 
heard him go downstairs, and I heard the 
echo of the side-door being closed behind 
him. That door was in the west wing of the 
house, some distance from my bedroom. 
But in the emptiness of the house and the 
stillness of the night the slight sound it made 
as Dawson closed it distinctly reached my 
ears. 

I was now absolutely alone in a house 
nearly half a mile from any other habita- 
tion—a large, rambling, empty house that not 
one of the neighbours would sleep in for £50. 

“ All fancy !” I whispered to myself. “It 
is quite possible that when that dreadful Mr. 
Laurie lived here he frightened people, but he 
is not here now. As to those faces! But 
they never existed ; of that I am positive.” 

I sat down in a little chair near the open 
window. I was determined not to be at all 
afraid. But with all my determination a 
strange sense of loneliness began to creep 
over me. My heart beat. I could hear it 
thumping against my side. I jumped up and 
began to examine the large, bare room. I 
determined to make it as bright as possible, 
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so I turned up the wick of the little lamp 
and lit several candles, and then I went and 
stood by the open window. This window 
opened on to a balcony. I went out and 
stood on the balcony. The moon was now 
rising high in the heavens, and great patches 
of whiteness lay across the flower-garden, 
making the rest of the lawn look black by 
contrast. As I stood and looked across 


the lawn I suddenly saw, or fancied I saw, a 
slight movement—a shadow that seemed to 
I watched it intently for a minute. 


stir. 





ú I FANCIED I SAW A SLIGHT MOVEMENT.” 


“This won't do,” I said to myself. “The 
wind is moving the branches of the trees— 
a branch moved and its shadow flickered.” 

But as this thought came to me I remem- 
bered that the night was still with a solemn 
stillness, for there was no wind. 

I retired back into the room, and suddenly 
putting out the lights, went to another window, 
and stared out into the night. Beyond doubt, 
there was something or someone on the lawn. 
The shadow moved once more unmistakably. 
It not only moved, but I saw it move in 
a direction nearer to the house. My heart 
beat harder than ever, and just then a 
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terrible memory came to me. The side-door 
in the west wing was on the latch. Suffer 
what horrors I might, I must go down imme- 
diately and lock it. I knew if I hesitated 
my nerves would be paralyzed by fear. I 
determined to go before terror could over- 
master me. Lighting a candle and arming 
myself with a heavy oak stick, which Frank 
had bought from a villager the day before, I 
started on my journey through the empty 
house. In spite of every effort fear over- 
mastered me. I was not at all afraid of 
the house now, or anything 
it could contain—but only 
of that moving shadow on 
the moonlit lawn! Should 
I, could I, oh, could I, get 
to the side-door in time to 
lock it? The shadow had 
been within soft. of the house 
when I last saw it. It was a 
long and rambling way to 
the west wing. I had not yet 
taken off my out-door boots 
and my footsteps echoed as 
Iran. I shielded the candle 
with one hand in order tu 
keep it from going out. At 
last I reached the west wing. 
Here the rooms opened one 
into the other. I ran through 
them quickly. Frightened as 
I was, J was yet sufficiently 
calm to notice a change in 
their appearance. Yesterday, 
when I had seen them there 
had been ¢hree rooms with 
pillars in them. Now there 
were only zwo. Beyond the 
third room was a small cor- 
ridor which led down some 
steps to the side-door, which 
was on the latch in order to 
facilitate Frank’s- return to 
the house. There was no pillar 
in this third room. What had beconie of itr 
I rushed through the room. It was a small 
apartment, about raft. square. I ran down 
the steps. I had all but reached the door 
when I started back. 

How I suppressed the cry which rose 
to my lips I can never tell. For against 
the door, which was shut, stood a 
man. He was tall, dressed as a gentleman, 
with calm, serene features and a lofty fore- 
head. His thin, white hair was brushed 
away from his narrow temples. He stood 
quietly in the doorway and viewed me as I 
came to meet him with a slow smile. 
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“Ah!” he said, “and what are you doing 
here?” 

I made a tremendous effort and found my 
voice. 

“Will you go away?” I said. ‘This house 
belongs to me. Open the door and go out.” 

The very’ imminence of the peril gave me 
courage. When I found my voice I felt my 
nerves become tense and strong as iron. 
The man smiled again, this time more 
broadly. 

“I prefer to remain,” he said. “May I 
repeat my question? What are you doing 
here 2?” 

“Go!” I said, and I pointed to the door. 

“T prefer to stay.” 

“ Then kindly move from the door and let 
me go out,” I said. 

Once more he smiled, revealing a row of 
perfect teeth. 

“What are you doing here?” he said. 

“This house belongs to my hus- 
band,” I answered. ‘ You have no 
right to be in it—go away.” 

Again that curious and, I could 
not help perceiving, most evil smile 
crossed his face. He advanced slowly 
to meet me. He came up one or 
two stairs. Before I could prevent 
him he had clutched me by the wrist. 

“Has your husband bought this 
place ? ” he asked, and he peered into 
my face. 

All of a sudden I guessed who he 
was. The madman—Mr. Laurie ! 

“God in Heaven help me!” I 
cried, passionately, under my breath. 
“For Frank’s sake, for all I hold dear 
in the world, keep me calm.” 

The man was mad—my one chance 
was to humour him. 

“This is my house,” he said, in a 
gentle voice. “It is remarkable to 
see you here; and did I hear aright 
when you said that the house belongs 
to another? Clearly understand that 
I don’t permit that. Those who try 
to wrest my property from me suffer. 
-But, come, we will go through the old 
house together. I have not seen it 
for some time. We will go through 
it in the dead of night together.” 

As he spoke he pushed me 
before him up the stairs. We 
reached the little corridor 
which led to the room which 
had contained a central pillar 
and was now without it. The 
next moment we had entered 
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and were standing side by side where the 
pillar had been. He snatched my candle 
from me and held it aloft. 

“ Look up,” he said. 

I raised my eyes. On the ceiling, which I 
saw was formed of rough cement, were two 
stains, each representing a human face. The 
faces were horribly distorted, with wide, 
grinning mouths and blurred features. A 
faint cry burst from my lips. I started back 
in terror. 

“ Horrible, is it not?” he said. “ They 
came here—here where we are standing; 
those who once owned faces as charming as 
yours. They were good and gentle as you 
are good and gentle, but I read malice in 
their eyes. The desire to possess what could 
never be theirs. Stand still a moment—let 
me look into your eyes. Do you also pine 
for possession ? ” 

“Only to go,” I cried. ‘“Onlv to go away. 













































































































“HORRIBLE, is IT NOTY’ HE SAID.” 
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For God’s sake, let me go. Let me go, sir. 
You can have the house and everything, 
only let me go.” 

I fell on my knees—I raised my hands in 
agony. 

He looked at me and smiled again. 

“ I have come just in time,” he said. “ But 
you would like to examine the faces. They 
come and go, you know. Sometimes they are 
invisible. When not to be seen there is 
nothing to be apprehended. When you 
see them as they grin at you now there 
is danger close. at hand. Do you know 
why they smile like that?” He stooped. 
“ Because they pine for a fresh victim. How 
would a third face on that ceiling look? 
Ha! ha!” 

He laughed loudly ; then he drew himself 
up and spoke soberly once more. 

“ You wonder how the faces came. There 
was a stain—caused ?—ah! you will soon 
know how it was caused. In order duly to 
impress on my own brain what took place, 
in order thoroughly and once for all to assure 
myself that those who longed to possess 
could never possess, I painted with red ochre 
those stains into the semblance of faces, 
faces blurred faces destroyed. Excuse me 
one moment ; I will leave you and return.” 

Before I knew what he was doing he had 
rushed to the door; it banged heavily behind 
him. He had taken the candle with him. 
But for the moon which was shining in 
through a narrow window I was in the dark. 
At first my feeling was one of intense thank- 
fulness. I rushed wildly to the door and 
tried to open it. While he was gone I might 
escape through the side-entrance and hide in 
the shrubbery ; but just before I reached the 
door I heard a strange noise which turned 
me rigid. I listened. From somewhere 
came the distinct sound of something 
moving below. The next instant I felt a 
strange swaying of the floor beneath my feet. 
I now seized the little flat handle of the door 
and wrenched it towards me. I tore at it 
madly. It was not locked, but something was 
holding it back. Glancing down I saw in the 
moonlight the cause. The floor of the room 
had risen and so had fixed the door tight 
into its frame. Not only had it risen, but it 
was steadily and slowly rising. A blind panic 
seized me, and I rushed round the room 
searching for some mode of exit. There was 
none, only a small slit of a window in the 
solid brick. With my oak stick I smashed 
the glass of the window and let in some air, 
but it was impossible that I could escape by 
it, for it would hardly admit both my hands. 
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I stood by it for a moment or two, however, 
uttering cry after cry. All in vain, as I knew 
but too well. The nearest house was 
Dawson’s cottage, and that was half a mile 
away. The moon sank lower in the 
heavens, and now a direct beam lit my 
horrible prison-chamber. I glanced once 
more at the grinning faces above me, and 
then, indeed, my terror reached its ultimate 
note. Those were impressions made by 
the terrible madman of the faces of his 
former victims who had been crushed against 
the ceiling in this devilish engine. A faint, 
sick feeling came over me, and I crouched 
on the floor. My capacity for thought was 
numbed. I could do nothing but watch 
the shortening walls as the floor itself crept 
steadily higher and higher, going up scarcely 
two inches to the minute, but ascending with 
an even and undeviating precision. I knew 
that there were only a few minutes between 
me and an awful death. I forced myself to 
think quietly, and’ by a superhuman effort 
I partly succeeded. 

What chance had I of escape? Were I 
able to leave the room, the madman was 
waiting for me outside. But I could not 
leave this chamber of horror. Suggestion 
after suggestion of possible escape rushed 
through my brain, each to be abandoned as 
soon as conceived. I, could not cut through 
the upper part of the door, nor could I 
dislodge the bricks by the window. The 
room itself was bare; there was nothing to 
interpose between the ceiling and floor to 
keep them apart, and every moment the 
space between them was shoriening. ‘The 
room had now contracted to half its height, 
so that I could scarcely stand upright. With 
bent back I hurried to the sides and saw that 
the interval between the floor and the walls 
was less than an inch—nevertheless there was 
a space, and suddenly a wild idea, born of 
desperation, struck me. 

If I only had wedges I might check the 
upward course of the floor by jamming them 
between the edge of the floor and the walls. 
I had learnt the irresistible strength of wedges, 
and I glanced wildly round to see if there 
was anything I could possibly use for the 
purpose. Suddenly my eyes lighted on 
Frank’s new oak stick. I had not thought 
of it before. I snatched at it. With the 
strength of a mad woman I broke it across 
my knees, and creeping to one side of the 
room thrust in the wedge I had made. I 
forced it well down. Like a flash I was at 
the opposite side, and had secured the 
remaining half of the stick between the wall 
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and the floor. My hands were bleeding as I 
forced the wedges between the walls of the 
ascending chamber. Would they hold? I 
lay on the floor, panting and exhausted. It 
began to creak and groan as it caught the 
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“When I returned this morning,” he 
replied. 

“ Oh, tell me everything !” 

“It is a ghastly story, Alice. 
bear it? ” 


Can you 


“Bear it!” I an- 
swered. “ Remember, 
I have lived through 
it.” 

He patted me on 
my shoulder ; he held 
both my hands in one 
of his; he did all that 


love could do to 
soothe me. 
“There, that is 


better, little wife, and 
you are close to me, 
and nothing can ever 
hurt you again. Yes, 
Twill tell you, if you 
wish me to. I hurried 
back, entered the 
house, and was going 
straight to your 
room when I heard 
cries and_ groans issu- 





























“1 LAY ON THE FLOUR, 


strain of the wedges, and I saw the wood 
gradually compressed, and I knew that the 
wedges had taken a firm hold. The ceil- 
ing was now not 3ft. above my face ; but 
the ceiling, the room itself, everything grew 
dim. Then it was dark, and I knew no 
more. 


When I came to myself I was lying on 
my bed in my own room. Frank was bending 
over me. With a rush the memory of my 
ghastly experience returned to my mind. I 
uttered a cry and covered my face. 

“Tt is all right now, my darling,” said 
Frank. “Lie still.” 

“Oh, tell me—tell me how you found 
me!” I said. I rose to a sitting posture, 
flung my arms tightly round his neck, and 
clung to him, trembling all over. 

“Keep quiet, Alice; you are absolutely 
safe, and the danger is past. Drink this, 
darling, and lie still.” 

He held some hot tea to my lips. I took 
a few sips, and then, pushing his hand aside, 
I continued :— 

“My mind will have no rest until I 
know everything. When did 
me?” 
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you find 


ing from the lower 
part of the house. In 
terror I rushed down- 
stairs. Guided by the 
shrieks, I found myself in a cellar where a man 
was crouching in a frenzy of acute mania. The 
moment he saw me he became quiet. He 
put his finger to his lips and said, slowly : ‘I 
have just killed the last person who wished 
to come into possession. I will show you how 
I did it? He took my hand and pointed 
out the devilish engine by which he disposed 
of his victims. He entered into full particu- 
lars and explained how he managed the most 
horrible death-trap in the world. I didn’t 
dare to stir; I hardly breathed until he had 
made all clear. 

“¢Vou understand,’ he said then, and he 
grinned in my face. ‘Two of those who 
longed to possess my inheritance disappeared 
and were never seen again. I marked out 
their faces on the ceiling. Grinning and 
devilish they look. The third victim now 
lies above. She was young and pretty—she 
is not pretty now. Will you come and see 
for yourself?’ 

“First of all I will dispose of you,’ was 
my answer, and with one strong stroke I 
felled him to the ground. I had given him a 
blow on the head which stunned him ; he lay 
quiet. In a moment I had tied his hands 
and arms securely to his sides and had 
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immured, the case 
was very different. 
Į perceived this 
as I stood in the 
cellar just under 
the room. This 
pillar was passed 
through the per- 
manent floor from 
the cellar under- 
neath and rigidly 
fixed into a 
movable floor. It 
was practically a 
mast, fastened 
into an immensely 
strong wooden 
float, which rested 
at the bottom of 
a well, like a ship 
at the bottom of 
an empty lock. By 
letting water into 
the well the floor 
would rise to its 
fullest extent, 








“1 FELLED HIM TO THE GROUND.” 


fastened his legs together, and then I dragged 
him into one of the empty rooms. I locked 
him in. 
My God! Alice, how did you think of the 
wedges? It was a master-stroke.” 

“ Never mind now,” I answered, “I will 
tell you all my story by-and-by. I want to 
hear your side of the horror. Tell me how 
that awful floor ascended—-how you got it to 
go down again. I can have no rest until I 
understand.” 

“ You shall come with me at once,” was 
Frank’s answer. ‘If you must know every- 
thing, come at once.” 

He led the way and I followed him. We 
went into the cellars, and the whole hideous 
mechanism of the chamber where I had 
nearly lost my life was made plain. In 
the west wing there had been, as I have 
already said, three rooms with pillars. On 
the previous night I had noticed that 
one of these rooms was without its central 
support. The knowledge flashed through 
my brain, making little impression under 
the awful circumstances in which I found 
myself, but now the meaning of everything 
was made clear. Two of the rooms were 
of the ordinary type, and the pillars must 
evidently have been put in as a sort of blind. 
In the third room, the room where I had been 
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My next work was to rescue you. | 


and the under 
surface of the 
movable floor thus raised would form the 
ceiling of the room, the pillar being now 
in the centre of the room, as I had seen 
it when Frank and Mr. Bamfyeld and I had 
examined it on the first evening. The 
movable floor thus formed an artificial ceil- 
ing, hiding the blurred faces, which were 
on the true ceiling. Thus, when the 
floor was up the faces were invisible; when 
down they were seen on the true ceiling. 
This accounted for their intermittent 
appearance. 

An hour later a doctor from the nearest 
lunatic asylum arrived. He was accompanied 
by two or three strong attendants. ‘The un- 
fortunate madman was taken back to the 
asylum, where he died within the week. He 
never recovered even a gleam of reason, and 
the acute mania which caused him to try to 
take my life put an end to his own. 

Some years have gone by, and Lauristown 
is now as cheerful and bright a home as any 
in the lovely county of Derbyshire, but the 
wing with the Blurred Faces has been pulled 
down. ‘This was the one request I made to 
Frank, and he immediately agreed to it. On 
its site is a garden where gay flowers of all 
sorts bloom, and in process of time I trust 
the memory of that cursed wing and those 
terrible faces will be forgotten. 
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Secret Service. 


By GEORGE GRANTHAM BAIN. 


HERE are secret service divi- 
sions in almost all of the great 
departments at Washington, 
but what is known as ¢he 
secret service is the one which 
is connected with the Treasury 
Department. This service has to do with 
the detection of the counterfeiting of money. 
It also guards the person of the President of 
the United States. The President goes forth 
from the Executive Mansion almost every 
morning for a walk or a ride, and not infre- 
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One of the most remarkable cases in the 
history of crime in the United States is that 
of William E. Brockway. He has just been 
released from prison after serving a term for 
forgery committed at the age of seventy years. 
Former Chief Drummond says that Brock- 
way had no moral sense of the wrong of 
counterfeiting. 

“ My bills are finer specimens of work- 
manship than those in circulation,” he said 
once to Chief Drummond, “and I consider 
that any man has a right to make all the 
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CHIEF WILKIE, OF THE SECRET SERVICE BUREAU, IN FRONT OF THE CABINET OF PHOTOGRAPHS IN THE ROGUES’ GALLERY. 


quently he is quite alone ; but usually there 
is a secret service officer not far away. His 
chief duty is to protect the President from 
cranks or persons with a slight mental twist, 
rather than from the malicious or criminal. 
Where the secret service finds its greatest 
activity is in the pursuit of the makers of 
counterfeit money. It is an extraordinary 
fact, stated to me by a former chief of the 
service, that an expert engraver who could 
earn a large income legitimately will stick to 
the business of counterfeiting when once he 
has undertaken it: he cannot be reformed. 
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money he wants to if he can make it as good 
as the Government engravers do.” 

Brockway had a theory that no one was 
the loser by the circulation of counterfeit 
money so long as the fraud was not dis- 
covered. He said that the bill circulated 
just like a Government note, and that if a 
man could spend it he was not harmed by 
taking it in place of a genuine bill. 

Brockway has served many terms, but for 
some of his greatest crimes he has never 
done a day’s time. What the Government 
thinks more important even than the punish- 
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THE MUSEUM IN THE SECRET SERVICE BUREAU OF THE TREASURY DEPARTMENT. 


ment of the criminal-is to get possession 
of his counterfeit plates. Counterfeiting is 
almost invariably done. by a gang of men. 
If only one of the confederates remains at 
large, and. the plates have not been captured, 
they can be used for further fraud. Or, 
if all the gang has been captured, on its 
release it can again begin the manufacture 
of counterfeit money with a full equipment 
immediately. The counterfeiter without his 
plates is harmless for several months, if not 
for a year or more. 
The most re- — 

markable crime in i 
Brockway’s history 
was the counter- 
feiting of U.S. 
Government 
bonds of the face 
value of one thou- 
sand dollars each. 
His associates in 
this crime were 
men named 
Martin, Foster, 
Doyle, and Smith. 
They were known 
as expert counter- 
feiters, and they 
were constantly 
under the eye of 
the secret service 
officers, but this 
did not prevent 
them carrying on 
their dishonest 


business. In 
Vol. xxi.— 36. 
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October, 1880, 
two officers of the 
secret service 
arrested Doyle as 
he was leaving the 
New York train at 
Chicago. He had 
been shadowed all 
the way from New 
York. In his valise 
were two hundred 
and four thousand 
dollars’ worth of 
Government 
bonds-all counter- 
feits. Brockway 
and Smith were 
arrested in Brook- 
lyn on the follow- 
ing day and Smith 
turħed State’s 
! evidence.» But 
Brockway held a trump card. He knew 
where the steel and copper’ plates used 
by the counterfeiters were concealed. He 
offered to surrender them if released. The 
authorities agreed to this, and he gave 
minute directions where the plates were 
buried. ` There were twenty-two of them, 
including plates for a one hundred dollar 
National Bank note and plates for another 
one thousand dollar bond, from which no 
prints had been made. With these were 
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fifty thousand dollars in counterfeit, one 
hundred dollar notes, and several hundred 
sheets of fibre-paper. Brockway did not 
serve a day in prison for this crime. 

The audacity of the man was illustrated 
by his choice of notes and bonds of such 
large denominations for his work. Hundred 
dollar notes and one thousand dollar bonds 
do not circulate among the ignorant or 
those easily imposed upon. But it was a 
fact that Brockway’s plates were almost, if 
not . quite, as good as the Government's. 
Three years later Brockway was caught in 
another counterfeiting scheme. This time he 
was forging one thousand dollar bonds of two 
railroads, and on one set of these he had 
forged the London stamp. Experts said it 
was impossible to detect these counterfeit 
bonds. Brockway got only five years for this 
crime. 

Pete McCartney was one of the men 
famous in the history of the secret service. 
Strangely enough, McCartney got his educa- 
tion from a family of counterfeiters. Their 
name was Johnston. William R. Johnston, 
who was McCartney’s companion, had 
been convicted of counterfeiting, and so 
had his brother, his father, and his grand- 
father. The Johnstons were small counter- 
feiters, for they confined their attention to 
one dollar bills. McCartney did business in 
Illinois in the time when railroading was un- 
known. He carried his stock in a wagon. 
While doing this it occurred to him that 
he might just as well pass five dollar 
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and ten dollar 
bills, and he began 
to raise his own 
notes by cutting 
the figures from 
the bills of broken 
banks, which were 
then as common 
as good ones in 
the middle West. 
He was very suc- 
cessful in doing 
this, and this en- 
couraged him to 
attempt something 
greater in his 
chosen criminal 
career. He got 
acquainted with 
Ben Boyd, who 
was a finished 
engraver, and took 
lessons from him 
until he became 
skilled in the work. Then he hired out 
to a firm of counterfeiters. The head of 
this firm was a prominent citizen of Cin- 
cinnati, a Church member and a member 
of the School Board. McCartney married, 
and accumulated something like twenty-five 
thousand dollars, after which he settled down 
in Indianapolis as a horse-dealer. But a 
quiet life did not agree with him, and he 
began counterfeiting again. He was arrested 
many times, and made many escapes which 
were famous in the annals of the secret 
service. Many of these were procured by 
bribery. 

Brockway, McCartney, and Ogle were 
princes in the criminal community. From 
these men who dealt in hundreds of thousands 
it is a gradual descent to the Italian—he is 
often an Italian—who makes a crude cast of 
a piece of silver in plaster of Paris, and turns 
out rough pewter coins, a few at a time, 
which he passes on the ignorant in the foreign 
quarters of great cities like New York. There 
are all grades of counterfeiters, and the little 
ones are, of course, the most numerous. 
They are captured sometimes in odd ways. 

Only a short time ago a man working on a 
Government building in a Western city by the 
merest chance saw a man at an adjacent 
window apparently filing the edge of a coin. 
This man, as it was proved, had a counterfeit 
in his hand, and was trying to imitate the 
milling on the edge of it. It was only a 
chance that he was engaged in anything 
illegal, but the workman reported the matter 
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to his employer, the secret service people 
were notified, and an investigation resulted 
in the capture of a small band of counter- 
feiters of no great importance. 

The laws against counterfeiting are much 
more severe and comprehensive than they 
were a few years ago, and sometimes their 
execution goes to what seems a ridiculous 
extreme. 

Some years ago a New York newspaper 
issued a “guarantee of circulation,” offer- 
ing to forfeit a certain sum if its claims 
proved inaccurate; and the engraving and 
colouring of this certificate closely resembled 
the Government securities. It was used by 
criminals to defraud the newly-arrived 
immigrants who could not read the inscrip- 
tion, but who recognised the dollar-mark 
and figures following it and thought it was 
valuable. These and similar frauds were the 
occasion for the passage of the law which is 
now eiiforced so strictly. Its enforcement 
results each year in the seizure of a large 
quantity of advertising matter as well as 
wagon-loads of printing presses, plates, and 
counterfeit money in various stages. All this 
is kept in a small room adjoining the office 
of John Wilkie, the chief of the secret 
service. Mr. Wilkie’s office is in the Treasury 
Building. In it is a rogues’ gallery and speci- 
mens of counterfeiting hanging on the walls. 
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There is a novel form of occupation grow- 
ing out of the crime of counterfeiting. There 
are men who go from city to city giving 
instructions to bank clerks in the art of 
detecting false money. These men have 
counterfeit bills in their possession which 
they hold by virtue of a permit from the 
Secretary of the Treasury. Every bank has 
one or more of these bills to use as object- 
lessons. 

The most remarkable case which has 
come under the eye of the secret service in 
many years was the conspiracy to defraud 
the Government by the use of counterfeit 
stamps on cigar-boxes. This business was 
carried on between Philadelphia and Lan- 
caster, Pennsylvania, and the U.S. Attorney 
for the eastern district of Pennsylvania and 
his assistants were involved in the con- 
spiracy. All the principals in this conspiracy 
were punished, and the Government officials, 
Bingham and Newitt, were convicted of 
trying to bribe a secret service officer and 
sentenced to two and a half years each in 
the penitentiary. Jacobs and Kendig, the 


principals in the case, were fined five 
thousand dollars each and sentenced to two 
years’ imprisonment. In this conspiracy were 
involved manufacturers as well as Federal 
officials, and the capital employed was in the 
hundreds of thousands. 
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By FRED. 


RINCESS AMALIA of 
Schwartz - Oberheim —a very 
Diana. of the. chase, though 
but nineteen years of age— 
had outstripped the field, after 
— her, favourite manner; or 
maybe she. had, while in advance: of her 
companions and ‘attendants, branched away 
from the main chase, following two. or. three, 
hounds ‘upon a side ‘issue,* another very 
favourite’ trick of Her Highness, who was 
of the most independent order of mind Hoth 
in this and in every way_of life., 

At any rate, she now found herself,in. pur- 
suit of a fine boar which had -jumped'out of 
a thicket on the left as she careered through 
the forest, and had been promptly followed 
by two of the best hounds and by the 
Princess, while the rest of the-field, lagging 
behind, had doubtless continued in chase of 
the original’ quarry. Amalia was alone, and 
therefore entirely satisfied and content. 

>- But this boar was destined to, read the 
independent girl a lesson, and before he had 
galloped very far with a hound at each ear— 
an indignity which quickly upset his “rickety 
. temper—he proceeded to business. With a 
scarcely perceptible, but immensely powerful, 
lateral movement of his tremendous neck- 
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muscles he laid one of the hounds yelping 
and dying among the pine needles; then he 


..attacked. the second dog, which bayed in 


answer to its dying comrade’s death-cries, 
and dashed bravely at his left ear in a gallant 
but short-sighted attempt to deal single- 
handed with the monster. In an instant the 
boar treated the poor brute as he had treated. 
its fellow, ripping it from chest to groin with 
scarcely an effort, though with deadly effect. 
Then the Princess realized that the aspect 
of the hunt had changed, and that she would 


. be the next attacked. She was not very much 


frightened, but she thought it wise to blow 
the silver horn which hung from her waist, 
and without which her father—the Elector of 


.Schwartz-Oberheim—had_ refused from the 
_ first to allow his daughter to join the chase, 


knowing, as he did, the fearless girl’s special 
proclivity for undertaking every enterprise 
that savoured of independence and offered 
the delight of bodily peril. So she blew her 
horn, and at the sound the boar, which had 
seemed satisfied with his deadly work upon 
the hounds, and was now contemplating 
departure, ignoring the presence of the fair 
girl and the harmless quadruped upon which 
she sat, suddenly changed his mind and 
charged the pair. 
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Amalia wheeled her horse cleverly and 
evaded the brute’s ugly rush, but the horse 
remained trembling where he stood, too 
paralyzed to move, while the boar, carried 
many yards by the impetus of his charge, 
turned and prepared to renew the attack. 
The Princess blew her horn a second time, 
and blew it as loud as her breath permitted. 
She saw that the horse was so frightened 
that the situation had become somewhat 
dangerous. 

Then she set spur to the trembling brute, 
but though it started as the steel gored its 
side, its paralyzed limbs refused to move 
more than a foot or two. Instead of carrying 
its little mistress out of danger it stood with 
extended nostrils, its neck stretched down- 
wards, facing the great tusked beast, its 
forelegs well apart, its body all a-tremble and 
eyes protruding—the picture of a pitiful, 
helpless, terrified beast. Again the boar 
charged, and once more by a supreme effort 
the Princess wheeled her frightened steed 
just out of his path. 

Then she biew her horn a third time, and 
now she thought she heard an answering cry 
in the distance. The boar turned and 
charged again, grunting angrily, and deter- 
mined he would waste no more good rushes : 
this time he would take care the terrible 
side-slash of his tusk did not miss its mark. 
Amalia spurred the paralyzed horse, but it 
could move no more; it was doomed, and 
knew it. 

“ Heaven save me!” muttered Amalia, 
crossing: herself with the hand that held 
the horn. 

As she spoke the monster reached his 
victim, who made but the feeblest effort to 
avoid him. As the sharp tusk touched and 
gasbed his abdomen the poor beast spent 
his last strength upon a maddened lash-out 
of the hind legs, which unseated his rider 
and sent her flying over his ears into the 
midst of a great thorn bush—the most 
fortunate thing, from the point of view of 
Amalia’s immediate safety, that could possibly 
have happened to her. 

She lay absolutely still in the middle of 
her thorny sanctuary, scarely daring to 
breathe lest the brute should perceive her. 
Fortunately, for a moment or two he devoted 
his attention to the struggling horse, to which 
he returned, administering an additional gash 
or two which soon quieted the unfortunate 
creature. Then the boar seemed to remem- 
ber that there had been a fourth offender 
somewhere, and that there was still work to 
be done before his dignity could be con- 
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sidered quite rehabilitated. Amalia watched 
him as he stood listening and peering about 
with his little, fierce eyes. She prayed that 
he might not hear her breathe or catch sight 
of her through the leaves and twigs that 
concealed her. Suddenly he seemed to have 
obtained—somehow—a hint of her where- 
abouts, for he raised his great head and 
grunted and moved his ears, taking a step or 
two towards her sanctuary. 

“Now I am lost,” thought the Princess, 
and she commended her soul to the mercy 
that is above us. 

But the boar, it soon appeared, had not 
seen her. His mind was otherwise occupied. 
He turned half round and listened. Amalia 
also listened, and heard the sound of running 
feet. The boar straightened himself to face 
the unknown, and stood prepared to charge 
at sight: should it be a regiment of men or 
of demons that approached, it was all. the 
same to him—in his present mood he would 
charge an entire army corps if it should cross 
his line of vision. 

Someone shouted, but Amalia dared not 
reply nor blow her horn, for the approaching 
man was as yet too far away: the great brute 
would have time to deal with her, and still 
be ready for him upon his arrival. Heaven 
grant that he would come quickly, and come 
straight, without the horn to guide him ! 

It seemed that he had very accurately 
noted the direction of her former blasts, for 
the sound of his footsteps came nearer and 
nearer. Now it seemed so close that the 
Princess looked to see him appear at any 
instant through the trees. ‘‘ Dear Heaven !” 
she suddenly thought ; “he must be warned, 
or the great waiting brute may charge him 
before he is prepared for the attack !” 

She raised her girl’s voice and shouted. 

“Beware of the boar,” she cried; “be 
prepared—the boar waits to charge at sight!” 

“ Halloa!” shouted someone, but still 
thirty or forty yards away. “Who is it, and 
where are you?” 

At the sound of her voice the boar had 
jumped round with a grunt, peering about 
and moving his legs impatiently, longing to 
attack. The reply to her cries caused him 
to turn again in order to face the new and 
advancing enemy. Amalia blew her horn. 

Like a flash the boar whirled himself 
round again, and dashed a few yards towards 
the helpless prisoner in her thorn bush. But 
Amalia did not move, and he paused, at 
fault. That pause cost him dear, for there 
darted out of the cover just behind hima 


big, stalwart youth, whose movements were 
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as rapid as his own: who charged, as he 
would have done, at sight, and threw him- 
self, like a great missile from the sky, upon 
the flanks of the monster before it could 
turn upon him and rend him. Then came a 
flash of steel—but one stroke, and the fight 
was over. In the spot in which he had stood 
the boar collapsed and lay still, for the gash 
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gazing at her face, for in truth she was a 
very beautiful creature, and he had seen 
nothing like her before this day. Then he 
laughed aloud. 

“Blue Heaven! you are tightly fixed!” 
he said; “your dress will suffer—perhaps 
you can afford that—-it would take a week to 
free it without tearing.” 


> 


‘“ THEN CAME A FLASH OF STEEL.” 


that set free his fierce spirit was as deadly as 
one of his own, and quite as scientifically 
placed to attain its object. 

The man rose from his fallen victim—he 
had thrown himself full-length upon the 
beast in order to deal his blow. 

“Halloa!” he cried. ‘Where are you, 
wench? In a tree, I guess.” His eyes 
wandered over the tree-tops around. 

“I am here in the thorn bush,” said 
Amalia. “ Help me out, for I cannot 
move !” 

“By all the saints—a lady!” exclaimed 
the youth. ‘Himmel! and this fellow has 
been busy, I see—two fine dogs and a good 
horse. You are probably a lady of the Court 
—how came you hunting alone ? ” 

“T followed poor Kaiser and Kronprinz 
here,” she explained ; “they are favourites of 
mine. Slash the branches with your knife— 
I cannot move!” 

The man cleared his way towards the 
prisoner, cutting and slashing at the thorns. 
He reached the centre of the bush, where 
she lay, and for a moment stood silent 
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“ Let the dress go, and pull me out!” she 
said ; “ I grow stiff.” 

He planted his feet firmly, standing over 
her, one foot on each side of her body, then 
he bent forward. 

“You must clasp your arms round my 
neck,” he said, “and hold tightly. Are you 
ready ? So, now I shall raise you.” 

She clung to his neck as she was bidden. 
He felt her breath upon his cheek and his 
lips almost touched her ear. When he spoke 
they did actually touch her. He tugged-— 
the thorns resisted and tore her smart riding- 
habit. ‘There were sounds of rents and the 
parting of fair cloth. “Oh, the waste of it!” 
he exclaimed, and the Princess laughed. 

“Stop, do not attempt to walk through the 
thorns!” he said; “we will do it this way.” 
With the words he placed a hand under her 
shoulders and another under her knees, 
carrying her easily out of prison; he waded 
through the thorns unharmed in his long, 
leathern thigh-boots. He set her down with 
a sigh, having softly kissed, on the sly, the 
hair about her little ears. 
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“There,” he said; “you are safe. You 
blew your horn at the right moment. If he 
had been facing me I should have had more 
difficulty with him—you are a brave wench 
and no fool.” 

“Thank you,” Amalia laughed; “you, 
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the little glove, and kissed the white hand 
with devotion. 

“Lord, you are pretty!” he said. “What 
is your name, lady—you must be a lady, or 
near it—perhaps ar attendant at the Court ?” 

Amalia smiled. 





‘WHAT IS YOUR NAME, LADY?” 


too, are brave, and a match in strength 
for any man or boar, by your appear- 
ance. Who are you?—your service shall 
be repaid.” 

“I am Fritz Schumacher, and I am the 
latest appointed of His Highness’s foresters. 
Though latest appointed, I shall soon show 
myself as good as the oldest jaeger he 
employs. ‘fou need not repay me unless 4 

“ Unless what? ” she asked, as he paused. 
“ You have done me a great service, Fritz — 
name your reward !” 

“ You are a lady, I think, therefore I dare 
not ask that which I should otherwise have 
claimed, which would be to kiss your lips. 
I ask to kiss your hand.” 

Amalia stretched out her hand, laughing. 
“ First take off the glove, and keep it if you 
like,” she said. Fritz did so. He pocketed 
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“Yes; I attend the Court,” she said. 

“Tt is a kind of service, just as mine is,” 
said Fritz; “in a manner we are equals then, 
though I can see you are better born than I, 
probably also better educated. Still, if you 
were one of the higher class of ladies you 
would not deign to speak to me, therefore 
I trust we are nearer equals than I first 
thought.” 

“What do such things matter?” she 
laughed. ‘Come, we will be equals, and 
you shall give me some of the food you 
probably carry in that wallet. I perish with 
hunger.” 

“ No, it is empty; but my hut is close at 
hand—if you will come there we will share 
my dinner—there is a rabbit stewing and a 
kartoffel or two baking in the oven.” 

Together they walked through the forest, 
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talking pleasantly. They made a handsome 
pair, the stalwart Jaeger and the fair girl 
holding up a sadly tattered riding-skirt. 

“Come, you shall dish up the stew,” said 
Fritz, as they entered the hut. “ Perhaps you 
can toss up an omelet—there are eggs in the 
basket.” But Amalia confessed with a laugh 
that she was ignorant of cooking į moreover, 
she made so poor a job of the dishing-up that 
Fritz laughed aloud and took the stewpan 
from her. . 

“That will never do!” he said; “you 
will have to learn to cook, if——” Amalia 
laughed merrily. 

“Tf what?” she asked. 

“If you wish to make a good housewife. 
A man needs a woman who can make him 
comfortable. If I marry I shall seek such a 
one. Does not your mistress require you to 
know these things? At any rate, your 
husband will, if you get one.” 

“Then I must learn,” said Amalia; “that 
is clear.” 

“If you did, and if you were willing, we 
two might come together one day,” said 
Fritz; “if you are not too proud, I am not.” 

Amalia sighed. “Is it better to marry for 
love or for expedience ?” she said. 

“Oh, love comes soon enough, if it’s 
wanted ; find a helpmate that suits, that is 
the first thing.” 

“ And you think that I should suit you?” 
she continued. 


“ Maybe— Heaven only knows! You 
must first learn to be a housewife.” 

“ But would love be sure to come? ” 

“ Easily, so far as I am concerned. I feel 


already somewhat attracted towards you ; 
you are not ill-looking and you are not 
proud—I hate women who are stuck up. 
My father is a pastor in Neustadt ; I am of 
good connection, I can write and read, and 
in forestry I have no superior. You might 
do worse than marry Fritz the forester. We 
need not be in a hurry—we will think of it 
and meet again.” 

“That must be to-morrow, then, for the 
day after that I depart for awhile,” said 
Amalia; “ maybe for a long while.” 

“Then to-morrow; it is a pity you are 
going, but if you are long away we can 
consider the matter all the longer; such 
things should not be done in haste. Let us 
meet to-morrow. Meanwhile I will walk 
with you towards home.” 

They walked homewards together, and, as 
Amalia glanced from time to time at the 
handsome face and stalwart form at her 
elbow, she sighed. Many of his strangely 
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independent and masterful sayings caused 
her to smile, though she liked to hear such 
things, being herself a votary of sturdy 
independence. But she sighed again after 
he had left her, and she watched him stride 
away through the forest with eyes which 
looked very softly after him. 

On the morrow the Princess did not join 
the hunt; or if she did, she soon galloped 
away. She headed for the forester’s hut, where 
she hoped to see Fritz—but he was absent. 

Then Amalia—who had meanwhile spent 
an hour of study in the art of cooking, the 
head cook of the palace superintending her 
efforts—set to preparing food which she had 
brought. She made up the wood fire and 
put to roast a- fine capon; she prepared eggs 
for a sweet omelette, but would not make it 
until the time should come to eat it. Fritz 
presently entered. He stared in surprise 
and admiration. 

“ Himmels- Wunder /” he exclaimed; “then 
you knew how to cook after all?” 

“No,” she said ; “I have learned this much 
in one night. Do I promise well ?” 


“ TVunderschon!” he exclaimed, with 


fervour. “I see you have the desire to 
improve. That is what is best of all ina 
wife. Iam sure I might do worse than take 


you!” Fritz laughed loudly and ate vora- 
ciously, praising the food continually. 

After the meal the two walked into the 
forest for an hour. They sat beneath the 
shade of an oak tree and chatted ; the after- 
noon passed pleasantly enough. 

At four Amalia rose to return, and Fritz 
accompanied her ; she was strangely silent 
and melancholy, and her companion was not 
much merrier than she. For she had said 
that after to-morrow he would see her no 
more, and when he had replied that, oh, she 
would return very quickly, she shook her 
head and said: No, she thought not so, for 
she was going far away across the sea. 

“Whither?” he asked, heavy of heart. 
And she replied, “Into slavery,” and would 
not explain her meaning. 

“At any rate, to-morrow we meet,” he 
said, “and you shall then say all that is in 
your mind. Meet me, as to-day, in the 
forest, and we will dine together.” 

But Amalia replied, “It is impossible—I 
have duties. This is the last time we shall 
speak.” 

And though Fritz asked again and again 
for explanation she would give none, except- 
ing that she was not her own mistress, and 
must go whither she was sent and do that 
which she was told to do. 
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“ Are you then slaves at Court?” he said. 
“Far better leave it and come to me in the 
forest.” 

“Heaven knows—-maybe that would be 
the happier way,” she said. “But it is a 
way which may never be.” 

“ Perhaps there is one at Court whom you 
love but who will not have you?” suggested 
Fritz. The girl laughed sadly. 

“Oh, no,” she said; “I do not love Court 
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stand you,” said Fritz. ‘I suppose I have a 
simple mind; but it seems toyme that no 
person need for ever continue in a way that 
he or she hates. Is your father, then, such 
a tyrant ?” 

“He means well by me; maybe he is the 
wiser—God knows !” 

“Yet he insists upon your living at 
Court, though you hate it. Bauer Himmel! 
What sort of a kind father is that?” 





“SHE TOOK A LITTLE PACKET FROM HER LAP AND DROPPED IT FROM THE CARRIAGE.” 


folk, though it is my destiny to live at 
Court.” 

“ But not always ?” 

“ Always.” 


“You speak in riddles; I cannot under- 
Vol. xxi.—37. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


The conversation languished after this, and 
presently Amalia bade him come no farther. 

“ But where do we meet to-morrow?” he 
said ; “you haye promised that I shall at 
least see you !” 
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“Stand at the great lamp-post by the 
Platz Albertstadt,” she said, “and watch the 
procession pass by—I shall be in one of the 
carriages, and I will recognise you——” 

“What procession is that?” said Fritz, 
and she explained, with a droop of the voice 
and a dimming of the eye, that she spoke of 
the wedding procession of the Princess. 

“ Oh, that is to-morrow?” said Fritz. “I 
had forgotten—the poor lady—they say she 
marries against her will, for politics.” 

“They say so,” said Amalia, softly ; ‘ fare- 
well, Fritz. I shall not forget our meeting in 
the forest, nor yet the service you did me; 
I shall remain your friend, and when I think 
of my dear, dear forest, which I love, I shall 
think of you as a part of it.” 

“Then you will love me also and come 
back to me?” said Fritz; but she smiled and 
shook her head, and a tear that was in her 
eye got shaken out of it and lay upon her 
cheek. 

The forester went home with an aching 
heart: it ached he knew not why. 

“I suppose I am sorry for the poor lady,” 
he reflected ; “thank God, I am a forester 
and free.” 

He went at noon next day to watch: the 
procession, taking his stand at the huge 
lamp-post that stands in the centre of the 
Albertstadt Square. There was no great 
crowd here, for people preferred to stand 
in the narrower streets where they would 
obtain a better view of the procession. <A 
few stragglers there were, however, even here, 
and with these Fritz conversed. Men and 
women alike spoke kindly and sorrowfully of 
the Princess. 

“These political marriages are cruel,” was 
the general opinion; “and she is so sweet 
and lovable. Oh, the pity of it!” 

“ Nevertheless,” said some, “she may yet 
be happy—God knows --for it is said that the 
Kronprinz of Blitzenburg, her fancé, wor- 
ships the ground she walks on.” 

“These Royalties have no hearts! What 
does it matter?” said others, and again, 
“It is better to be free to love whom one 
will, and to live one’s own life!” A senti- 
ment in which Fritz cordially concurred. 

Then the procession hove in sight, and 
people settled themselves in a loose line to 
watch it. 

First came troops.—fine, mounted soldiers, 
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whose appearance caused the spectators to 
“Oh!” and to “ Ah!” in admiration. 

Then came a choir of girls, who sang and 
scattered flowers for the horses of the 
Princess to crush and destroy with their 
hoofs as they passed over them. 

Next came the bridal carriage, and all the 
people whispered to one another, “It is 
she—see how lovely she looks”; and others 
murmured, “ Poor thing—only look at the 
bridegroom ! What kind of a man is that ?” 

Fritz saw her, and his heart gave a great 
bound. 

“Who is it? Who is it?” he muttered, 
nudging his neighbour. 

“Who is which—the lady in the carriage ? 
Why, the Princess, you fool. Off with your 
hat!” said the fellow. 

Fritz stood rooted, hat in hand; there was 
a dimness in his eyes and a shakiness about 
his knees which were strangers to his stalwart 
economy. The Princess sought among the 
people as she passed, and when she saw him 
her eyes softened as for a moment they 
lingered upon his face. Then she took a 
little packet from her lap and dropped it 
from the carriage. When the carriage had 
gone by, and Fritz still stood, dazed and 
stupid, staring after it, someone picked up 
this packet, almost under the very wheels of 
the following carriage. 

“ To the Forester Fritz,” he read out. 

“That is I,” said Fritz, automatically; 
“give it to me.” 

“Lord! a present from the Princess. 
You are a lucky man; how come you by a - 
present from the Princess ? ” 

“ And ‘he did not even know her for Her 
Highness,” said another. 

“T__] did her a service. I did not know 
it was the Princess. I am the Forester Fritz 
—there was a boar, you see, and I saved her 
life—give me the packet.” 

Fritz did not open his treasure until he 
reached his own hut. When he did so he 
found two things. One was a rose, half 
faded, which he recognised as the flower she 
had worn yesterday; the other was a packet 
of bank-notes, upon the envelope of which 
were written the words—‘ For the House- 
wife on her Marriage Day.” 

He put the money away in a drawer— 
“You may have to wait a good while,” he 
said. 
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A Potato-Peeling Competition. 
By H. G. 
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ae} HIS is an age of competition 
X 3 
3.9%) and the survival of the fittest. 
s Individuality is regarded as 
the sine gud non to win success. 
No matter what the position, 
from Premier of an Empire 
right away down to Champion Potato-Peeler 
of a mighty city, the struggle to reach either 
lofty pinnacle only varies comparatively. 

Such a reflection was almost certain to 
occur to the spectator of one of the most 
novel and withal amusing contests ever 
organized in London. 

The well-known catering firm of “ Pearce 
and Plenty” owns the distinction of pro- 
viding food on a marvellously cheap scale to 
a certain class of the vast London public. 
The number of “sausages and mashed” 
which the score or so of “ Pearce and Plenty ” 
establishments are daily called upon by their 
hungry patrons to serve over the counter 
is—weil, appalling! Other similarly satis- 
factory dainties are quite beyond counting. 
But it will be sufficient for the purposes of 
this article to state that over 2,500 tons of 
potatoes are cooked and sold by this firm 
alone in a year. 

Each of the many depéts of delectable 
dishes has its staff of lads, whose sole work 
throughout the day, from nine o’clock in the 
morning until seven in the evening, is potato- 
peeling. They are paid about 8s. a week, 
with an allowance for each hundredweight of 
potatoes they may peel in the six days. 
Pearce’s employ about eighty boys to peel 
their potatoes, of which about fifty tons are 
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used in a week, while some of the boys can 
peel 7olb. in an hour. 

As an additional inducement to make 
nimble fingers acquire more speed, once a 
year there is held a competition, open to the 
smartest of the potato-peeling brigade. Only 
those who have seen the boys at work in 
such a contest can form an adequate idea of 
their dexterity. 

It was on a wintry evening that the writer 
made the best of his way to “Pearce and 
Plenty’s ” depôt in Clerkenwell Road. It was 
past the hour when customers are served, and 
although the great hall of “’a’penny mugs 
and doorsteps” was almost empty, there still 
hovered around the place an air of activity. 
Attendants hurried from mysterious cup- 
boards and passages, each laden with a huge 
bucket of tubers ev route for the scene of the 
coming battle. Outside the doors groups of 
boys, competitors and their mates, waited 
restlessly for the signal to enter and start 
business. There was no mistaking the lads 
who had been chosen to display the activity 
of their muscles in the gentle art. Each 
carried his expectant anxiety written plainly 
on his features —for were not the prizes worth 
winning? A bright golden sovereign for the 
champion and five other amounts of less sub- 
stantial value for runners-up. 

“You'll win that quid, ole man!” each 
knight of the scraper was solemnly assured 
by his particular chums. 

Soon the arena was ready, and, at a word, 
the boys filed in to their seats. ‘They 
numbered fourteen, coming from all parts of 
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London, north, south, east, and as far west as 
Charing Cross. Not more than two boys 


were allowed to enter from any branch ` 


restaurant. . 
When they had 
stripped and got into 
war-paint they looked 
a smart, determined 
lot of youngsters. 
Before each were two, 
buckets, one packed 
with 28lb. of potatoes 
“in their jackets,” 
the other gaping 
open to receive the 
tubers peeled and 
ready for the boilers. 
A special knife, 
guarded to prevent 
wastage in peeling, 
was gripped in the 
right hand of each 
eager competitor. 
Around them on 
every side were visi- 
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the word to “go!” Swift as the race-horse 

at the fall of the flag fourteen pairs of 

willing hands shot into action. The battle 
had begun! The in- 
visible gallery out- 
side, in some mys- 
terious way becoming 
aware that the fun 
had started, cheered 
boisterously. 

Splash — splash — 
splash! No sooner 
had the boys gripped 
their tubers and set 

'à their scrapers flying 
` than it appeared to 
the spectators that 
the creamy spheres 
and oblongs began 
to drop into the 
yawning buckets of 
water that stood 
before every boy. 
The chippings of 
peel flew about in 








tors, come to look on 
and enjoy the scene. 
At the backs of some 
of the young scrapers 
stood a friend, ready with wise counsel and 
cheery chaff to encourage his “pal.” Outside 
in the street an excited “gallery,” for whom 
there was no entrance to the show, could be 
heard yelling cries of inspiration to their 
more favoured companions. 

A hush came over everything as Mr. Pearce, 
senior, stepped into the space separating the 
two long rows 
of competi- 


EACH OF THESE BUCKETS CONTAINS THE 28LB. OF 
POTATOES TO BE PEELED BY EACI! COMPETITOP, 
From a Photograph. 


showers. To and fro 
flashed the knives in 
the expert hands of 
the young shavers. 

“ Splash, splash, splash!” went the peelings 
into the water, into which they continuously 
dropped from the hand that gripped another 
“brownie” almost as soon as the peeled one 
had left it. Fourteen deft young hands 
whirled the sharp scrapers, sending forth 
fourteen showers of peelings. Could they 
possibly keep up such marvellous dexterity 
throughout the 
entire task of 
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tors, and 
read the rules. 
The winning 
of a prize not 
only depended 
on speed, he 
pointed out, 
but there were 
two indepen- 
dent judges 
present who 
would after- 
wards inspect 
the work done, 
and award 
points to those 
whose potatoes 
were well peeled throughout, leaving no 
“ black eyes ” or other blemishes. 

Precisely at eight o'clock Mr. Pearce gave 
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KNIVES USED IN THE COMPETITION, 


"S| a quarter of a 
hundred- 
weight of 
“nobbly 
ones”? It 
certainly 
seemed to be 
impossible. 

It was inter- 
estingto notice 
the styles of 
some of the 
various boys. 
Some people 
imagine that 
there is only 
one way of 
peeling a potato. There are at least half-a- 
dozen. A boy who moved his scraper like a 
needle of a sewing-machine at work, and 
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who proved to be the fastest peeler in the 
company, gripped each potato with his left 
hand and placed it against a bit of board 
fitted into the top portion of his apron, just 
below the neck. Holding the potato firmly 
against the board, he scraped inwards with a 
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A few taps of the point of the knife, and 
hey, presto! “eyes” flew about the place 
like a hailstorm. This youth, whose name 
is Hazell, and who came from Pearce’s 
Lambeth Hill branch, must prove an excel- 
lent example to his fellow-peelers. 
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stroke as unerring as a steam-hammer. A 
large potato, weighing 2lb., passed through 
his hands in 4 3-5sec. This youngster’s 
dexterity in extracting “eyes” was wonderful. 
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Another style of peel-removal to be seen 


was the holding of the potato firmly against 
the lower part of the bent right knee, scraping 
inwards, 


This position gives more leverage 
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to the arm, but necessitates the bending of 
the body, the operator being almost doubled 
up. Such a style must prove ruinous to the 
physique of a young lad if practised through- 





THE POSITION ADOPTED BY J. GODDARD, THE FIRST PRIZE 
From a) WINNER. (Photograph. 


out the length of a working day. It gained 
the boy a first prize, hoeven so it is certainly 
rapid and cleanly. 

Another dexterous style is to hold the 
tuber upon the upper portion of the leg, 
paring outwards to the right. ‘The style 
chiefly practised during the evening by many 
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hand and pared outwards as a man whittles 
a stick. 

There was tremendous excitement amongst 
the competitors, and a yell from the invisible 











THE POSITION ADOPTED BY W. PRITCHAKD, THE SECOND 
Froma] PRIZE WINNER. [Photograph. 


“gallery,” when the boy Hazell, with a 
triumphant chuckle, turned his empty bucket 
upside down and shouted, “ Done, sir!” He 
had peeled 28lb. of potatoes in 18min. 25sec. 
Truly, a wonderful spell of work. His face 
was scarlet and the perspiration streamed 
from his brow as he finished. As, however, 
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of the boys was the old-fashioned method — 
adopted with success by the second prize 
winner—of gripping the potato in the -left 
palm and paring the peel towards the wrist. 
Others held the ‘“‘nobbly ones” in the left 
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his peeling hardly came up to the standard 
of cleanliness, he was only allowed the third 
prize. The second boy, Goddard, of Vic- 
toria Hall depòt, completed his 28lb. one 
minute and a half later, the others follow- 
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ing at intervals varying from one to five 


minutes. 


When all had finished, each boy’s work 
was turned out for inspection by the judges, 
who duly decided that for excellence in clean 


peeling, irrespective 
of time occupied, J. 
Goddard, of Victoria 
Hall, was entitled to 
first place, and W. 
Pritchard to the 
second. 

Although there 
was no band to 
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THE JUDGE DECIDING ON THE BEST-PEELED HEAP, 
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play “See the Conquering Heroes Come” 


as Goddard and Pritchard made their way 





J- GODDARD, FIRST PRIZE WINNER (ON THE RIGH1), AND 
W. PRITCHARD, SECOND PRIZE WINNER, 
From a Photograph. 


to .the street, they received a vociferous 
round of applause from 
forces of the invisible “gallery” and the 


the combined 
visitors. 

The writer desires 
to acknowledge the 
courtesy of Mr. 
Pearce in enabling 
the accompanying 
photographs to be 
taken under difficult 
circumstances. 
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a “Mortunes,” “A Prin- 
” cessof Vascovy,” ete. 


tember when he descended 
on London, and in his own 





an impression there. 

He was small and chunky 
built, with a cheerful little face like a winter- 
kept apple, a hopeful blue eye, and small, 
grey side-whiskers, and there was something 
about him which made you say “ Horse!” 
the moment you set eyes on him. 

The impression he made on P.C. 42 at 
Ludgate Circus was fairly representative of 
the impression he created elsewhere. 

When he had stood for three mortal days 


alongside the obelisk there, P.C. 42, who' 


had been keeping a wary eye on him to see 
what mischief he was up to, remarked jocu- 
larly from the height of his  six-feet-two : 
“ Lost something ? ” 

And the little man turned the apple face 
up to him and said, “ Well, yes, I have.” 

“ Horse ?” asked P.C. 42, instinctively. 

“No, a man.” 

“Come up to look for him ?” 

“Well, yes, I have.” 

“Hope to find him ?” 

“ Well, yes, I was hoping to.” 

“ Expect to find him on a ’bus ?” 
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“ Well, I did rather, or maybe a cab.” 


“I see,” said P.C. 42. 
London.” 

“Its bigger’n I thought.” 

“Well,” said P.C. 42, slowly setting himself 
in motion towards a kink in the traffic, 
“ hope you'll find him.” 

“'Thank’ee,” said the little man, and turned 
his search-lights on a white Road Car which 
P.C. 42 had just quarantined with his fore- 
finger. 

“I reckon you'll know the hosses on this 
route pretty well by this time,” said P.C. 42, 
as he sauntered back after releasing his 
capture. 

“Know every one of ’em already,” said 
the little man, with a short, pleased laugh. “I 
reckonise ’em quicker’n I do the drivers.” 
~ “Ah!” said P.C. 42. “I thought you 
knew a hoss when you saw one. An’ who is 
it you’re looking for ?” 

“ A` young man that’s wanted at home very 
partic’lar.” 

“ An’ you think he'll be driving a hoss 
somewhere in London?” 

“ That’s it,” said the little man, eagerly. 

“ Big place, London,” said P.C. 42, oracu- 
larly, once more. “Tried the Bank? Heap 
o’ ’buses there.” 


“ Big place, 


” 
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“ Aye; I was a week there.” 

“Tried the Elephant ? ” 

The little man looked up at him sharply, 
but, seeing no hint of humour in the official 
face, said, “ No.” 

“ Heap o’ ’buses there, too.” 

“ Where’s it?” 

“Cross the water—straight down there.” 

“Thank’ee ; Ill do that next.” 

By degrees every policeman at every grand 
junction of the ways came to know him, and 
one and all regarded him with benevolent 
enjoyment as the man who was looking for a 
man in London and really hoping to find 
him. One and all they would have helped 
him if they could, but as he alone knew 
whom he was seeking, the most they could 
do for him was to pass a cheery word of 
greeting whenever they met, and to keep out 
of their faces any suspicion of a doubt as to 
his ultimate success. 

If he disappeared for a day or two from 
their beats they only supposed him gone else- 
where, and when he turned up again it was :— 

“ No luck yet?” 

And the little man would reply, cheerfully, 
“No luck yet. But he’ll come.” 

But when at times he disappeared from his 
various beats, and the policemen supposed 
him to be trying pastures new, they might 
have surprised him very far afield indeed. 

If, by chance, they had wandered so far 
away themselves, which they never did, they 
might have seen the little man hie him away 
to King’s Cross Station about twice in each 
month and take a third-class ticket there, and 
after a two hours’ run get out of the train at 
a station where he was evidently well known. 
For the station-master, as soon as he had got 
rid of the train and was his own man again, 
would come up to him with a thin veneer of 
concern overlying a thick substratum of com- 
passionate superiority in his face, and ask, 
“No news yet, Mr. Long?” and the little 
man would shake his head and say, “No 
news yet, Mr. Brown ; but we'll find him all 
right,” and would look as if he really believed 
it. At which the station-master would shake 
his head doubtfully and stand gazing after 
the little man with nothing but compassion 
in his face as he pressed sturdily along the 
way to the village. 

Beyond the village he would turn in at a 
pair of great iron gates, and a little, bright- 
faced woman, who was always waiting in the 
doorway of the trim stone lodge, would 
greet him with a cheerful :-— 

“Well, Bob, my man, here you are, and 


glad I am to see you. I’m always thinking 
Vol. xxi.—38. 
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of you being’ run over in them London 
streets. No nėwsiyet?” 

“No news yet, Lisbeth,” the little man 
would say. “You all right ? ” 

“ Right as a trivet, my man. Only anxious 
about you—and him. Do you really think 
there’s any hope of finding him, Bob ?” 

“I’m not going to give it up yet, Lisbeth. 
London’s a mighty big place, you know. 
Let’s have some tea. I haven’t tasted any- 
thing as good as your tea and crumpets since 
I saw you last. ‘There’s no one in London 
can do ’em equal to you, old girl.” 

And tea was always just ready and the 
crumpets done to a turn, and over them Bob 
told his wife all the disappointing wonders of 
the time since his last visit. And his wife 
would listen with her eyes and mouth so very 
wide open that Bob always got the lion’s 
share of the crumpets, which was just exactly 
what the astute old lady intended. 

And after tea Bob would stroll up the 
darkening avenue among the firs and rhodo- 
dendrons till it opened out in a great sweep 
before a mighty grey stone house which lay 
with closed eyes waiting for one to come and 
awaken it, and he for whom it lay waiting 
was lost in the wilds of London or elsewhere. 
And Bob Long, in spite of his hopeful looks 
and words, began to have a fear deep down 
in his little heart of gold that he was lost for 
ever. 

So, now and again, when no one was 
about, he would heave a mournful sigh as he 
gazed at the beautiful old house, and then 
he would go round to the stables and rattle 
the boys up, just to keep his hand in and to 
feel his own grip. For there never was a 
fault he could find, since the boys were all of 
his own up-bringing, and every soul about 
Cleserest loved a horse next to himself, 
unless someone else happened to stray in 
between. 

And whenever he went to the stables there 
came tripping out from the big house, as 
soon as she heard he was there, a dainty 
little lady wearing dark robes and a wistful 
face, and at sight of her old Bob’s hat came 
off and his heart was sore as he stood bare- 
headed before her, and to her anxious “ No 
news, Bobalong ?” he always replied, cheerily, 
“Not yet, Miss Mary, but it’s a mighty 
big place, London, and it takes a lot o’ 
working through. Nothing from the lawyers, 
I suppose, miss ?” 

“Nothing, Bobalong. They've been 
advertising now for six months, and it’s all 
done no good. I’m beginning to be afraid 
he’s dead, Bobalong.” 
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“Not a bit of it, missy. Master Charles 
ain’t the kind to go and die like that just 
when we want him so bad.” 

He felt himself that it was rather weak as 
an argument, and Mary Cleserest only shook 
her head as though it did not carry absolute 
conviction to either heart or mind. 

“You're going back, Bobalong?” she 
would ask, wistfully. 

“Why, of course, missy. I’m going to go 
on looking till I find him,” the old man 
would say, so sturdily that Mary always felt a 
trifle comforted in spite of herself. She said 
to herself that she was afraid it was hopeless 
and that her brother was dead, but in any 
case she wasn’t going to be beaten in hope- 
fulness by old Bobalong. 

It was three years since her brother 
Charles fell in love with Margaret Sannox, 
her governess and very dear friend. And 
when Sir Geoffrey in due course caught them 
at it, and expressed his feelings to the verge 
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*“SIR GEOFFREY CAUGHT THEM.” 


of apoplexy, Charles replied in the Cleserest 
spirit, and was promptly given his choice 
between home and sweetheart, and without a 
moment's hesitation chose the latter. And 
so, at much shorter notice than she could 
legally have claimed, Charles and Margaret 
disappeared from Cleserest, and not one 
single word had she heard of them since. 
For the furious old gentleman, forgetting his 
gentlemanliness in his fury, tore up every 
letter that appeared in the mail-bag in either 
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Charles’s or Margaret’s writing, no matter to 
whom it was addressed, and so in course of 
time he had no more letters to tear up, and 
the parting was complete. 

Then the old man died and Geoffrey his 
son reigned in his stead. And Cleserest 
breathed more peacefully and lived in hopes 
of seeing Master Charles once more. For 
they all loved him dearly, from old Mrs. 
Dane, the housekeeper, to old Jezebel, the 
mother of goats, who for three years had 
rooted dolefully in odd corners of the stables 
in search of him, and still ruminated with fixed, 
glassy stare and slow-moving jaws on his sad 
defection. For Jezebel looked with doubt 
and suspicion on all the world, including her 
own kids after they had attained a certain 
age; but for one tall, bright-faced young man 
whom she had known from his and her 
youth she had a strange affection which even 
three years had not sufficed to wipe out. 

Brother Geoff did his best to right the 
wrong. He 
advertised, 
through the 
family lawyer, 
inthe London 
papers, but he 
might as well 
have saved 
his money, 
for neither 
Charles Clese- 
rest nor his 
wife was read- 
ing the papers. 
He, because 
he was out in 
the Soudan 
with his regi- 
ment and a 
broken heart. 
She, because 
she was lying 
peacefully under a smooth green mound 
in a quiet Hampshire churchyard. And 
the sturdy, blue-eyed boy, whose coming 
at such a cost had crushed his father’s 
life. was out at nurse with the land- 
lady of the farm near Christchurch where 
Charles and Margaret Sannox—for he had 
cast off the old name with the old life 
and had taken the name of her he loved 
more than anything on earth—were stopping 
at the time of their son’s birth. They had 
had a happy year together—life at its 
simplest and best, troubled only by thoughts 
of the separation from home and those they 
loved. Then the end came, swift and 
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sudden, just as life seemed brightening to its 
fullest. And when all was over, and Charles’s 
heart was buried in Christchurch-yard—so 
that, for the time being, there was no heart 
left for the crowing, blue-eyed boy, who 
seemed to him to exult in the mischief he had 
wrought—he turned into cash everything that 
was left him, save Margaret’s wedding-ring, 
paid for Charles Junior’s board and lodging 
for the next two years, left with the farm-wife 
a sealed envelope, to be opened in case of 


his own death, and enlisted in the 21st: 


Lancers. Eighteen months later he was in 
Egypt, and when the fighting-came at last he 
fought as men do fight when the ties have all 
been snapped and life is less than nothing to 
them. He got sorely damaged, and found 
cause for regret in that the damage was only 
partial and landed him in Netley instead of 
in the shallow trench at Omdurman. He 
would have preferred remaining in Egypt 
as a permanent addition to the country. 
Discharged at last—cured—he went over to 
Christchurch to look at his boy, and found 
him such a beauty that his heart shook off 
its sickness and woke to its responsibilities. 

Charles Junior adopted the big, quiet, 
brown-faced man at once, and delighted in 
him exceedingly. They stopped for a fort- 
night at the farm to complete the “cure,” and 
then it behoved them to find some means of 
livelihood. He turned to London, as a 
matter of course, and duly arrived there early 
in November, with as splendid a two-year-old 
boy as the whole of England could show, 
with a resected leg which unfitted him for 
any very active employment, a wounded lung 
which gave him pause now and again, and a 
pension of nothing a day. 

This part of Charles Cleserest’s story is 
so very commonplace that there is no need 
to enlarge upon it. He learned many 
things which he never forgot. He diligently 
answered many advertisements—in person, 
as a rule, in order to save the postage—and 
thereby came to the knowledge that there 
are a great many more people seeking places 
in this world than there are places wanting 
persons. He learned, too, that a University 
education, without practical experience in 
any special line, counts for less than nothing, 
and that, to the mind of a plain business 
man, military service unfits one who has 
bled for his country for the ordinary 
duties of civilized life. It’ was heart- 
breaking work, but the idea of applying for 
assistance at home—well, yes, it occurred to 
him certainly, but only to be kicked out 
4nstantly. He would sooner die. Cleserests 
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break, but never bend. He had done his 
duty in writing home after his marriage, and 
no single word had he or Margaret received 
in reply to their letters. We know why. 
They desired no communication with him. 
So be it. Unfortunately, he never set eyes 


‘on any single one of the lawyer's advertise- 


ments in the Zimes and Morning Post. He 
had very soon found that the most likely 
papers for advertisements within his compass 
were the Chronicle and Telegraph, and even 
in them he wasted no time on the personal 
columns. 

The thought of a commissionaire’s uniform 
began to haunt his dreams like a nightmare. 
Sooner drive a ’bus or a cab, a ’bus from 
choice as being less speculative. The idea 
grew upon him. He parted with almost all 
he had to raise the necessary five pounds 
and went along to Scotland Yard. As to 
his capabilities as a driver of horses there 
was not a moment’s doubt. 

“ Thats your own name?” asked the 
official who had witnessed his performance, 
glancing up at the bronzed, high-bred face as 
he handed him his documents. 

“Its the name I fought under at Omdur- 
man,” said Charles. 

“ What regiment? ” 

“21st Lancers.” 

“ Ah !—wounded ? ” 

“ Leg and back.” 

“If ever I can be of any service to you let 
me know,” and he handed his card to Charles, 
who thanked him for it. 

But as it was in the offices so it was here, 
and so it is everywhere. There were many 
more men wanting to drive ’buses than there 
were ‘buses to drive, and he had to wait his 
turn. Perhaps his friend at Scotland Yard 
put ina word for him, perhaps there fell a 
sudden mortality in the higher ranks of the 
profession. Anyhow, the call came just in 
time, and none too soon. He was down to 
his very last shilling when a letter came from 
the L.G.O. Co.’s yard-master telling him he 
could start work the following Monday 
morning. The shilling bridged the inter- 
vening days, and Charles the Younger, at all 
events, knew no lack in the matter of bread 
and milk. 

He was a sturdy little fellow, thanks to his 
life on the Hampshire farm, and his wants 
were of the simplest. He was a huge delight 
and a mighty consolation to his father, and 
was already developing an intelligent family 
interest in horses. They were great chums 
those two, and during those long days of 
waiting they tramped together through many 
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a mile of West-end streets and deserted 
parks, starting on four feet, and, as a rule, 
completing the journey on two. And if their 


pockets were empty their hearts were also 
light—one of them, at all events, and the 





“THEY WERE GREAT CHUMS.” 


other was not going to be beaten by a two- 
year-old—and the love that grew between 
them was very strong and very true and very 
beautiful. So deep and sweet a thing was it 
to one of them, that had choice lain between 
all that the world could give him and the 
little curly head that lay on the pillow beside 
him at night and laughed into his eyes in the 
morning with eyes that were so very like 
those other eyes that had gone, he would 
have counted the world well lost compared 
with the love of the bright-faced boy. 

And so if their life was narrow it was also 
very wide, and no man’s life is the worse for 
having passed under the yoke. 

And all this time little Bob Long, autocrat 
of the stables at Cleserest, was searching the 
great scattered haystack of London for this 
missing needle, with the patience and dogged 
perseverance of a self-willed old man who, 
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having got an idea into his head, refused to 
have it beaten out of him by so small a thing 
as simple want of success. 

Bob Long — Bobalong always to the 
Cleserest children—had taught Geoff and 
Charles and Mary to ride as soon as their 
tiny legs could stretch across a saddle or curl 
round a pommel. When Charles disappeared 
he sorrowed greatly, but could do no more. 
When Sir Geoffrey died, 
and Brother Geoff came 
to the throne and 
showed every wish to 


heal the breach and 
recover the fugitive, 
Bob’s hopes rose. 


Then Geoff himself was 
killed in the hunting- 
field ten days before his 
wedding - day, and the 
discovery of Charles 
became an imperative 
necessity. 

Bob’s great idea came 
into his mind during 
one of many discussions 
he had with Mary 
Cleserest about that 
time. Mary, knowing 
nothing of the causes 
of it, had wondered 
much at the never once ' 
broken silence of her 
dear Charles and her 
almost equally dear 
Margaret Sannox. 
When their father died 
her entreaties had urged 
Geoff to continuous 
exertions for the discovery of the wanderers. 
But nothing came of it all. Many times she 
and Bob discussed the matter. 

“I cannot think how they can be living, 
Bobalong,” said Mary, “for Charles had. 
nothing of his own and cannot have taken 
much with him, and I cant imagine what 
work he could do.” 

“ There’s not many knows as much about 
horses as he does, Miss Mary,” said Bob, 
with conviction. 

“Yes, of course he knows horses,” mused 
Mary, “but I don’t see how that would help 
him, Bob.” 

“ London’s a mighty big place for horses, 
missy. I’ve heard say that the Earl of Beltress, 
Lord Kaskerton he was then, drove a hansom 
in London for three months once ? 

“ Oh, Bobalong, you don’t think our dear 
Charles is driving a hansom ? ” 
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“He might do worse, missy, but we'll 
hope he’s doing better.” 

“My poor Charles!—and Margaret! I 
wonder why they never wrote to me!” 

“Maybe, Miss Mary———” began Bob, 
who had not served the old baronet for forty 
years without getting a pretty shrewd insight 
into his character. 

‘Maybe what, Bobalong?” asked Mary, 
when he drew rein. 

“Tve heard tell of letters not getting 
through to people,” said Bob, sturdily. 

“Why, what do you mean, Bobalong ?” 

“ Well, it wasn’t like Mr. Charles never to 
write to you, now was it, missy ?” 

“No, Bobalong, it wasn’t, and I can’t 
understand why he didn’t.” 

“Well, maybe he did and maybe the 
letters was lost.” 

“Td sooner think that than that he’d 
never written.” 

“ Of course, missy. 'T’d just think it, if I 
was you. Can’t do no harm anyway.” 

A few days later he came to her with a 
request. 

“You're not greatly needing me at pre- 
sent, Miss Mary?” She was not, for in the 
stress of her bereavements—the sudden death 
of Geoff and the uncertainty respecting 
Charles—she had no heart for visiting beyond 
her pensioners, whom her personal griefs 
allowed to suffer no lack. 

“T want to go to London,” continued 
Bob. 

“To London, Bobalong? ‘To look for 
Charles ?” 

“Yes, missy. It’s in my mind that I 
might find him there.” 

She felt very doubtful, knowing what a 
vast warren London was. But she would 
not show it. Any chance contained a spark 
of hope. 

“James Scath, he’s a good lad, and he'll 
keep things right in the stables and see to 
you as careful as I would myself. 7 

“ Nobody could do that, Bobalong ; but 
Jim is a good boy, and he can do all I 
want.” 

“And TIl come back every now and then 
to see things are going all right. I can’t sit 
still thinking of Mr. Charles, missy, and 
that’s a fact.” 

So Bob went to London and made the 
acquaintance of many ’bus and cab horses, 
and incidentally of their drivers and the 
drivers’ keepers—the gentlemen in blue. 
And as the months passed and there was no 
fruit for all his labours he began to grow 
doubtful, but would not show it; and Mary 
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began to grow doubtful, too, but would not 
for the world have let Bob imagine it. And 
so these two, with scarce a hope between 
them, still wore the semblance of it, each for 
the benefit of the other, and at times suc- 
ceeded in deceiving one another, and almost 
in deceiving themselves, into the belief that 
there was still room left for hope. 

It would have been much to be deplored 
if so faithful an endeavour and so steadfast a 
hope had had to go unrewarded. 

Charles had been put on a suburban cross- 
country route to begin with, and was steadily, 
and with an extremely cheerful heart, driving 
his ’bus between Acton and Hanwell, while 
little Bob Long was vainly lying in wait for 
him at Piccadilly Circus, and Ludgate Hill, 
and the Bank, and so, in the nature of things, 
they did not meet. 

Charles had taken lodgings out at Hanwell, 
and little Charles found no lack of fresh air 
and outdoor amusements, of a very juvenile 
character, of course, right along into the 
winter. The old woman in whose house 


‘they lived had taken to him mightily and 


watched over him with grandmotherly care. 
And Charles Cleserest, with the great house 
lying all asleep for want of its master, and 
many warm hearts aching to get word of him, 
found himself more than content—having no 
disturbing knowledge of these things-—in the 
fact that he was earning his living and paying 
his way, and that his boy was growing up 
strong and sturdy, and daily increasing in 
favour with man and the goddesses who ride 
on the tops of "buses. 

Just three days before Christmas one of the 
drivers on the main route from Hammersmith 
to Liverpool Street fell sick of rheumatics, 
and his ’bus was given tentatively to Sannox 
to see how he would manage the obstacle 
race to the City. ; 

He got along first-rate the first two 
days. It was on the third day, the after- 
noon of Christmas Eve, that he ran into 
a van at the corner of Old Bailey and 
took the hind wheel off as clean as a 
whistle; but Charles always maintains that 
the fault was in no wise his, and divides the 
honours between Bob Long and the van 
driver, with a bias in favour of Bob Long. 

For that day Charles had taken his boy 
along with him as a special Christmas treat, 
and little Charlie, well wrapped up in the 
front garden seat at his father’s right hand, 
surveyed the bustling crowds and the sparkl- 
ing shops with eyes stretched to the fullest, 
and came to the conclusion that London was 
a very great and wonderful place, and that 
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the boy who could see it all in this command- 
ing fashion from the top of his father’s ’bus 
was a fortunate boy indeed. 

It was a fine, clear day, with a feeble 
attempt at a smile from the sun and a suspi- 
cion of frost in the air, and little Charlie’s 
nose and cheeks were red with it, and those 
wide eyes of his twinkled like stars on a 
frosty night. It had been an adventurous 
time. A new and offensively officious 
checker had just held up the passengers 
and demanded their tickets or their lives, 
and finding Charlie without one had insisted 
on his paying his fare, which his father 
laughingly did for him, and Charlie informed 
the checker that he was a “ plug,” which was 
extremely rude of him, since the young man 
was only doing what he considered his duty. 

Then he had seen a Road Car horse come 
to grief as she tried to get a footing in Fleet 
Street, and though full of sympathy for her 
distress, yet since she belonged to the 
opposition line he had didactically pro- 
nounced her an old crock, in which he was, 
of course, quite 
wrong. But to 
Charlie there were 
never more than two 
decent horses on the 
strect, and those 
were the two his 
father happened to 
be driving at the 
time. 

Then their own 
attempt at resump- 
tion of progress 





under Ludgate Hill 
Bridge was attended 
with such scrabbling 
and snorting that 
the whole place 


echoed again. And Charlie's anguished 
eyes were glued so tightly to the bob- 
bing heads and plunging shoulders and 
straining flanks in front of him that he 
did not see a little man who had crept up the 
stairs and slid into the seat beside him. The 
little man’s face was shining in a way that 


shamed the sun, and he wriggled so on the seat 
that Charlie compressed himself into half his 
usual space in order to give him more room. 
But even that had no effect on the little man, 
who wriggled convulsively till the horses had 
recovered themselves, and it was just when 
they were passing the big butter-shop that he 
laid a hard little brown hand on Charles 
Cleserest’s shoulder and said, with a 
choke :— 
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“ Master Charles—Sir Charles, I mean— 
you are wanted at home.” 

“ Halloa, Bobalong! Is that you?” said 
Cleserest, as quietly almost as if he had been 
addressing his own conductor. But it is 
more than possible that the sudden use of 
the title—which told all Bobalong’s story — 
caused a momentary aberration, and so paved 
the way for the accident. For just then that 
extremely stupid van issued from Old Bailey 
and made an exhibition of itself by shedding 
its hind wheel in the very middle of Ludgate 
Hill, thereby blocking the traffic for a full half- 
hour, and exciting profanity enough to have 
thawed the roadways within the three-mile 
radius and to have brought out a blush on 
the dome of St. Paul’s. 

Cleserest saw the crowd and the policemen 
as in a mist, and gave his number as one in 
a dream, and it was not till they were safely 
in the swim again under lee of the big church 
that he woke up and said to old Bob :— 

“Ts that so, Bob? I’m sorry to hear it. 
Where’s Geoff ?” 






‘THE LITTLE MAN'S FACE WAS SHINING IN A WAY THAT 
SHAMED THE SUN,” 


“op 


roke his neck out hunting, five months 
ago, Master I mean, Sir Charles.” 

“ Poor old chap! Pm sorry.” 

“Youll come back with me at once, Sir 
Charles ? ” asked Bob, anxiously. Miss 
Mary she’s pining badly for you.” 

“ Poor little girl! This is my boy, Bob 
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along,” said Charles, as they came to a 
momentary stand in the backwater by the 
Bank. And Bobalong, who somehow had 
not thought of that possibility, metaphorically 
speaking went down on his knees to Charlie, 
and was very near to falling on his neck and 
kissing him, whereby he would have lost 
favour in that young man’s eyes. 

“This is a very dear old friend of mine, 
Charlie,” said his father. 

And Charlie stretched out his hand in its 
little black woollen glove and said, “ How 
do, sir?” and old Bobalong was put to it to 
keep from making a ridiculous exhibition of 
himself. 

“Yes, I'll come when I’ve finished the 
day’s work,” said Charles. “Where shall I 
meet you, Bob?” 

“I ain't a-going to let you out o' my sight 
again, Sir Charles, till I see you a-driving 
through the gates at Cleserest,” said the little 
man, laughing delightedly. ‘Over four 
months I’ve been looking for you, and find- 
ings is keepings, Sir Charles.” 

“TIl not run away,” said Charles. “ I shall 
be glad to see the old place again—if I’m 
wanted there——” and then he was silent and 
his face was very grave, and he narrowly 
escaped another collision as the thought of 
the dear one who had borne the yoke with 
him and who ought to have shared this en- 
largement came upon him ina surge of sorrow. 

At Liverpool Street Bob Long slipped off 
for five minutes and ran as fast as his legs 
could carry him to the telegraph office, and 
hurried back beaming, but full of anxiety 
lest the bus should have departed without 
him. But the ’bus was there all right. Its 
driver was in so brown a study that the con- 
ductor had already rung the bell three times 
to intimate that he was ready if the gentle- 
man with the ribbons was, and he was now 
coming up on deck to see what was the matter, 
and a burly policeman was shouting at him to 
know if he was going to stop there all day, 
and Charlie was beginning to tug at his arm. 
But Charles Cleserest’s thoughts were floating 
between the great house in Blankshire and 
the quiet, green mound in Christchurch- 
yard, and all that this news meant to him 
and all that it might have meant. And the 
sad thoughts overbore the glad thoughts, and 
he would have given it all for the clasp of 
Margarét Sannox’s hand and the deep, deep 
look of her loving brown eyes. 

Under the combined influences of the 
conductor and the policeman and Charlie he 
woke up to a sense of his responsibilities 
and drew the whip gently over his horses’ 
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flanks as Bob Long climbed up to his seat 
beside him again. 

They chatted quietly, and without further 
accident, all the way back to Hammersmith. 
But Charles had to make one more journey 
to the Bank and back before the day’s work 
was done, and Bob kept close to him all the 
time, and little Charlie fell asleep in Bob’s 
arms as they were going home for the very 
last time. 

Then Charles thanked the yard master for 
his kindness, and intimated his wish to give 
up his position, much to that gentleman’s 
surprise. 

“Find it too much for you?” he asked. 
‘Tis pretty tough in the City.” 

“Irs not that. I like it well enough. But 
I’ve got another call,” and the yard-master, 
looking at Bob Long, decided in his own 
mind that another prodigal was on his way 
home, and wondered somewhat at the 
remarkable difference that existed at times 
between fathers and sons. 

Then to Hanwell to get some special 
treasures, and then back to King’s Cross and 
away into the night, till little Charlie lost 
track of things, and only returned to a know- 
ledge of them as he was being carried by his 
father along the platform of a country station 
to a drag which stood outside with a pair of 
champing horses, well wrapped up in blankets, 
for they had been waiting a long time. 

At sight of them the man on the box 
touched his hat and grinned a welcome 
which he did not know how to put into 
words. And from the back of the drag there 
sprang a slight figure in black and furs, and 
leaped at the two Charleses with the cry of a 
hungry soul, and gathered them into a clinging 
embrace which told all its own story. 

“Will you drive, Sir Charles?” asked 
Bobalong, proudly. 

“Of course, Bob. Why, Jim, what a big 
boy you're getting ”—to the driver, who was 
scrambling down to give him his seat. “Now, 
Mary, my dear, up you come. Charlie, boy, 
hang on to your Aunt Mary. If you fall 
asleep again you'll tumble in among the 
horses and frighten them.” 

“ Where does this bus go to, dad?” the 
small boy asked, sleepily. 

“Home, my boy.” 

“That’s a good job,” said Master Charles, 
with little idea of the new and wonderful 
meaning the word would ever bear for him 
in future. 

They swept through the dark lanes at a 
pace that kept the small boy awake ; through 
the village, where every window was alight 
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“HOME !" 


and the good folks stood in their door- 
ways and shouted welcomes as they passed ; 
and so at last through the gates by the 
lodge where Mrs. Long stood curtsying 
triumphantly, with tears of joy and pride 
running down her face. For here was Mr. 
Charles come back to his own again, and it 
was all her Bob’s doing, when everybody else 
had failed. The light of Mrs. Long’s fire 
streaming across the drive and shining on the 
frost-rimmed leaves of the rhododendrons 
opposite was the cheerie-t thing Charlie had 
seen for many a day. He leaned forward 
from between his father and his aunt and 
stared into the cosy little house with longing 
eyes and asked :— 

“Is this home, dad ?” 

“ Its the beginning of it, my boy,” and he 
bent over and wrung Mrs. Long’s hand in a 
way that made the happy tears flow faster 
than ever. 
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Then they swept on 
up the winding avenue 
under the dark trees 
till they came to the 
great house of Clese- 
rest—asleep no longer, 
but very wide awake 
indeed; with hearty 
welcome beaming 
from every eye, and a 
great, warm river of 
light flowing out of the 
open doors and spark- 
ling like diamonds on 
the frosty gravel. And 
warmer and heartier 
still was the welcome 
of the eager faces 
clustered round the 
doorway to greet the 
master they all loved 
so dearly and feared 
they had lost. 


Charles Cleserest 
took little Charlie’s 
hand and his aunt 


took the other, and 
they drew him re- 
luctantly away from 
a critical observa- 
tion of the satin- 


skinned, foam-flecked 
horses which had 
whirled them along 


at so tremendous a 
pace, and between them they jumped him up 
the steps to his kingdom. 

They were passing in among the beaming 
faces and the hearty “God bless you, sir’s,” 
of the crowding servants, when the bells of 
St. Mary Beauly pealed out their sonorous 
Christmas greeting, and in a second Clearcote 
in the valley and Cottesloe on the hill were 
answering them, till all the pulsing blue vault 
was filled with the sound of their voices. 

“Whats ’at, daddie?” asked the small 
boy. 

“Tt is our welcome home, my boy,” and, 
in spite of the gladness of his home-coming, 
his face was grave and almost sad as he 
thought of her who had started with him on 
his journey and had travelled away beyond 
him. 

Then he lifted the boy and kissed him, 
and put him on his shoulder and carried him 
up into the home of his fathers. 
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The Story of a Great Disaster. 
By J. G. Rosins, F.R.G.S. 


—|N the 3rd November, 1893, 
ò| there occurred a very serious 
disaster at Santander, North 
Spain. Although the principal 
facts were reported at the time 
in our newspapers, nothing like 
a complete description of the disaster has 
ever before appeared. The purpose of this 
article is to supply, for the first time, a con- 
cise and consecutive account of what was 
not only a terrible but an almost unique 
accident. The facts were noted down 
from statements of eye-witnesses, and the 
accompanying photographs (all but the first) 
taken a few days after the occurrence. 

About two o’clock in the afternoon of the 
day in question the cargo of a steamer called 
the Cato Machichaco, lying at a wharf in the 
Harbour of Santander, was found to be on 
fire. The weather was beautifully fine, and 
much of the population had ventured out of 
doors to enjoy the sunshine. An alarm of 
fire naturally caused considerable excitement, 
and when it became known that a steamer 
was burning the quay-side was very soon 
thronged with interested crowds, who were 
congratulating themselves, all unconscious of 
danger, upon being able to obtain so excel- 
lent a view of so novel a sight. Dense clouds 
of smoke arose from the steamer and the 
fire burnt furiously. 
The local fire- 
brigade arrived, 
planted their 
engines upon the 
wharf, and at- 
tempted to extin- 
guish the fire, but 
their efforts were 
unavailing, and it 
became evident 
that there was no 
hope of saving the 
steamèr. 

There happened 
to be in the har- 
bour a Spanish 
liner (Alfonso 
XIII), and some 


men were sent in 








assistance. It was decided to make an 
attempt to flood the vessel and sink her, 
as the fire threatened to spread to the wharf 
and quay, and thus adjacent property would 
become endangered. Operations to this end 
had been begun, and efforts were being made 
to cut holes through the steamer’s side just 
below water-line, when (about 4.15 p.m.) a 
terrific explosion occurred, which blew the 
entire fore-part of the steamer to pieces and 
scattered its fragments and the remains of 
the burning cargo in all directions. Several 
hundred persons were killed or maimed (the 
exact numbers were never known); a large 
number of buildings were wrecked by the 
force of the explosion ; the town was set on 


‘fire in several places, and immense damage 


was done. 

The photograph showing the burning 
steamer was taken very shortly before the 
explosion by a local photographer, who had 
a narrow escape. Had he not left for his 
studio when he did this illustration would 
not have appeared. The view was taken 
from the end of a short wharf, similar to that 
to which the steamer is moored. ‘The piles 


of the latter wharf are visible above the 
water-line to the left of the steamer, whilst 
on the wharf are silhouetted the heads and 
shoulders of a crowd of persons who were 
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amongst those killed. On the right of the 
steamer can be seen the men from the liner 
engaged in their efforts to sink her. 

The question will naturally be asked : What 
was the cause of this explosion? And the 
answer can be given at once: Dynamite. 
But to the further questions : How was it that 
so dangerous a commodity was allowed to 
be in such a place? and being there, why 
was no warning given to the public ? no very 
satisfactory answers can be given, principally 
because all the persons who could throw 
material light 
upon the subject 
were killed. 

As is the case 
with all harbours 
of importance, 
there existed at 
Santander certain 
regulations con- 
cerning vessels 
with explosives on 
board. A couple 
of wharves, as far 
removed from 
valuable property 
as possible, were 
set apart for such 
vessels, and when 
berthed a red flag 
was required to 
be hoisted as a 
danger-signal. 
The harbour- 
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the vessel where the explosion took place, each 
case weighing something like a half-hundred- 
weight. The dynamite in the other hold, 
curiously enough, did not explode, but sank 
with the steamer and was afterwards re- 
moved. This was not accomplished without 
accident, as another (much smaller) ex- 
plosion occurred, attended with some loss of 
life. 

The second photograph was taken from 
the same spot as the first, but at low tide. 
It shows the steamer after the explosion, 











master was ex- From a) 
pected to see that 

these regulations were carried out. Un- 
fortunately he was one of the killed, as 
was also his deputy; neither can therefore 
give us his version of the story. 

It was commonly reported at first that the 
dynamite was contraband, but this proved to 
be incorrect, as the consignment was set 
forth in the ship’s manifest. Owing to an 
eight days’ quarantine outside the harbour 
the documents relating to her cargo had been 
received through the post, and its nature was 
known long before the vessel was berthed. 
She carried a miscellaneous assortment of 
goods, amongst which were 1,720 cases of 
dynamite intended for mining purposes, 
‘brought from the neighbouring port of 
Bilbao. The steamer was on a coasting 
voyage, and the explosive was consigned to 
Santander, Huelva, and Seville. The cases for 
Santander (twenty in all) had been removed 
before the accident. So far as could be ascer- 
tained, about 800 cases were in the fore-part of 
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{ Photogruph. 


lying in the mud. The fore-half is gone, - 
but the-rest remains, including (and this is 


»very extraordinary) one of the masts. 


As.to responsibility, one of two things 
seems. clear: either the harbour-master did 
not ascertain that the steamer was carrying 
dynamite, or, knowing it, did not take 
measures to send her to the danger-wharf. 

It was stated that the captain was in a 
café when informed of the fire, and someone 
who knew of the dynamite referred to it. 
The captain — outwardly, at any rate— 
ridiculed the idea of danger, saying that, 
though dynamite would explode under 
certain conditions, it would be consumed 
quite harmlessly by the fire, and, indeed, it 
is well known that dynamite, when not con- 
fined, can be burned without any danger 
from explosion. 

The captain was on his ship at the time of 
the accident and was destroyed with it, as 
were all his officers and crew except three. 
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EFFECT OF THE CONCUSSION 


Besides these, the local agent to the shipping 
company to which the Cabo Machichaco 
belonged was on board, and he and all his 
staff, excepting the office-boy, lost their lives. 

The precise manner in which the explosion 
came about can only be a matter of surmise. 
It may have been due merely to heat acting 
upon the explosive when confined closely in 
cases ; or to concussion, caused by some of 
the cargo falling ; or to the operations of the 
men from the liner whilst breaking a hole 
through the side of the steamer. 

A number of firemen on the wharf and on 
the vessel were killed and their appliances 
destroyed. Amongst other victims were the 
Governor of San- 
tander, an official 
of marine affairs, 
the chief engineer | 
for ports and light- - | 
houses, a marquis, 
a colonel, also a 
major; and the 
captain, mate, and 
doctor of the liner, 
with thirty-two of 
the crew. 

After the ex- 
plosion there was 
a fearful scene. 
Hundreds of dead 
and wounded per- 
sons lay about the 
quay and the 
streets near, 
amongst them 
being many chil- 


dren who had ` 
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been out with their mothers 
and nurses for an airing. 
Limbs and fragments of 
human bodies were scat- 
tered in ghastly confusion 
(in one instance half a 
soldier was blown through 
a window); burning matter 
and red-hot iron from the 
ship and its cargo were 
cast into all parts of the 
town ; all the windows in 
the region of the accident 
were blown in; buildings 
were partially wrecked ; 
and, as a crowning horror, 
many of these ignited, and 
very soon several large 
conflagrations were in 
progress. 

The two photographs 
on this page are examples of the destruc- 
tion wrought by concussion inside some 
of the buildings. It will be noticed that the 
brick partitions have been blown partially 
down and general havoc caused throughout. 

For a while consternation and confusion 
reigned supreme. The first thought of those 
who had escaped—as soon as they were 
capable of thinking at all—was for the 
injured, and these were soon receiving such 
attentions as the panic-stricken people could 
give them. 

Meanwhile, the fires in the burning build- 
ings were attaining alarming proportions, and 
nothing could be done to arrest their progress, 





) 
| 
| 








Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


308 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 





stead of being 
welcomed with 
open arms and 
with some show of 
gratitude, the 
would-be helpers 
were prevented 
from landing. In 
the name of all 
that is wonderful, 
it may be asked, 
why? Because 
quarantine had not 
been observed! 
The Provisional 
Governor (the 
Governor had 


a 


faves: 
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there being no longer either fire-brigade or 
appliances. It was then discovered that the 
explosion had destroyed telegraphic commu- 
nication, and the nearest available telegraph 
office was four and a half miles away by rail. 
A special train was hastily made up, and the 
Government at Madrid was apprised of the 
disaster. Orders were at once sent to 
Valladolid and Lagrofio, and instructions 
given for bodies of engineers to. proceed by 
rail to Santander immediately. A shipowner 
interested in the Caéo Machichaco happened 
to hear at Barcelona of the accident. He wired 
at once to Bilbao, and the people of that place 
rose promptly and nobly to the occasion. 
Two steamers were hastily chartered, and by 
11.30 p.m. they were on their way with two 
steam fire-engines, three hand-engines, hose, 
ladders, ropes, etc., accompanied by forty 
firemen, eighty labourers, twelve doctors 
with four assistants 
and medical appli- 
ances, four sisters 
of mercy, and 
about a hundred 
miscellaneous vol- 
unteers. They 
reached Santander 
at 5.30 the follow- 
ing morning, ready 
and anxious to 
render all assist- 
ance in their 
power. Now, here 
followed what 
would have beena 
ludicrous incident 
but for the awful 
nature of the cir- 








THE TOWN SET ON FIKE BY THE EXPLOSION—SOME UF Ilik RUINS, 


been killed) de- 
clared that he 
could not allow them to come ashore until 
they had observed the regulations, which 
meant a detention of some seven or eight 
days outside the harbour. At length, how- 
ever, after the lapse of some two hours, the 
mayor (who, though wounded, was active) 
took upon himself the responsibility of 
waiving the objections, and the difficulty was 
thus got over. : 

The explanation probably is that there is 
a kind of Manchester-Liverpool jealousy 
(only more so) between the two places, and 
it is said that matters do not always go as 
“ merry as a marriage bell.” It is sad to 
think, however, that feelings of this nature 
should have been allowed to intrude in the 
face of so appalling a catastrophe. 

The military engineers had arrived about 
the same time, and devoted their attention 
mainly to demolishing dangerous structures, 
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cumstances. In- 
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whilst the firemen kept down and ultimately 
extinguished the fires, assisted by the volun- 
teers who had accompanied them. Before 
this was accomplished, however, several 
streets of large buildings had been destroyed, 
consisting of warehouses, shops, residences, 
etc. Two photographs are given on the 
preceding page showing some portions of the 
damaged streets. Although only the lower 
parts of the buildings remained to be seen, 
they were originally structures varying from 
four to five stories in height. 

A portion of the cargo of the steamer 
consisted of iron 
girders. These. 
became red-hot 
during the fire 
which preceded 
the explosion, and 
when the latter 
occurred they were 
blown into various 
parts of the town, 
having in their 
course, in some 
cases, ploughed 
lanes of death 
through the crowds 
of people. Two 
views follow of 
bunches of these 
girders that were 
thrown from the 
ship after being 
subjected to the 
action of the fire. 
It is possible that 
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the photographs 
do not show them 
exactly as they 
fell, as they may 
have been moved 
aside for the pur- 
pose of clearing 
the roadway, but 
the manner in 
which they were 
twisted and bent 
when in a heated 
state is very re- 


markable. An 
examination will 
give some idea 


of the distance 
these heavy gir- 
ders were carried. 
Lighter materials 
and burning mat- 
ter, however, 
were projected very much farther; and, 
in one instance, a large building used as 
a tobacco -factory and store was ignited, 
although something like half a mile from 
the wharf, and the building and its con- 
tents were destroyed. This was an isolated 
fire quite removed from the more general 
conflagration shown in the preceding photo- 
graphs. 

The next illustration shows about half of 
the steamer after the explosion. This photo- 
graph was taken at low tide as the vessel lay 
sunk upon the mud bottom of the harbour. 


a 


[Photograph. 









MEA Ñ =a 





ae! 


From a Photograph. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


310 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


on every hand; 
dead bodies and 
parts of bodies 
were constantly 
being fished out 
of the harbour; 
walls were splashed 
with blood along 
the quay- side, 
whilst in the road- 
ways and upon 
the quay sicken- 
ing traces of 
human remains 
were constantly to 
be met with. 
Stout planks and 
timbers of the 
quay and wharves 
were smashed ‘in 
many places, and 
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Unfortunately, the foreshortening is peculiar, 
owing to the position (the head of the wharf) 
from which the photograph had necessarily 
to be taken, but it gives some idea of the 
extraordinary results so far as the “inwards ” 
of the steamer are concerned. The iron- 
work when forced into the condition seen was 
probably red-hot. The whole of the fore-part 
of the steamer had disappeared. The 
photograph which follows shows a portion 
of the vessel that fell about a quarter of a 
mile from the 
scene of the acci- 
dent, just as it lies 
in the roadway. 
It will be noticed 
how the stone 
pavement was dis- 
placed by the 
force of the falling 
mass. 

A walk through 
certain parts of 
the town, even 
several days after 
the accident, was 
a gruesome busi- 
ness. Large areas 
had been ravaged 
by the fire; black- 
ened ruins and. 
wrecked buildings 





THE FORE-PART OF THE STEAMER AF1EK THE EXPLOSION, 


(Photograph. fragments of the 
steamer and cargo 
were littered everywhere. ‘The scene was 
more suggestive of a bombardment than 
anything else. 

Half the people bore signs of mourning ; 
hospitals were full, and funerals were con- 
stantly passing. It was all terribly sad, and 
the sadder because the accident was one 
which might have been prevented, or at 
least its effects, had it occurred at the 
danger-wharf, would have been trifling as 
compared with what actually resulted. 








A PORTION 


were to be seen 
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ELL, you can put it as you 
4 like, but I call it a shame! 
What d’ye think I’m to do 





The speaker, a solidly built man of about 
fifty, with pleasant red face fringed by grey 
whiskers and keen little blue eyes, spoke 
angrily, and emphasized his words by bring- 
ing his fist down upon the table with a bang. 

“Sorry, Captain, I’m sure,” responded the 
man addressed, carelessly. ‘But here are 
our instructions, plain enough, to pay off the 
Boltvar as soon as she arrives—all hands 
and the cook—and sell the ship. The 
owners, you see, are well within their rights. 
The time you signed for is up. The vessel’s 
hardly earned her keep. Good-day, Captain.” 
And the agent for his London owners rose in 
token that the interview was over, whilst 
John Hall went out and stood in the hot 
sunshine and looked listlessly down the long, 
sandy street of Port Elizabeth on Algoa Bay, 
South Africa, and watched the natives, bullock 
teams, dust storms, stray dogs and goats that 
seemed to make up the place in those days, 
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before the diamond diggings as- 
sumed their later magnitude and 
importance. 

During that same month, and 
whilst the Bodvar yet lay at anchor 
waiting for a new owner, arrived 
tidings of the first find on the Vaal 
River—a three weeks’ trip from the 
port. And as the shipless skipper 
lounged around waiting for the 
coasting steamer that was to take 
him down to the Cape, and listened 
to the wonderful stories of for- 
tunes already made on the Orange 
River and at Hopetown, he sud- 
denly decided to “have a slap at 
the thing ” himself. 

“I aint a lucky man, not by 
any means,” said Captain John, as 
he asked his chief mate to join him in the 
adventure. “ And I’ve just got about enough 
to land me at the place. However, I’ll trust 
in Providence, even if Rhode Island don’t 


bring me up. What d’ye say, Brown? Will 
you risk it?” 
But Mr. Brown would not. And he tried 


hard to dissuade the old skipper from facing 
the fatigues of a journey that everybody said 
was terribly rough and toilsome. Captain 
John, however, had made up his mind, and 
go he would, and go he did. 

And eventually, to his great surprise, his 
luck turned in such fashion that when, three 
years afterwards, he appeared in Cape Town 
he owned, besides an account at the 
“Standard” of close on £80,000, shares 
in Bultfontein and some other mines that 
presently proved worth double and treble 
as much. 

Of course Captain John returned to 
England. But it is doubtful whether he 
realized the possibilities of his wealth, 


- inasmuch as all the use he made of it was 


to build a house. Buying a piece of land 
in Kent, close to Deal, and overlooking 
the Channel, he erected on it a plain, 
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four -roomed cottage, fronted by a grect 
flagstaff. And half-way up this, on a 
platform which he called the main - top, 
he would sit for hours and watch the 
ships in the Downs as they dropped anchor 
or made sail outward and homeward bound. 
An old woman kept house for him and the 
only remnant of kith or kin he had been 
able to find—a bright lad of twelve, whom he 
had discovered reduced to drudge at a 
private school by reason of long-unpaid 
arrears. Captain John’s widowed sister had 
died whilst he was groping amongst the 
“ blue ground ” away out there on the Vaal 
in the stifling heat and dust of the diamond 
quarries, leaving her only child to the tender 
mercies of an acquaintance. The latter 
simply sold what little there was ; and, with 
the proceeds, sent the boy to a boarding- 
school, paying a couple of years in advance, 
and considered he had done all that could 
be expected of him. Leonard Oliver went 
to school now in the old town at the foot of 
the cliffs; and his one ambition was to be a 
sailor like his uncle, to whose yarns he was 
never tired of listening. 

And all this time Captain John’s shares in 
those rich claims out yonder were increasing 
in value daily, nay hourly, in such wise as 
presently forced him to realize that he was 
becoming an absurdly rich man. But with 
it all he was not happy. He lost flesh, too, 
and could not sleep o’ nights ; grew restless 
and utterly discontented with his life. And 
still he was a strong, hale, and hearty man of 
his years ; sound as yet in wind and limb. 
But, puzzle as he might, he was unable to 
lay finger on the secret of the trouble and 
unrest that worked within him like a fever. 

The great Voorooinzigt Company, in which 
he had many shares, had latterly made him a 
director ; and presently a summons came to 
him to attend a meeting at the London office. 
The Earl of Glenavon and his son, Lord 
Comorin, were two of his fellow-directors. 

“What do you do with all your money, 
Captain John?” the latter nobleman asked, 
laughingly and familiarly, for the two had 
seen much of each other “ over yonder,” and 
the Earl himself, quite apart from certain 
obligations, thought highly of the old seaman’s 
frank simplicity and straightforward honesty. 

“Upon my word, very little, Pm afraid,” 
replied the Captain, in a melancholy tone. 
* You see, until lately I’ve hardly realized 
the idea of having more to spend than I can 
manage. I suppose now my whole keep, and 
Lenny’s schoolin’ together, don’t cost more’n 
a couple o’ hundred a year at the outside.” 
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At this the Earl and his son both burst 
out laughing. “Well, of all the old misers!” 
drawled the latter, in his languid, pleasant 
voice. ‘Come, now, this won’t do at all. 
And you're not looking up to the mark 
either. You must have something to interest 
you. What’s the best thing for him, father? 
Go in for experimental farming; lease a 
theatre ; start a newspaper; speculate in 
South American mines?” 

But the Earl shook his head whilst closely 
scrutinizing the old skipper, and replied: 
“ None of those will suit our friend’s case, 
Clarence. Build a ship, I should say, and go 
to sea again, would be nearer the mark.” 

As he spoke the Captain’s face flushed, 2 
new light came into his bright blue eyes ; 
and, seizing the Earl’s hand and shaking it 
heartily, he exclaimed, “ By George, sir, 
you've hit it! Thats the thing I’ve been 
pinin’ for and never knew what ailed me. 
Why, I feel better already. I'll have a 
clipper built to my own order if it costs me 
410,000. Dash it, money’s some use, after 
all, when you can find anybody to put you in 
the right way of spendin’ it.” 

“Glad you like my prescription,” replied 
the Earl, laughing good-humouredly. “It 
struck me you were moping ashore here. 
Build your ship, by all means. You can 
afford to pay for a hobby. And then sail 
away round the world. By gad, I half wish 
I could come with you!” 

“And nobody would be more welcome 
than the pair of you,” replied the skipper, 
joyfully. “ A better mate than Lord Comorin, 
there, ashore no man could ask, either on 
the veldt, down in the workings, or at a 
pinch with an I.D.B. And TIl be both 
proud and happy to have him and his father 
for a trip round, say, the two Capes—Good 
Hope and Horn.” 

But although the Earl only laughed and, 
whilst thanking the skipper, explained how 
impossible such a lengthened holiday would 
be, his son, who had no very particular 
duties to keep him at home, and who had 
already developed a very pretty capacity for 
roving, promised to think it over and let the 
Captain know before his ship was built. 


Being in London, Captain John thought 
he might as well have a look around the 
docks. And it was whilst wandering amongst 
the shipping that an idea flashed across his 
brain. It would take a long time to build a 
ship—months of waiting must elapse. Why 
not «uy one and have done with it? He 
could, he knew, go to an agent and in a few 
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minutes have his choice of scores. But, no, 
he would poke about a bit first, and see if he 
couldn’t find one for himself. And, at last, 
in the South-West India Dock he came 
. across a pretty clipper - built, full - rigged, 
wooden ship that he thought would do. In 
the mizzen rigging was stuck a board bearing 
TH 


a notice to the effect 


that, if sufficient in- | 
hai 
: is Me 
j 


ducement offered in 
the way of passengers 
and freight, the 
Wyvern would be 
dispatched at an 
early date for Dela- 
goa Bay, the nearest 
point to the new 
African gold-fields. 
“About 1,000 
tons, I should guess,” 
said Captain John 
aloud, as he stood 
on the wharf and 
looked her all over. 
“Just a nice size— 
maybe, though, she'll 
run to 1,200.” 
“Eleven hundred 
and eighty’s her 
register,” re- 
marked a voice 
at his elbow. 
Turning, the 
Captain saw a 
seedy-looking 
man, a sailor 
evidently, but 
one pretty hard 
up, for his well- 
worn serge coat was buttoned round his 
ueck, and his boots were in places open to 
the weather. As he glanced at the Cap- 
tain’s face he gave a start, and was walk- 
ing away, when the old man blocked him 
and, staring at him closely, remarked : “ Well, 
what next, I wonder? (Good mates must be 
plentiful when Jim Brown’s in shoal water.” 
“I didn’t think you’d recognise me, sir,” 
replied Brown, shamefacedly. “I wasn’t 
sure, either, about you till you turned, 
although I thought I knew the figure. Yes, 
mate of her was the last billet I had—over 
nine months ago. I was hoping that some- 
body’d bought her, and that you were going 
skipper of her again. A sweet little ship. 
Owner’s broke. ‘That’s only an agent’s flam 
—that notice. Lord, if I was only back 
again with you, sir, in the old Bodivar /” 


Brown spoke hurriedly and nervously ; 
Vol, xxi.—40, 
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the other, meanwhile, noting the attenuated 
features and scantily clad form of his once 
smart chief officer. 

“ Well,” said Captain John, at last, “ I may 
get her yet. And—but, there, never mind 
ships now!” And producing a big pocket- 
book he counted five five-pound notes and 

gave them to Brown, 
saying, “Im in 
clover, my lad, just 
at present. Take 
these—strictly as a 
loan, mind. Get 
some togs and a 
general overhaul, in- 
side as well as out, 
and then come to 
me at the Blue Boar 
in the Strand. 
Dinner at six sharp.” 

Brown tried to 
thank the old skip- 
per, but something 

seemed to 
choke him, 
and the for- 
mer, shaking 
hands hur- 
riedly, jump- 
ed on board 
the Wyvern 
determined 
to havea 
good look 
around her. 
Pausing a 
moment, his 
eye took in 
with pleasure 
the fine, broad sweep of white planking sheer- 
ing ever so gently away forard. Could he but 
have seen what things were to happen on those 
same spacious decks a few months hence ! 

The ship was bought with the least 
possible delay, and now Captain John 
was in his glory. Seldom passed a 
day that he was not on board, where 
Mr. Brown, aided by the boatswain, Pugh, 
held full charge. And never since wealth 
came to him had the old skipper been so 
happy as when, with coat off, shirt-sleeves 
turned back over the elbows, and ruddy, 
cheery face, beaming with pleasure, he super- 
intended the riggers whilst they set up, cut, 
spliced, and rove new gear under his own 
sharp eyes. A gang of painters, too, were 
at work on the hull and spars; carpenters 
caulked and payed the decks; and ship- 
wrights were busy about her bottom. 
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The nondescript 
animal was already 
gone from her bows, 
and in its stead was 
a graceful female figure 
clad in flowing robes 
of purest white bor- 
dered by a broad band 
of gold, whilst three 
stars of the same 
colour shone from a 
fillet round its brow. 
One extended arm 
pointed ahead, the 
other clasped a small 
shield with, in gold 
letters, the new name 
of the ship— Countess 
of Glenavon. And, 
altogether, the old 
Captain was mightily 
proud of this figure- 
head, which had been 
carved from his own aesign, and actually 
was a very fine piece of work, such as one 
rarely sees in these days of the twopenny- 
halfpenny. fiddles and dolls that builders stick 
on a ship’s nose. 

At last it was all over, and the Countess 
floated out of dock, as everyone who saw 
her declared, the prettiest picture of a sailer 
in the Port of London. At first Captain 
John had not intended putting anything 
more than ballast in her, but after a while 
he decided, and wisely, that it might be 
perhaps as well to have some definite object 
on such a voyage as he contemplated. 

And as freights were scarce and poor, 
alternating mainly between salt from Sharp- 
ness and railway iron from London, he 
determined to load her himself with a 
general cargo for China and Japan. 

And how Captain John (captain and 
owner, master mariner and millionaire) 
exulted in doing exactly what he pleased, 
subject to no bossing from owners, steve- 
dores, or ship's husband; taking in just as 
little or as much as seemed good to him; 
trimming the Countess any way he wished— 
down by the head or up by the stern— 
actually, and not provisionally, a King on 
his own quarter-deck ! 

Lord Comorin had been ‘on board once 
or twice, but had not yet quite made up 
his mind, although admiring the Countess 
immensely, and fully appreciating the com- 
pliment to his dead mother. Comparatively 
poor people, the Glenavons had profited not 
a little through their elder son’s connection 
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**COMORIN HAD SAVED THE CAPTAINS 
LIFE.” 


with Captain John. The latter had found 
Clarence on the Vaal, practically “a broker,” 
just about: the time his own fortunes were on 
the mend; and, taking a fancy to the young 
man, had “put him on” to several good 
things which the pair had worked together. 
And once Comorin had, without a doubt, 
saved the other's life by shooting an illicit 
diamond buyer they had captured, just as the 
latter was about to stab Captain John. But 
long before Kimberley- attained the propor- 
tions it eventually did, and crowned Captain 
John’s speculations with fortune, Comorin 
was summoned home to his mother’s death- 
bed. Still, the former had more than once 
given his absent friend “tips ” that had been 
worth thousands on the London market, 
besides nominating the Earl to a seat on the 
directorate of the Voorooinzigt, in itself a 
position of opportunities. It will thus be 
understood that Captain John was deservedly 
a persona grata with the two Glenavons. 
Just then, as it happened, seamen were the 
reverse of plentiful, and Captain John had 
much difficulty in obtaining the class of men 
he wanted for the Countess. Foreigners he 
did not care about. But of the twenty men 
he at last got together four were Germans 
and three Swedes. The steward was a 
Chinese of Ningpo, a taciturn, inscrutable- 
faced personage, speaking very fair English, 
and whose discharges said all sorts of good 
things about him. As cook there shipped a 
Scotch negro—at least he claimed Greenock 
as his birthplace—named Macalister. And 
these were the only two men of colour in the 
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Countesss company. The second mate, 
Hargraves, was a rough-and-ready sailor of 
the old school, hating steam and all new- 
fangled patents that tended to lessen hands. 

Leonard had implored to be allowed to 
come, but without avail. He was too young, 
said Captain John, and should go to a first- 
class boarding -school at Mārgate. But 
almost at the last minute Lord Comorin 
arrived, helped in making up his mind by 
the family doctor, who had advised him to 
avoid the coming English winter. 


A head wind meeting the Countess in the 
Downs, she lay there for forty-eight hours 
amidst a fleet of outward-bounders. Then, 
the wind shifting with enough easting in it to 
run down Channel, she at last spread her 
wings, making such a beautiful picture, with 
her spotless masts and yards and canvas 
towering aloft from the dark hull, gold 
banded, as sent even hardened seafarers to 
lean over the rails of their ships and stare 
at her as sbe surged past them after a 
fashion that clearly showed she held the 
heels of all that fleet, at any rate. Lord 
Comorin was in ecstasies, never having 
been at sea before under such a spread of 
canvas ; and as for Captain John, his face 
showed plainly enough what he felt, pacing 
the bridge with an eye. now away aloft, now 
over the side. 

A few nights after this, while the Countess 
was foaming and snorting her way across the 
Bay, Captain John was awakened by hearing 
somebody light the lamp at the head of his 
bed. Sitting up, half asleep, and expecting 
to see Mr. Brown or the second mate bring- 
ing news of a change, he rubbed his eyes in 
astonishment, then stared hard and rubbed 
them again as his gaze fell on the tall, slim, 
fair-haired figure of a boy standing by his 
swinging cot. 

“Lenny!” he exclaimed, still thinking it 
all a dream. 

“ Yes, uncle,” answered the lad, in a 
peculiarly pleasant voice. “ And I hope 
you won't be angry; but I couldn't stay 
behind, so I made up my mind then and 
there to go with you.” 

“ But, blow it all!” exclaimed Captain 
John, in a bewildered sort of way, “ how 
did you get on board? And where have 
you been since ?” 

“I gave Big-eared Bill £2 to run me 
round in his lugger,” exclaimed Leonard 
Oliver, simply, as he got hold of his uncle’s 
hand ; “then we hove her to about a quarter 
of a mile away, out dinghy, pulled alongside, 
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and I crept over for’ard, and then dodged aft 
and into the empty cabin next to Lord 
Comorin’s. I used to come out of a night 
and get something to eat in the pantry. 
You're not angry, are you, uncle?” 

“ A nice kettle of fish this is!” exclaimed 
Captain John, in a tone he vainly endeavoured 





to render fierce. “ You young scamp! You 
—you ! Well, upon my word! If only 
I had Mr. Big-eared Bill here now! The 


biggest rogue in Deal! And you cut and 
ran from your school all standin’! A nice 
to-do’s about you at this very minute. 
Back, sir, by the first steamer.” 

But the lad had caught the twinkle in the 
Captain’s eye, and in a minute his arms were 
round the old man’s neck. And in his heart 
of hearts the latter was thoroughly glad and 
pleased to see Leonard, the parting with 
whom had been the one bitter drop that 
qualified the delightful prospect of finding 
himself afloat again. 

Of course people were astonished, none 
professing themselves more so than the second 
mate, who, in fact, rather overdid it, until he 
felt Captain John’s sharp gaze suspiciously 
fixed on his face, when he suddenly became 
dumb. At which the Captain grinned, re- 
membering that Leonard and Mr. Hargraves 
had been cronies at home. But he inquired 
no further, being well content as it was. 

They had mostly fine weather and fair 
winds until near ‘Trinidad—almost, indeed, 
within sight of the isand—when it fell calm. 
And, for the first time, Lord Comorin— 
although careful not to say so—began to 
wish that the Countess carried a screw and a 
set of engines. 

With blistering paint and heated decks, 
day after day, night after night, the vessel lay 
sweltering on an oily sea, moving so little as 
to be unable to get away from the accumula- 
tion of empty bottles, tins, and galley dé/ris 
that clung to her sides and drifted with her. 
It was temper-trying weather. But Captain 
John was cheery and genial as ever, and his 
officers, taking their cue from him, did their 
uttermost to make the hot, monotonous time 
pass as lightly as possible. 

Lord Comorin had brought with him a 
great assortment of firearms. Rifles for big 
game carrying explosive bullets; rifles for 
small—‘ Winchester,” ‘‘ Express,” “ Martini- 
Henry ”—a regular armoury. And with these 
much firing was carried on by all hands, 
Captain John giving money prizes to the 
crack shots amongst the crew, of whom, curi- 
ously enough, Mac, the cook, and Hip Yong, 
the steward, turned out the best marksmen. 
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For some reason Lord Comorin had taken 
a dislike to the silent, noiseless, spotless 
Chinese who, with his smooth, yellow face, 
stealthy gait, and long, cunning, opaque eyes, 
seemed ever on the watch to anticipate every 
wish and thought of his master. 

“A daddy of a steward,” said Captain 
John; “I never had one like him. Why, if 
you're thirsty, he sees it in your face ; hungry, 
a snack’s ready for you; and his pantry’s a 
picture.” 

“A yellow snake,” replied Comorin. 
“ Ugh ! he gives me the shivers with his cold, 
passionless, orange mask, and his creeping 
ways. I’ve seen lots of Chinamen before, 
you know, but never one quite like Hip Yong.” 

“Pooh, my dear boy,” laughed the old 
skipper. “Its this calm and heat that’s 
stirrin’ your bile up. The fellow’s what he 
looks —a waitin’ machine, and a dashed 
good ’un at that.” 

“ Don’t know so much about the machine 
part of him,” retorted Comorin, irritably ; “ I 
happened to have my eye on him the other 
night at dinner time when you were telling us 
about the value of the cargo—of the pack- 
ages of jewellery, and the ton or so of silver 
bullion consigned to that Chinese firm at 
Shanghai—and, just for a second, he dropped 
his mask, and I can tell you I didn’t fancy 
what I saw beneath it.” 

“Tt’s the nature of the animal,” replied the 
Captain, carelessly. “Likely enough he’s 
been a pirate in his day. Lots of those 
Ningpo chaps have. Naturally, his eyes 
sparkled at my talk. But, there, sooner than 
he should annoy you,” concluded the old 
man, kindly, “I'll send the beggar for’ard, 
and bring that ordinary seaman, I forget his 
name, aft.” 

But, of course, Lord Comorin would not 
hear of such a thing ; still, he could not help 
allowing the steward to notice the aversion 
with which he regarded him. 

But now such a terrible thing happened 
as threw all petty squabbles between cook and 
steward, or anybody else, into the shade. 

The calm had continued a week ; and the 
sea itself to the weary eyes that watched 
it appeared to be growing thick and slimy 
as it spread its still and shining surface, 
undimmed by the slightest stir, from horizon 
to horizon. Fore and aft all hands aboard 
the Countess slept about the decks © 
nights, forecastle equally with saloon being 
uninhabitable because of the heat they were 
saturated with. 

And this night young Leonard, shifting 
from place to place, clad in pyjamas, and 
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carrying with him only a rug, upon which to 
lie and pant, had at last taken up a position 
at one end of the bridge, just enough within 
shadow of the poop awnings to keep the 
beams of the full moon off his face. The 
ships head lay nearly due east, and she 
showed to the bright white light like a 
silver model ` floating in a silver sea. Her 
courses were hauled up as snug as buntlines 
and clew-garnets could make them. Upper 
topgallant and topsail yards were on their 
caps, and all fore and aft canvas hauled 
down, so that the moon from about the 
height of the foretop raked every corner of 
the ship, leaving no darkness on the main 
deck. From where he lay Leonard could 
see the black opening of the forecastle-head 
awning, underneath which the crew rested, 
except, at least, “Mac,” who had, of all 
places, chosen the main staystail netting, 
close to the galley funnel, along which he 
spread at full length, a white shirt-sleeve with 
black ends hanging over at each side. 

It was intensely quiet, and but for a slight 
click now and again, when floating tin or 
bottle snugged closer to the Countess’s 
copper, there was absolutely no sound 
athwart the heated air. The ship, perfectly 
upright, lay as if in dock. Leaning across 
the farther end of the bridge, Leonard 
noticed Mr. Brown, whose watch it was, and 
whom he presently saw peer cautiously into 
the bridge-house to find the time from the 
big clock over Captain John’s cot. Then, 
emerging, he noiselessly went away under the 
awning to seek his relief. No bells had been 
struck lately on account of Lord Comorin’s 
complaining that they awoke him from the 
rare snatches of sleep he was able to obtain. 
Even Lenny, young as he was, had found it 
impossible to get any rest during such 
weather, in which the least exertion forced one 
to wring the perspiration out of one’s sleeping- 
suit. But after a while the boy felt he was 
dozing off; for, his eye resting on the rail 
amidships, he suddenly saw a long, thin, black 
object appear above it and quiver curiously in 
the moonlight. Tt looked to Lenny exactly 
like an elephant’s trunk. And this it was made 
him certain that at last he was falling asleep, 
because there are no elephants at sea ; and 
he closed his eyes and curled up comfortably. 
Then something, he could not explain what, 
impelled him to open them and stare for’ard 
again. To his surprise there were two, three, 
four more hovering, twisting trunks reaching 
inboard almost as far as the netting in which 
Mac lay. Also, what were those curious, 
grasping, heaving things that seemed to mark 
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the white rail with black lines right to the 
fore-rigging ? 

Lenny sat up and rubbed his eyes. Yes, 
the things were there yet. And, surely, the 
ship was slowly listing, whilst, as it inclined, 
some great bulk seemed to swell up over the 
rail—a shining, heaving, black mass, out of 
which crept many more stealthy, quivering 
trunks. 

The boy had opened his mouth to shout 
when he heard 
a frightful yell, 
and sawthe 
cook bound out 
of his net, leap 
off the top of 
the galley and 
gallop aft, nar- 
rowly evading 
one of the long, 
lithe feelers that 
made a queer, 
curling little 
snap at him 
comically, like a 
new chum’s first 
attempt at crack- 
ing a stock-whip, 
but that caused 
Lenny’s blood to 
run cold with the 
deadly sugges- 
tiveness of it. 
Then, as the ship 
awoke amidst a 
murmur of 
roused sleepers, 
the huge mass, 
gripping and 
clawing at the 
rail, tumbled in- 
board with a 
shock that made 
the Countess 
tremble as if she 
had struck a reef, 
flinging, as it fell, 
its horrid ten- 
tacles abroad in 
all directions. 

The crew, drowsy, and by instinct, had 
made aft, those on the starboard-side fairly on 
top of the monster; and Lenny, fascinated, saw 
men shrieking with terror caught up in those 
frightful arms like leaves by the wind and 
hugged helplessly to the centre of the quiver- 
ing folds whence glowed two great eyes, 
round and fierce, and protruded a big, curved 
beak that opened and shut with a sharp, 
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clapping sound, accompanied by a prolonged 
hissing, loud as that made by a small steamer 
“ blowing off.” 

“My men! my poor men!” exclaimed 
Captain John as, after the first moments of 
utter stupefaction, the full significance of the 
thing burst upon him. ‘“ Under cover, every- 
body !” he continued, with a roar. “Clarence, 
your guns! Quick! Here’s a squid as big 
as a house come on board !” 

Picking up 
Lenny as he 
spoke, he pushed 
him into the 
bridge-house, 
where, already 
together with 
Lord Comorin 
and the two 
mates, were 
those of the crew 
who had not 
made back to 
the forecastle -or 
been seized by 
the octopus. 

Luckily there 
had been shoot- 
ing through the 
day; and some 
of the rifles were 
still in the 
bridge-house. 
The door was 
closed ; but, very 
soon, Lord 
Comorin had 
found the piece 
he wanted, an 
elephant gun 
taking a four- 
ounce explosive 
bullet. In front 
of the house, 
facing for'ard, 
were four bulls’-eyes of ex- 
tremely thick glass, with 
circular brass shutters inside 
that could be screwed almost 
air-tight if needed. At pre- 
sent all these stood open, and Comorin, push- 
ing the barrel of his piece through one, took 
quick aim and fired, hurled back violently 
against Brown by the recoil of the heavy rifle. 

“A hit!” shouted the Captain, looking 
through another of the portholes. “ Holy 
sailor, what a brute! Let him have it again ! 
That sickened him. Oh, my poor men! 
My poor lads!” — 
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Evidently, in spite of the jelly -like 
substance of which the beast’s body was 
composed, the shot had taken effect, for it 
beat the deck frantically with its tentacles, 
and suddenly shooting out a pair grasped the 
foremost shrouds of the main rigging and 
lifted part of its huge bulk into a nearly 
upright position, exposing to view three 
motionless forms still inclosed within the 
deadly grip of as many feelers.. As it stood 
swaying there in the moonlight the big rifle 
roared again ; and, this time, those watching 


“IT STOOD SWAYING IN THE MOONLIGHT.” 


saw the curved beak and fierce eyes suddenly 
disappear—blown clean away ; the tentacles 
slowly relaxed their hold on the rigging, and 
the upper part of the body fell heavily to the 
deck. 

At this moment Pugh, the boatswain, 
rushed from the forecastle with a great, 
broad axe, and, despite warning shouts from 
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Comorin, began to cut and slash at the 
tentacles, followed presently by the carpenter 
and others similarly armed. Butin a second 
Pugh was encircled by the next feeler to the 
one he had severed, thrown to the deck, 
and the breath nearly squeezed out of 
him, whilst the discs or suckers on its under 
side brought blood wherever they touched 
his flesh—the spot looking as if it had 
been rasped. Pugh being freed after not 
a little difficulty, the men went to work with 
more--caution, and, evading the convulsive 
writhings of the arms, at last suc- 
ceeded in releasing their unfortunate 
shipmates — dead, of course, and 
with ribs and arms ali crushed and 
broken. 

“Its not a true octopus,” said 
Lord Comorin, “although certainly 
belonging to the same family of 
devil-fishes. I spent a season once 
on the coast of Florida and saw 
something of them there. But I 
think they rarely grow to such a 
size. Why, this brute must weigh 
two or three tons. See, he’s got a 
back-bone and rudimentary ribs ! ” 

“Curse him!” replied Captain 
John, bitterly. “Three good men 
he’s taken. Did ever anyone hear 
of the like, boardin’ a ship in such 
afashion? Why, Clarence, only for 
you and that young cannon o’ yours 
I’m jiggered if he wouldn’t ha’ held 
full possession. Well, of all the 
messes! Unlash a couple of the 
deck-ports there, and cut him up, 
and shove the murderin’ beast over 
in lumps. Ugh! It makes me feel 
sick to think of it!” 

It took all hands working until 
morning to get the deck clear of 
the mass of viscid, blubbery body 
that encumbered it, piling up as 
high as the topgallant-rail. And even 
then there was life in the creature, 
as evidenced by nervous twitchings 
and shiverings and feeble graspings 
of severed members. ‘Twenty-two 
tentacles, ranging in length from 7ft. 
to 15ft., they counted belonging to 
this monstrous cephalopod, whilst Lord 
Comorin made its diameter nearly 30ft. A 
terrible object at any time, but as a visitor to 
an unprepared merchantman possessing a 
simply unlimited capacity for dreadful mischief. 

Rather curiously, the three dead seamen 
were all Germans ; they were buried at sun- 
rise, and the last green glint of their weighted 
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canvas shrouds had no sooner disappeared 
through the quiet water than, without the 
least warning, a light breeze sprang up and 
dispelled in some measure the deep gloom 
that hung over the ship. ‘The thing had 
been altogether so weird, unexpected, and 
terrible, that the men were thoroughly scared. 
To fall from aloft or overboard would com- 
paratively have been a trifle. But to be 
killed by a monster, repulsive and loathsome 
to a degree—worse than a shark, because 
strange and uncommon—shook the very 
souls of the men, and played the mischief 
with their nerves for a long time after 
the occurrence. And perhaps the most 
terrified of all, although from a different 
cause, was Macalister. When turning in his 
netting and meeting the glare of the brute’s 
eyes he had given the yell that, forestalling 
Lenny, roused the ship, his ideas extended 
no further than an assurance that the devil 
was coming aboard in person. Later—his 
brain throwing back perhaps to some dim 
memory of fetishism and the power of Obeah 
—Macalister conceived the idea that Hip 
Yong had so ordered matters as to have the 
monster produced especially on his account. 
This belief, whilst it had the effect of suddenly 
making the cook exceedingly civil to the 
Chinese—accepting with a deprecatory grin 
any insulting allusion the other saw fit to 
drop concerning his work—-also set hard the 
feeling of hate already existing in his heart 
towards Hip Yong. 

After this incident fair winds rapidly sent 
the Countess along to Cape Town. Seamen 
were scarce here; so, in place of those lost, 
Captain John shipped four Malays who, if they 
wished, were to be discharged at Singapore. 
Here, at Cape Town, too, there was some 
talk of discharging Hip Yong ; but Comorin 
did not press the matter, and it unfortunately 
came to nothing. And, presently, it was 
noticed that the steward and the Malays had 
a good deal to say to each other at odd 
times, also that the latter were the recipients 
of many dainty remnants from the saloon 
table, besides other ‘‘ menavelings,” that by 
rights should have gone into the boatswain’s 
mess. This matter rendered Hip Yong 
unpopular with Pugh and his mates—the 
carpenter and the sailmaker. 

The Countess made a fine run across the 
Indian Ocean right to the entrance of the 
Straits of Sunda. At Anjer they brought up 
for fruit, fresh water, and to replenish the 
hen-coops. Thence through the Banca 
Straits, threading groups of lovely islands, 
light breezes brought them to the great 
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border city. Lord Comorin and Lenny were 
all a-glee with their first view of the East, and 
eager to see everything they could. And one 
day, penetrating into the native quarter and 
calling at a Chinese tea-house for refresh- 
ment, they came across Hip Yong deep in 
talk with a trio of bull-headed, powerful- 
looking ruffians, who, the steward said, had 
contracted for the ship’s washing. They, 
however, appeared to Lord Comorin fitter 
to contract for cutting the throats of the 
ships company. Still he thought little of 
the incident just then. 

At Singapore the Malays had professed 
themselves willing to continue the voyage. 
So, as they were efficient seamen, they were 
kept on the articles. At this Pugh was dis- 
appointed. He had a “down” on “colour,” 
and had conscientiously done his best to 
make the lot of these aliens uncomfort- 
able to them on board the Countess, but 
apparently without avail. And for further 
aggravation there was also the matter of 
those often untouched pies, fowls, and other 
luxuries in the gift of Hip Yong that, 
shunted from their proper track, found their 
way into the dingy paws of the Malays. 

“ Blessed if I can understan’ it,” muttered 
the boatswain, thoughtfully, to himself. 
“Chinkies and Malayers never chummed 


up afore, as I remember seein’. There’s 
a leg o’ mutton an a rattlin’ big blue- 
monge jist gone into their berth! A darned 


shame I calls it, an’ fer two pins I’d hup an’ 
tell the old man so, although he do think 
such a lot o’ that cussed yaller toad. It’s 
onnat’ral; an’ Pd like to know what that 
there Hip Yong’s little game is. If they wos 
townies © his’n Id not think so much of it. 
Mac swears that dashed steward gives ’em 
grog, too. But, by jings, if I kin only ketch 
him at it I’ll run him afore the skipper. You 
bet, I’m a-goin’ to keep my eyes skinned for 
a bit!” 

Nor was this process wholly without result. 


One starlight night, passing through the 
Fo Kien Straits before a very light breeze, 
Amoy somewhere on the port bow, and the 
Countess dodging along at about four knots, 
there was a commotion for’ard. Seven 
o'clock dinner in the saloon was just over ; 
and scattered about the poop in lounge 
chairs Captain John and his guest, with Mr. 
Brown, now off watch, lay and smoked. 
Leonard paced the deck with Mr. Hargraves, 
listening to a long yarn of shipwreck in the 
North Sea. 


Suddenly on to the poop burst Pugh, 
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“SUDDENLY ON TO THE POOP BURST PUGH, PROPELLING A MALAY.” 


propelling a Malay, whose shirt - collar he 
firmly gripped with one hand whilst the other 
held a red lantern. Bringing up in front of 
Lord Comorin and Captain John, the boat- 
swain, still clutching the Malay, exclaimed, 
“Now, then, ye coffee-coloured swab, just 
you explain to the Captain what you means 
by signalizin’ out o’ the foretop in such 
fashion. Not for nothin’ you’ve been linin’ 
them ribs o’ yourn all this time wi’ saloon 
tucker, is it? But I cotched ye at larst. I 
knowed there was some uncommon crooked 
traverse ye was workin’ !” 

“ Bring him into the saloon, bo’sun,” said 
Captain John, rising. ‘I don’t quite under- 
stand yet.” 

So down the companion-stairs they went, 
Pugh still taking extraordinary care of his 
prisoner. ‘The brute,” he explained, “ tried 
to stick me, but I got the knife an’ chucked 
it overboard. An’ I’m runnin’ no risks. He 
might have another, you see.” 

Under the light of the saloon lamps it could 
be seen that the Malay was a stout, thick-set 
customer, with a coarse, bristly moustache, 
and teeth blackened by betel-nut. He was 
clad in blue dungaree, and on his hip lay 
an empty sheath. His black eyes sparkled 
fiercely, and his thick -lipped mouth was 
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forced into an ugly grin by Pugh’s 
vice-like grip. 

“Now, then, let him go,” ordered 
Captain John. “There may be 
nothin’ in it, after all.” 

“Catching moths,” put in Lord 
Comorin, ironically, as he presently 
left the saloon, whilst the Malay 
glared around and exclaimed :— 

“What I do, eh? Mastah, 
that man chokee me!” 

“ Aye, aye,” replied Captain 
John. ‘ But what were you up 
to, eh, with a light in my foretop ?” 

“ Mudder an’ fader live Mantu. 
Me makee light show me all right.” 

“Good son,” remarked the 
Captain, taking up the lantern, a 
common bull’s-eye, with a piece of 
transparent red paper pasted over 
the globe. ‘Honour thy father 
and thy mother, eh? And what 
fine eyesight they must have, eh ? 
Able to spot this thing thirty-five 
miles away.” 

At this the Malay scowled, whilst 
Captain John continued, blandly : 
“ Sure, now, mudder an’ fader 
ain’t somewhere between here and 
the mainland, eh? How did you 
manage to nab him, bo’sun?” 

“Why, sir,” replied Pugh, “fact is, I was 
keepin’ my eye on ’em all. I couldn’t unner- 
stan’ how them an’ the steward come to be so 
thick ; an’ them always gittin’ stuff from the 
saloon table, an’ coddled up as if they was 
little Mahomets. So, arter muster at eight 
bells, I was goin’ for’ard to see if the look- 
out was relieved when I twigs my noble here 
crawlin’ up the port fore-riggin’. ‘Well, I 
thinks to myself, ‘he’s got grog planted up 
there somewheres ’—nothen’ wuss’n that 
comin’ into my head. So up I goes to star- 
board ; werry cautiently pops over the rim 
o’ the top an’ peeks round the mast, an’ finds 
’is majesty a-wavin ’is lamp, fust up and down, 
then crossways. Presen’ly I fancies I sees a 
blue light ’way a-beam. But it’s gone in a 
secon’—too quick to make sure. Then I 
slips down again and waits for my choc’let 
friend on deck, an’ collars’ im an’ he tries to 
sting, an’ got consid’able the wust of it.” 

Captain John looked very grave as he said 
to Lord Comorin, who had just returned to 
the saloon, ‘Clarence, I hope you’ve got all 
your shootin’-irons ready. If this business 
comes off it'll be a more serious one than the 
squid’s. I was on this coast in the sixties and 
can pretty well guess what’s the matter. Mr. 
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Brown, you and Pugh with Chips and Sails 
put the Malays in irons. And, to make 
sure, you can do the same by Hip Yong, 
as they've been so friendly together. I 
wish somebody’d told me of that before. 
However, all we can do is to keep a bright 
look-out and——.” But ere he could finish 
there was a heavy, crashing noise for’ard that 
shook the Countess from stem to stern, 
accompanied by a terrific medley of wild 
yells, screams, oaths, and pistol-shots. 

“By George, they're here already!” ex- 
claimed Captain John; whilst the Malay, 
taking advantage of the confusion, bolted 
along the saloon towards the quarter-deck. 
Quick as thought Lord Comorin levelled a 
revolver he had in his hand and fired. The 
man had reached the mizzenmast, but there 
he turned, threw up his arms, and fell flat on 
his face, his fingers digging into the pile of 
the thick carpet. 

“Ive been busy,” said Comorin, coolly, 
“hunting up all my battery and stacking it 
and ammunition in the bridge-house. Now 
we'd better make for there. I left Lenny 
and Hargraves on guard. Come on!” 

Pugh had already gone; and the three 
rushing up to the poop found it clear, but 
all the fore part of the ship seemed thick 
with a mob of shouting Chinese. The 
helmsman had disappeared ; and the ship 
coming up in the wind was aback—a matter, 
however, of not much moment, as by now 
she had scarcely steerage way upon her. As 
they reached the bridge-house Pugh and 
Macalister ran up the poop-ladder and joined 
them. The boatswain was panting and held 
a capstan bar upon which the house-lamp 
shone, showing the lower portion wet with 
blood and black with hair. 

“It were a big junk run smack into us, 
sir,” he gasped, “am full ọ men. Direckly 
them Malayers felt her hit us they gets their 
knives to work amongst our chaps. Chips 
an’ Sails is lyin’ dead in the after-house. 
Some ©’ the others is aloft. I had a job to 
get back, I can tell ye; an’ half-way I meets 
Mac givin’ ’em gip wi’ the galley poker. Look 
out, sir, here they comes.” 

“Turn that lamp down,” said Lord 
Comorin, as bullets began to thud on the 
front of the house. ‘Thank Heaven I 
renewed my ammunition at Singapore! Give 
me the big magazine, Lenny, and let’s see 
what our friends think of explosive bullets.” 

The howling rabble were now streaming 
along the deck, some beating tom-toms, others 
flourishing swords and spears, and the effect 
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them point-blank at short range was terrific 
—every bullet finding a billet before the mob 
broke for shelter, pursued by a fresh volley 
from Macalister, who took Comorin’s place 
at the one open port. 

In the meantime they could hear by the 
bumping and creaking that another junk had 
come alongside, this time on the quarter. 
In the back of the bridge-house there was 
only one port as against four in front. 
At this Macalister was stationed with a 
Winchester, and he soon had the new 
arrivals looking for something to put between 
themselves and his deadly aim. Although 
there was no moon, the night was peculiarly 
clear, and by the light of the stars it was 
quite possible to do some very effective 
shooting. 

Meanwhile, such of the pirates as were 
armed with muskets peppered away at the 
bridge-house, against which, being fortunately 
built of oak planks, stout and thick, the round 
bullets simply flattened and fell back on to 
the deck. ‘The place itself, however, was too 
crowded with seven people in it, and there 
was scarcely room to stir. Still, it was the 
only available spot from which to make any 
sort of defence. The saloon with its sky- 
lights, doors, windows, and companion they 
could have hardly held for an hour. Comorin 
had realized that at once; and whilst the 
Malay was under examination an undefinable 
suspicion induced him to remove the guns 
from the spare berth in the alley-way where 
they were generally kept. To his surprise 
he had found Hip Yong there, already 
getting the weapons together. Without 
awaiting explanations Comorin had pitched 
the steward headlong out of the door, carried 
the half-dozen or so of guns up to the bridge- 
house, and set Leonard and the second mate 
to guard them whilst he returned to the 
saloon, “just in time,” as he said, “to pot 
the Malay.” 

“We're in a tight place,” said Mr. Brown, 
coughing with the smoke of which the little 
house was so full that its occupants could 
scarce see each other. 

“ Aye, sir,” replied Pugh. “ ‘Mudder an’ 
fader’ ha’ got it in fer us all right. Dash me 
if I don’t think we'll ha’ to make a break for 
it yet, an’ see how many yaller-bellies we can 
give an account of.” 

“The firin? may bring help,” remarked 
Captain John. “I thought this sort of 
business was pretty well all over by now.” 

“So I fancy it is, except in special cases,” 
said Lord Comorin, stanching the blood 
where a bullet had hummed through the port 
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and skimmed the lobe of his ear. “ Shouldn’t 
wonder if that beast of a steward hadn’t got 
the whole thing cut and dried before we left 
London even. Where’s the silver stowed, 
Captain ?” 

Captain John chuckled as he answered, 
“Right in the square of the main hatch, in 
four casks packed with cement top and 
bottom. They’ll hardly drop to that. But 
there’s lots more valuable stuff on board. I 
wish to Heaven I’d got rid of the steward 
when you wanted me to, Clarence. A nice 
mess I’ve led you into!” 

“Tt would probably have come to the 
same thing,” remarked Lord Comorin, as 
Leonard tied the kerchief around his head 
and over the damaged ear. ‘‘ By hook or by 
crook he’d have sent word to his friends 
here. Cunning beggar—see how soon he 
won the Malays over !” i 

Underneath them in the saloon they could 
hear a great noise of looting ; forard some 
of the pirates had taken the fore hatch off 
and seemed to be getting portions of the 
cargo out and putting it on board the junks, 
of which no fewer than four were now along- 
side. The bombardment of the bridge- 
house still continued, principally from the 
shelter of the galley and the forecastle. 
There was also shooting going on aloft at 
some of the crew who 
had sprung there for 
refuge at the first 
alarm. At least a score 
of corpses lying about 
the deck showed that 
the fire of the besieged 
had not been without 
effect. But there must 
have been fully a 
hundred pirates on 
board the Countess ; 
and as the night wore 
on matters looked very 
hopeless. 

“They may take 
what they want and 
leave us,” said Captain 
John, doubtfully, as 
he opened a bottle of 
champagne—a dozen 
of which by great 
good luck happened 
to be in a locker under 
one of the seats, to- 
gether with a few tins 
of oysters. 

But Pugh shook his 
head. “I reckon not, 
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sir. His lordship .an’ Mac there’ve downed 
too many of ’em fer that. And the beggars 
ha’ smelled blood. I don’t believe, barrin’ 
us, that there’s one o’ the hull ship’s company 
alive this minnit. Our only chanst is a 
steamer comin’ hup an’ scatterin’ the 
warmint. Mac, ole man, cudn’t you put a 
pill into that there steward for us?” 

The cook grinned. “Cant see, massa 
bo’sun,” said he, as he reloaded his rifle. 
“ Bimebye marnin’ come, an’ if Mac’s eye 
cotch top of him dam ugly yaller nose, he 
never play no more low-down tricks on 
Scotch gemman ob colour.” 

Whilst eating and drinking they had 
screwed up the brass shutters of their loop- 
holes. Long ago the glass in them all had 
been shivered to atoms, thick as it was. 
And now, so continuous was the hail of 
bullets that there was a very certain risk in 
opening any of them to get a shot through, 
Presently there came a lull in the continuous 
thump, thump of lead against brass and 
wood, and Lord Comorin cautiously opened 
his port for a chance. He had scarcely fired 
when a bullet came through the aperture, 
grazed his knuckles, and, glancing off the 
trigger-guard of the rifle, buried itself in the 
chest of the second mate who was standing 
a little to one side. With a cry of “I'm 
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done!” the unfortunate man staggered and 
fell against Mr. Brown, who laid him gently 
down as he breathed his last. 

“They’ve got a marksman amongst them!” 
exclaimed Lord Comorin. “ He fired at the 
flash ; and he’s using conical stuff too. Hip 
Yong practising, I expect. Poor chap, poor 
chap,” he continued, as he clanged the 
shutter to, turned up the lamp, and knelt 
beside the second mate, whose head Leonard, 
pale, and trying hard not to break down, was 
now supporting. ‘Well, he’s gone, sure 
enough. Mac, cease firing. We can’t take 
any more risks of this kind. When daylight 
comes we may be able to run our account up 
before we peg out—if that’s going to be the 
end.” 

“Upon my word, Clarence!” exclaimed 
Captain John, “you take things mighty 
cool. Curse the yellow sweeps, I’d give them 
ship and cargo, too, with a good heart if 
they’d let us have a boat and cry quits. 
Somehow, since that squid boarded us 
Pd a notion our luck was broke for the 
trip. And, now, here’s poor Hargraves dead, 
with God knows how many more good men 
outside. Give me a pistol, Clarence, and let 
me at the murderin’ pirates!” 
Captain John rose, his face working dismally: 
with rage and pity. 

“Steady does it, sir,” said Pugh, respect- 
fully, backing against the door. “If we 
rushes, we rushes ina heap. An’ if there 
was any wind I don’t know but we might do 
wuss. But there ain’t—not a stir—or we 
cud rush a boat, up sail, an’ give them 
reptiles a run for it. As it is, altho’ it’s close 
quarters ’ere, an’ middlin’ ’ot too, still it’s 
afore lyin’ outside wi’ yer throat cut like a 
bloomin’ sheepses.” 

There was no resisting such logic as 
this, and with a groan the Captain fell 
back into his seat again, looking quite 
broken up. 

Since Hargraves’s death the fusillade had 
been in great measure discontinued, and by 
the shouts and singing it could be heard that 
the pirates were very busy getting out cargo 
and transhipping it into their junks. Nor, 
on their side, had the defenders of the bridge- 
house assumed the offensive again. Lord 
Comorin considered it wiser to wait for day- 
light than go on snapping away at chance 
shots, with the effect of only drawing heavy 
return fire that might do more damage. 

And at last daylight did come filtering 
slowly through the barely unscrewed rims of 
the brass shutters—just let up a few threads 
of the big screws by which they were 
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fastened into their metal framework—dis- 
closing a sorry sight. 

On the floor lay the dead man, the breast 
of his white jacket all crimsoned with his 
life-blood, and his bald head showing over 
the edge of the tableclcth they had spread 
across him. Alongside the corpse, his 
features pale and drawn, slept poor Lenny. 
On the little settee that ran round three sides 
of the house sat Lord Comorin, his smoke- 
begrimed face swathed in a bloody bandage. 
Mr. Brown had fallen asleep, snoring stertor- 
ously with his head on his shoulder. Near 
him, his weary eyes wide open, and plucking 
nervously at his lips, was Captain John. 
Pugh and the cook sat on the floor against 
the door, nodding till their heads knocked 
together. The place smelled vilely of gun- 
powder ; a champagne bottle, half-full, stood 
on a small table close to a couple of chrono- 
meters and many packages of ammunition ; 
some, empty oyster-tins and fragments of 
biscuit littered the carpet, and everywhere 
lay expended cartridge cylinders. From the 
ceiling the lamp hung, burning dimly for lack 
The Captain’s cot had been taken 
down and thrown out on to the bridge to 
make more room; and a bullet had smashed 
the face of the big round clock that hung on 
the opposite wall. 

Lord Comorin started up and looked 
around. He was a tall, slight man, with fair 
hair, mild brown eyes, and delicate, almost 
effeminate, features, utterly lacking in any 
indication of the splendid courage, resolu- 
tion, and indomitable energy possessed by 
their owner. With his drawl, his listless 
manner, and general air of debility, “never,” 
as Pugh remarked tersely to Macalister, “ was 
there a greater sell than his bloomin’ lordship 
when he took the fit to come out of his 
shell.” 

Which apparently was at a time like the 
present. 

Arousing his companions, he gave Mr. 
Brown, Macalister, and Pugh a repeating 
rifle each. Then the four, boldly throwing 
open the door, stepped out on to the bridge. 
A mob of Chinese were around the main 
hatch, pulling up cargo by the aid of ropes. 
Alongside, amidships, was a junk, and they 
had utilized, amongst other things, three or 
four casks of cement to make a platform to 
receive the cargo on. Across the foretop- 
mast stay a man hung doubled up, the legs 
of another protruded over the top in a 
manner there was no mistaking the signifi- 
cance of. Aft the ship was nearly clear. 
Almost everybody was gathered around the 
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fore and main hatches, busy as ants, 
and disdaining help of winch or tackles. 
Standing on top of the boatswain and 
carpenter’s house was Hip Yong, smoking a 
cigar and screaming orders. Great patches 
of blood stained the decks ; some wounded 
men lay about, but the dead ones had been 
removed. All these things the four took 
in at a glance. 

For a few moments they were unperceived. 
Then, as the pirates ran for their arms, the 
four fired volley after volley into them, 
dropping them in dozens, so thick were they, 
before any attempt at reprisal could be 
made. Hip Yong 
had leapt off the 
house, apparently 
unhurt by the 
first discharge, 
although both 
Lord Comorin 
and Macalister 
had paid him 
special atten- 
tion. 

“There he is 
again!” exclaim- 
ed the former, 
“making away 
forard. Pot him, 
Mac! My rifle’s 
empty.” But the 
smoke was too 
thick, and the 
cook missed, for 
they saw Hip 
Yong run aft 
again, shoving 
cartridges into a 
breechloader as 
he sought shelter 
in the galley. 

“Cuss ’im!” 
shouted Macalis- 
ter, in disgust; 
“that yaller 
devil's fetish too strong. No bullet kill him!” 

As he spoke a man shot past them out of 
the bridge-house, down the ladder, and along 
the main deck. A wounded pirate rose to 
his knees and tried to grasp his legs as he 
ran. But the other, half turning, lifted a 
short, heavy knife, and clove the man’s head 
fair in twain. Then, without pause, he made 
into the thick of the crowd that had huddled 
behind the houses for shelter from the bridge 
fire. 

“ Great heavens!” exclaimed Comorin, the 
first minute of bewilderment over, ‘‘it’s 
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Captain John running amuck with my big 
scrub-knife. Come along, boys ; load as you 
go!” And without further words the four 
ran down and after the Captain, whom Lord 
Comorin had thought asleep and would not 
have disturbed to take part in the recon- 
naissance. 

A junk was on each bow packed high with 
cargo and men. Forty or fifty Chinese were 
crowded between the foremast and the break 
of the forecastle, and amongst these Captain 
John, bareheaded, with wild shouts and 
oaths, was slashing with might and main as 
they gave way before him, some jumping 





“CAPTAIN JOHN WAS SLASHING WITH MIGHT AND MAIN.” 


on to the junks, others running under the 
forecastle. The four coming up and firing 
rapidly completed the panic started by the 
sudden and desperate onslaught of the 
Captain. And had there been no others to 
deal with, his mad rush backed up by the 
constant and fatal shooting might have won 
the day. 

But presently Comorin saw the mate 
stagger and fall, whilst bullets from aft 
began to hum about his own ears. The 
two junks on the quarter had vomited forth 
a body of pirates, who were deliberately firing 
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at the little party as they showed to one side 
or the other of the men’s house. And the 
fellows in the for’ard junks seeing this, and 
recovering from their confusion, were, under 
the leadership of a couple of the Malays, 
preparing to board again. 

Captain John, gasping for breath, his 
clothes like a butcher’s, stood leaning against 
the capstan. Mr. Brown had got on his 
knees and was making shift to crawl towards 
him, when a long, straight sword flung spear- 
wise by a Chinese from the Counfess’s rail 
penetrated his back and literally pinned him 
to the deck. Instantly Lord Comorin, who 
was busy slipping cartridges into his Win- 
chester, levelled the piece and shot the man 
through the throat. Throwing his hands up, 
he fell backwards overboard between the 
ship and the junk. Meanwhile, Macalister 
and Pugh were dodging about the foremast, 
firing aft at the advancing foe. Suddenly 
out from the galley jumped Hip Yong, and 
with a magazine rifle began shooting as fast 
as he could pull the trigger. A bullet stung 
Lord Comorin’s shoulder; another cut a 
groove through Macalister’s woolly scalp. 
Pugh lost a finger. 

Howling with rage and the pain of his 
wound the negro threw his rifle down, and 
with a lightning rush caught Hip Yong just 
as the latter was making back to the galley. 
The steward screamed like a trapped rat as 
the cook, grasping him round the neck, 
dragged him to where some spare spars were 
lashed, and there, bending him over the end 
of a boom, choked him to death, whilst Pugh 
and Lord Comorin, back to back, discharged 
their heated rifles fore and aft. 

The boatswain was cursing to himself 
under his breath all the time, and firing his 
final filling rather wildly. Comorin, his 
usually pale features flushed, teeth set hard, 
and a fighting scowl on his brow, discharged 
his last cartridges coolly and deliberately as 
if shooting for a battue wager in the Glen- 
avon covers. But matters could not be more 
desperate. Macalister, still hugging Hip 
Yong, was simply cut to ribbons ; Mr. Brown 
was pasthope. Captain John, although busy 
with the for’ard boarders, was bleeding from 
a dozen wounds. The scrub-knife, double- 
edged and heavy, his only weapon, was but a 
poor defence against spears and bullets ; and 
the other two, powerless to help, saw him 
presently sink under the living wave that 
now rolled over the forecastle-head. 

“Tf we could but gain the bridge-house 
again!” panted Lord Comorin, throwing 
aside his useless rifle and wrenching a sword 
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from the grip of a Chinese killed by Captain 
John in his first onslaught. 

“Too thick, I reckon, sir,” replied Pugh, 
calmly. “I see as the young ’un’s got the 
door shut, though. They’ve apperiently forgot 
all about ’im. ’Owever, we'll charge the 
varmints, if you think’s it’s any good. Hello! 
by crikey! What’s up now? What guns is 
them ?” 

Boom ! boom! boom! as he spoke, came 
three roars from seaward. ‘The junk on the 
starboard bow, a big lump of some eighty 
tons or so, seemed to leap in the air, bursting 
like twine the heavy coir lashings that held 
her to the Countess, and then fell all to shreds 
and tatters of mutilated men, timber, and 
miscellaneous cargo, which scattered in a 
horrible sort of spray over the ship. 

Then, like magic, the rest of the pirates 
fled to the remaining junks, cast off, put out 
their sweeps, and began to pull frantically 
towards the coast, leaving Lord Comorin and 
Pugh utterly bewildered at the suddenness of 
the thing. 

Boom! boom! boom! Nearer still ; and 
the pair, staggering on to the forecastle-head, 
saw close to them a big white steamer, from 
whose bow issued puffs of smoke, whilst, 
now astern, now ahead of the fleeing junks 
the sea rose in graceful curving mounds. 

And even as they gazed one of the pirate 
vessels upheaved and dissolved into a mass 
of floating débris. 

“Good practice and heavy shell,” said 
Lord Comorin, faintly. “And, oh, if she 
had only come up an hour ago.” 

“Full speed ahead,” exclaimed Pugh, in 
ecstasy. “No more wasting shot. Ram, by 
George! Look, sir—my lord, I means, only 
you're such a tearin’ ’ero as I forgets myself 
—look at ’er. Swish, swash! What price 
pirates now? How about ‘mudder an’ fader,’ 
eh?” And the boatswain clapped his 
blackened and bleeding hands as he watched 
the warship ram and sink in succession the 
two remaining junks, the shrill cries of whose 
crews came plainly across the quiet water, 
mingled with the rattle of machine guns, as 
the cruiser trained them mercilessly on the 
swimmers. 

Going across to where Captain John lay, 
they found him still alive, but unable to do 
more than open his eyes and look at them. 

“Its all right now,” said Lord Comorin, 
cheerily, as he endeavoured to bind up some 
of the worst of the other’s many wounds. 

“Too late,” whispered Captain John, 
feebly. “‘Where’s Lenny?” 

But the boy was already picking his way 
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along the decks towards the little group, and 
was soon kneeling by his uncle’s side. 

Meanwhile, the warship had steamed 
nearly alongside and lowered a couple of 
boats. And presently some small brown 
men in naval uniform boarded the Countess, 
holding up their hands in astonishment and 
chattering furiously at the sight of the 
shambles that met their gaze fore and aft. 
Apprceaching the spot where Captain John 
lay, with his head on Lord Comorin’s lap 
and Lenny holding his hand, one of the new- 
comers said, in capital English: “ You’ve 
had a lot of trouble here, I’m afraid. We 
apparently just came up in time—for you, at 
least. I am the second lieutenant of the 
Japanese cruiser yonder—the /a¢stzio. Are 
all your men killed? As for the pirates,” 
glancing seaward out of sharp beads of eyes, 
“I don’t think they'll trouble people any 
more.” 

“Yes,” replied Lord Comorin, “I fear 
we are the only survivors. Anybody else 
left, Pugh?” he asked of the boatswain, as 
the latter came out of the men’s house, look- 
ing sick and faint. 

“Not one, my lord,” replied Pugh, hoarsely. 
“Carved into mincemeat inside there, an’ 
three shot aloft. That makes up the tally o 
the A.B.’s. Sails an’ Chips, o’ course, was 
done long ago, an’ 
then the two mates. 
Oh, good heavens, 
was ever such a 
cussed massacre 
afore?” And Pugh sat 
feebly down and 
put his hands 
before his eyes. 

The other 
Japanese, who 
turned out to 
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be a surgeon, was in the meantime busily 
attending Captain John, to whom he had 
administered a cordial that seemed of service, 
for the old skipper’s eyes brightened and the 
shrunken look went out of his face. 

“Cant we move him?” asked Lord 
Comorin, anxiously. “If we could but get 
him on board your ship out of sight of this 
infernal mess.” 

“He hasn’t ten minutes to live,” whispered 
the doctor. “All your English College of 
Surgeons couldn’t help him.” 

And indeed, almost as he spoke, the flicker 
died away. Captain John raised himself a 
little, looked at Lenny, weeping silently, and 
then at Lord Comorin’s sad features ; at the 
dead bodies all around. Then his gaze fell upon 
poor Brown, from whom Pugh had drawn the 
sword and composed the corpse decently. 

“Tm going, Clarence,” he whispered. “It’s 
been a bad job. Forgive me for bringing you 
into it. Sell the ship and see that the bo’sun 
there, and the widows and orphans, never 
want for anythin’ !” 

Then he began to wander, and his talk 
rambled away to the old days in South Africa, 
when he and Lord Comorin had faced fate 
together. All at once he broke off, raised 
his head, and shouted, with a voice startling 
for the loudness and intensity of it: “ Ready 
about! Hard — a — 
lee! Raise tacks and 
sheets! Mainsail 
haul!” And then, 
giving a feeble wave 
of the hand as a sign 
to put the helm over, 
he fell back dead—a 
master mariner to the. 
very last, and with the 
spirit of his business 
still strong upon him. 


‘A MASTER MARINER 10 THE VERY LAST.” 
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Funny Signs of the Times in Japan. 


By LupLow BROWNELL. 
Author of “ Tales from Tokio,” ec. 


TREET signs are often of 
much interest to the tourist. 
In Japan he will find some 
that are probably unique. Yet 
in spite of their oddity they 
are truly signs of the times. 
There is some history in telling how they 
came to be, for they are of the period when 
Japan was stepping from her old clothes into 
her new. Feudalism with its daimiyos and 
military retainers was disappearing, and so 
were caste distinctions. ‘The Government 
had just established a system of schools on 
a German-American plan, with much English 
and much military drill, and had set all the 
youth of the nation to school together to gain 
Western knowledge. Children of the four 
classes of society —warriors, farmers, artisans, 
and merchants, and even of the outcast Eta 
—miet on a common footing for the first 
time. 

Hasami San, the son of Kami San, the 
barber, was the equal of the son of the 
Samurai, and the barber was happy in the 
fact. Kami San knew nothing whatever of 
foreign ways. He was of the old zégime, but 





he had perfect faith in his Government, and if 


the Government favoured foreign ways, surely 
they were good. And this English language, 
too, which all the schools were teaching, 
so that no matter where one went he 
would hear of the great Peter Parley and 
his history, of Lord Macaulay, Clive, and 
Warren Hastings, and of George Washington 
and the cherry tree: was not Hasami 
studying about these things every day 
in classes, side by side with gentlefolk ? 
Surely he must put up an English sign: to 
show the world that his abode was the home 
of learning as well as other houses, even 
those of great pretensions. His son should 
have the job—Hasami San, who played with 
the children of fighting men and of the 
owners of many rice-fields, who knew the 
characters for writing Eigo, as he called the 
foreign tongue, and who even at this moment 
was in military uniform, drilling to become a 
soldier in the army of the great Mikado. 
The barber’s nose was high. 

Kami San talked of these things to his 
friend Hige San.while Hige was receiving a 
ha’penny’s worth of treatment. He had 
gone entirely over Hige San’s face with his 
thin, narrow blade, even to the eyelids, and 
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now had hold of his friend’s nose and was 
reaming the hair from his nostrils with a tiny, 
gouge-shaped razor, that few but a native 
barber would dare to use. 

“The times are changing,” he said as he 
rolled Hige’s head a little to the right, twirl- 
ing his gouge, “and when Hasami_ has 
leisure from his studies in'the coming rest 
days of the school he shall show by the new 
knowledge that I have the pride to make 
changes, too, keeping by the times closely in 
my business.” 

Here he lifted Hige San a little, saying : 
“ Augustly condescend honourable head to 
elevate,” and began to shave the ears. He 
did so deftly and thoroughly both inside and 
out. When this was over, and he had taken 
a run round the neck, he struck a tuning-fork 
and put the handle, which had a nob on its 
end, first into one ear and then into the 
other. The tuning-fork gives the customer 
the impression that he can hear himself purr, 
and so makes him happy. 

Hige San arose, shining and beaming, 
paid his two sen, said that Kami San was 
augustly gloriously expertissimo, and declared 
that an English sign over the sliding doors 
that made the front wall of the shop would 
be an honour to the neighbourhood, a sign 
in truth befitting the new era which Tenshi 
Sama, the Son of Heaven, had deigned to 
honour with the name of Meiji—the epoch 
of enlightenment. 

“Qh, it will be of course a most unworthy 
and disgraceful object, as is everything in my 
miserable shop,” replied Kami San. “But 
the new language from the wonderful people 
of the West, that it is that I wish to place on 
high.” 

The ‘rest days” Kami had referred to 
came soon, and Hasami San had the leisure of 
his first vacation. He had learned the alpha- 
bet—aye, bee, shee, dee, ee, efoo, jee, etc. — 
and could tell a “dee” from an “oh” almost 
every time. Besides, he knew many words 
and short sentences from his first reader. He 
could not pronounce “el,” it is true; the 
nearest he could come to it was “ervo,” as 
is the case with the general run of Japanese 
to-day ; such words as “literal” are beyond 
them, but he could draw characters skilfully, 
English letters being simple compared with 
the Chinese intricacies that youngsters learn 
to write so deftly with a brush. 
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So when his father explained the sign idea 
to him he set to work diligently, and by the 
time the holidays were over he had produced 
an ornament over his father’s Chinese 
lettered sign that filled the old man’s heart 
with joy. It was in three lines, which he 
printed and shaded beautifully. It read :— 

BARBER 
TO SHAVE BEARD OR TO ORESS 
HAIRS WAY. 

Kami San was the proudest man in town 
when he gazed up at the completed work. 
He gave a dinner to celebrate the event, and 
had all his friends in 
forthe day. Sake 
flowed. There were 
raw fish, boiled fish, 
broiled fish, and 
cuttle fish in profu- 
sion, and even the 
hardy little fishes that 
submit to slicing up 
alive. In the evening 
he had lanterns all 
over the front of his 
shop, with special 
illumination for the 
sign. Geisha strum- 
med their samisens 
and danced and sang, 
and the guests had 
so good a time that 
many of them forgot 
all about going home 
until KamiSan awoke 
them in the morning. 

The fame of the 
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sign spread. Scon 
it was the envy of 
every one of Kami 
San’s brothers in 
` the “ hairs way,” 
and of the trade 
folk generally. 
Those of them 
who had sons that 
had learned the 
“aye, bee, shee,” 
commanded them 
to do as Hasami 
had done, and 
those who had no 
sons sought to en- 
gage Hasami’s ser- 
vices. Kami San 
would not ‘hear of 
his boy’s neglect- 
ing his studies 
of the wonderful 
Figo, however, nor the military drills. He 
was busy, too, he said, for customers flocked 
to him so that he had to hire two more 
assistants, and he needed Hasami himself 
whenever the youngster had any spare time. 
As he said to Hige San one day as he was 
going carefully over the tip of his friend’s 
nose, and giving a curve deftly to his eye- 
brows, he knew when the honourable good 
thing came his way ; he was a respecter of 
signs, and would not do anything to make a 
good one common. Except that his son had 
explained to him by means of a dictionary 
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what his sign signified he did not know its 
meaning, but its influence as it shone down 
upon the passing throng was agreeable to his 
ideas, and he proposed not to meddle with it. 

Kami San’s lack of assistance did not 
hinder matters much, however. The sign 
craze was on, and it lasted for longer than 
the rabbit craze. But, then, the Government 
put a stop to that, whereas it has never 
interfered with signs. English lettering 
appeared in Yokohama, Tokio, Nagasaki, 
Hakodate, Kobe, Kyoto, and hundreds of 
other places, even 
at the tea-houses 
along the great 
highways where 
the jinriksha men 
stopped for a sip 
of tea and a whiff 
from their tiny 
pipes. 

“The Tas are 
restful and for 
sharpen the 
minds,” read one 
of these signs. 
And another :— 

“The Genuine- 
Ly bier buy the 
health for drink.” 
And a third :— 

“ Of smokes our Tmt- > ees 
tobaco is preasure | = [Ps ~ 
to our Tongue and Me i] 
give the Healthi- A ; 
ness to Hers and 


-m 


Hes! Also All or. 
People by It.” È 

These little omaj 
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notices in unex- 
pected places re- 
lieved the mono- 
tony of a journey 
on a dull day. 
Some of them have 
disappeared now 
that the railway 
has come, and the 
old Kaidos with 
their inns do little 
of their former 
business. But 
those in the towns 
remain, except 
where they were 
too frank, like the 
language of the 
Fiotwran,  “ damyoureyes- 
- san,” as the treaty- 
port natives call bluejackets. “The camera 
has caught them, and should Kami San and 
Hasami San be taken up in a chariot of fire 
their work would live. An Eta now become 
heimin, a member: of the great class that 
includes all but officials and nobles, expanded 
under the radiant announcement over the 
entrance of his leather shop :— 
TO TRADE HAIR-SKIN SORT SHOP. 
An entomologist of some repute in Yoko- 
hama, who supplied collectors of insects and 
also silk raisers with their “seeds,” orna- 
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mented the front of his place of business 
with his name and the words :— 
BUTTERFLY AND WORM 
MERCHANTS. 

He may have been leading a double life. 

The man who safeguards against sun and 
rain declared the fact publicly as follows :— 

A SHOP 
THE KIND OF PARASOL OR 
UMBRELLA AND STICK, 

and either of 
“ parasol” or of 
“umbrella and 
stick” he had 
great variety. 

Japan looked 
askance at but- 
chers in the early 
days of the new 
order. Beef and 
pork were tabooed 
pretty well all over 
the country. Even 
now it is not easy 
to get animal food 
in the small vil- 
lages of the in- 
terior, where some 
Buddhist priests 
still declare war 
against flesh and 
wine. But medical 
advice, following a 
cholera scare, has 
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ence, so that one 

may see this sign 

to-day exposed 
boldly to view :— 

COWMEAT AND 

PIGMEAT. 

In a country 
where there has 
been much raw 
fish, especially 
salmon, and not 
particularly good 
drainage until 
William Kinnin- 
mond Burton took 
to teaching it sani- 
tation, trouble- 
some ailments 

* would occur. To 
one of these Mr. 

Swiftriver had 

turned his atten- 

tion with success. 

His sign read as 
one straight line: “ Tape-worm Swiftriver 
Shop.” 

Mr. Pinecape, who dealt in coals, took the 
public into his confidence and confessed the 
secret of his success. Beneath his name 
and address are these two lines :— 

HONEST, INDUSTORIOUS MAKE THE CONT- 
INUAL PROSPERITY. 
_Mr. Seedsmall, who dealt in 


Lionulyys ape. 


so-called 


temperance drinks which the Japanese call 








had much influ- 
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“gun water,” because of the “pop,” got 
hold of a dictionary in which someone had 
translated the names of his beverages 
into Japanese phonetic equivalents. These 
Japanese syllables do not conform with 
extreme nicety to English sounds, principally 
because none of them ends in a consonant, 
but always in a vowel, and none of them has 
the sound of “1” init. This is the English 
part of Seedsmall’s sign :— 
RAMUNE SOUDA SASUPRE ZINZINBIYA 


JINJYAE-L, 
which one sees at [J 
a glance to mean | ge 
lemon, soda, sar- 
saparilla, ginger- 


beer, and ginger- 
ale. 

The brilliancy. 
of official uniforms 
attracted the atten- 
tion of a certain 
tailor, and he 
sought to make 
business amongst 
the men of the 
army, the navy, 
and the Govern- 
ment. His sign 
read :— 

GOLD TAIL SHOP. 
Coat-skirt decora- 
tionapparently was 
his specialty. 

Another sign, 
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that of a tobacco 
merchantof Ginza, 
the Bond Street of 
Tokio, was proba- 
bly the best known 
in the capital for 
half-a-dozen years. 
It was not amus- 
ing, for it merely 
declared the 
maker’s brand, 
and where one 
could find it on 
sale, but it was 
ubiquitous. The 
merchant had 
taken the contract 
to water the city’s 
streets from one 
end to the other 
on all dry days the 
year round. The 
brilliant red carts 
his coolies pulled 
about told everyone that in the tobacco 
business Mr. Pinemountain of the Ginza was 
supreme. 

And so one might go on indefinitely 
quoting signs, labels on bottles and cigar- 
ette packages, the covers of books, and. 
what not, all of them strange and some 
of them incomprehensible, yet all of them 
signs of the effort of Old Japan to be- 
come New Japan, an effort that has been 
triumphant. 
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The Famous Actresses of Europe. 


By AkTHuR Lewis. 


Mme. IT is quite unnecessary to go into 

Basrah ae, the career of one who has’ been 
justly described as the “ Queen 
of the Stage, the Divine Sarah 
Bernhardt.” Her great gifts are recognised 
throughout the civilized world, and she 
belongs, not to one nation, but to all. To 
enumerate her successes would mean to 
name almost every part she has played. She 
is an indefatigable worker, and surely if the 
word “genius ” means “ the faculty of taking 
infinite pains” this wonderful woman must 
indeed claim that title. The writer has seen 
her work for eighteen hours without rest day 
after day, and as an example of her energy it 
may here be stated that upon her last visit 
to England she played on one Monday at 
Islington, Tuesday at Croydon, Wednesday at 
Brighton, Thursday at the Comedy Theatre, 
London, Hamet on Friday at Stratford-on- 
Avon, and appeared in the same play in 
Lyons, France, on the following Sunday 
afternoon! Perhaps the largest amount ever 
taken in a theatre for dramatic representa- 
tions was realized in one week at the Tremont 
Theatre, Boston, U.S.A., where the receipts 
at the box-office for nine performances by 
Mme. Bernhardt amounted to the enormous 
sum of 53,000dols., or £10,600. 
As Mme. Bernhardt may be 
called the chief tragic and emo- 
tional actress of our time, so 
Mme. Réjane may justly be termed the 
“Queen of Comedy,” although her powers 
of compelling tears and laughter are almost 
equal. Her latest success, and one of her 
greatest, has been made as the heroine of 
M. Berton’s “Zaza,” in which she is abso- 
lutely without a rival. Unfortunately the 
English public will not be able to see her in 
that character for another year; but she will 
probably be seen at the Garrick Theatre 
during the present season, where she may 
possibly reproduce “Mme. Sans Géne.” 
Mme. Réjane is a woman of great personal 
charm and wonderful magnetism, and, as an 
instance of her generosity, it may be stated 
that on her last appearance in town she came 
all the way from Trouville to London to 
play at the Coronet ‘Theatre for charity. 
Her hard work has been crowned with great 
pecuniary reward. This is shown by the 
fact that she was paid for a twenty minutes’ 
recitation in a London drawing-room the 
sum of one hundred and fifty guineas. 


FRANCE, 


Mme. 
Réjane. 


FRANCE, 
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Señora Señora Guerrero is undoubtedly 
Guerrero. the greatest Spanish actress. Her 
‘ram repertoire consists of nearly all 

the parts sustained by Mme. Bernhardt, 
added to which she also plays the classic drama 
of Spain. She is a wonderful actress and 
possesses a marvellous voice, which she uses 
to the greatest advantage. She appeared in 
Paris for the first time last year during the 
Exhibition, and was received with enthusiasm, 
her performance in Racine’s “ Phédre” evoking 
the greatest praise. An attempt was made by 
the writer to bring her to London; but as 
she had only one week available it was found 
impossible to make any arrangements. In 
private life she is a most charming and 
gracious woman and has a delightful per- 
sonality. 

Signora An actress of consummate skill 

Lorenzo. and charm, she is delightful in 

mav every part she undertakes, her 

method being absolutely natural and free 
from affectation. She is possessed of an 
agreeable presence, and is justly a favourite 
with the playgoing public of Italy. 

Signora The great Italian actress, who has 
Eleanore been called the Sarah Bernhardt 
of Italy. Signora Duse is so well 
known in London that it is scarcely 
necessary to mention her various triumphs in 
detail. She is equally at home in comedy and 
tragedy, and those who remember her per- 
formances in “ La Locandiera” and “ Caval- 
leria Rusticana” can readily appreciate her 
marvellous versatility. Her methods are 
simple and she scarcely ever uses any “ make- 
up.” She rarely plays a part twice alike, and 
alters the business of her scenes from night 
to night. Her productions are invariably good 
and show very careful stage management ; 
unconventional and essentially natural. 
Signora Duse’s last appearance in London 
was at the Lyceum during the spring of last 
year, when she presented, for the first time 
in England, Mr. A. W. Pinero’s “Second 
Mrs. Tanqueray” under the title of “La 
Seconda Moglie.” 
It is perhaps hardly necessary to 
describe the great merits of Mme. 
Odillon as an actress. Her appear- 
ances in London are of so recent a date, at 
Daly’s Theatre in 1897, and the emphatic 
success she made of so pronounced a type, 
that playgoers need hardly be reminded of 
the fact. In Vienna Mme. Odillon’s. name is 


ITALY. 


Mme. 
Odillon. 
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Strange Studies from Life. 


By A. Conan DovLe. 


[The cases dealt with in this series of studies of criminal psychology are taken from the actual history of 
crime, though occasionally names have been changed where their retention might cause pain lo surviving 
relatives. | 


Il.—THE LOVE AFFAIR OF 


will find upon classifying his 
cases that the two causes 
which are the most likely to 
incite a human being to the 
crime of murder are the lust 
of money and the black resentment of a dis- 
appointed love. Of these the latter are both 
rarer and more interesting, for they are 
subtler in their inception and deeper in their 
psychology. The mind can find no possjble 
sympathy with the brutal greed and selfish- 
ness which weighs a purse against a life; 
but there is something more spiritual in the 
case of the man who is driven by jealousy 
and misery to a temporary madness of 
violence. To use the language of science it 
is the passionate as distinguished from the 
instinctive criminal type. The two classes of 
crime may be punished by the same severity, 
but we feel that they are not equally sordid, 
and that none of us is capable of saying how he 
might act if his affections and his self-respect 
were suddenly and cruelly outraged. Even 
when we indorse the verdict it is still 
possible to feel some shred of pity for the 
criminal. His offence has not been the 
result of a self-interested and cold-blooded 
plotting, but it has been the consequence-— 
however monstrous and disproportionate 
—of a cause for which others were respon- 
sible. As an example of such a crime I 
would recite the circumstances connected 
with George Vincent Parker, making some 
alteration in the names of persons and of 
places wherever there is a possibility that 
pain might be inflicted by their disclosure. 
Nearly forty years ago there lived in one of 
our Midland cities a certain Mr. Parker, who 
did a considerable business as a commission 
agent. He was an excellent man of affairs, 
and during those progressive years which 
intervened between the Crimean and the 


American wars his fortune increased rapidly. 
Vol. xxi,—46. 
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He built himself a villa in a pleasant suburb 
outside the town, and being blessed with a 
charming and sympathetic wife there was 
every prospect that the evening of his days 
would be spent in happiness. The only 
trouble which he had to contend with was 
his inability to understand the character of 
his only son, or to determine what plans he 
should make for his future. 

George Vincent Parker, the young man in 
question, was of a type which continually 
recurs and which verges always upon the 
tragic. By some trick of atavism he had no 
love for the great city and its roaring life, 
none for the weary round of business, and 
no ambition to share the rewards which 
successful business brings. He had no 
sympathy with his father’s works or his 
father’s ways, and the life of the office was 
hateful to him. This aversion to work 
could not, however, be ascribed to vicious- 
ness or indolence. It was innate and 
constitutional. In other directions his 
mind was alert and receptive. He loved 
music and showed a remarkable aptitude 
for it. He was an excellent linguist and 
had some taste in painting. In a word, 
he was a man of artistic temperament, 
with all the failings of nerve and of character 
which that temperament implies. In London 
he would have met hundreds of the same 
type, and would have found a congenial 
occupation in making small incursions into 
literature and dabbling in criticism. Among 
the cotton -brokers of the Midlands his 
position was at that time an isolated one, and 
his father could only shake his head and 
pronounce him to be quite unfit to carry on 
the family business. He was gentle in his 
disposition, reserved with strangers, but very 
popular among his few friends. Once or 
twice it had been remarked that he was 
capable of considerable bursts of passion 
when he thought himself ill-used. 
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This is a type of man for whom the 
practical workers of the world have no 
affection, but it is one which invariably 
appeals to the feminine nature. There is a 
certain helplessness about it and a naive 
appeal for sympathy to which a woman’s 
heart readily responds — and it is the 


strongest, most vigorous woman who is the 
We do not know 


first to answer the appeal. 





“IT WAS AT A MUSICAL EVENING AT THE HOUSE OF A LOCAL DOCTOR THAT 


HE FIRST MET MISS GROVES,” 


what other consolers this quiet dilettante 
may have found, but the details of one 
such connection have come down to us. 
It was at a musical evening at the house 
of a local doctor that he first met Miss 
Mary Groves. The doctor was her uncle, 
and she had come to town to visit him, 
but her life was spent in attendance 
upon her grandfather, who was a very 
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virile old gentleman, whose eighty years did 
not prevent him from fulfilling all the duties 
of a country gentleman, including those of 
the magisterial bench. After the quiet of a 
secluded manor-house the girl in the first 
flush of her youth and her beauty enjoyed the 
life of the town, and seems to have been par- 
ticularly attracted by this refined young 
musician, whose appearance and manners 
suggested that touch of 
romance for which a 
young girl craves. He 
on his side was drawn to 
her by her country fresh- 
ness and by the sym- 
pathy which she showed 
for him. Before she re- 
turned to the Manor- 
house friendship had 
grown into love and the 
pair were engaged. 

But the engagement 
was not looked upon 
with much favour by 
either of the families 
concerned. Old Parker 
had died, and his widow 
was left with sufficient 
means to live in com- 
fort, but it became more 
imperative than ever that 
some profession should 
be found for the son. His 
invincible repugnance to 
business still stood in 
the way. On the other 
hand the young lady 
came of a good stock, 
and her relations, headed 
by the old country 
squire, objected to her 
marriage with a penni- 
less young man of 
curious tastes and 
character. So for four 
vears the engagement 
dragged along, during 
which the lovers corre- 
sponded continually, but 
seldom met. At the 
end of that time he was twenty-five and she 
was twenty-three, but the prospect of their 
union seemed as remote as ever. At last 
the prayers of her relatives overcame her 
constancy, and she took steps to break the 
tie which held them together. This she 
endeavoured to do by a change in the tone 
of her letters, and by ominous passages to 
prepare him for the coming blow. 
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On August 12th, 18—, she wrote that she 
had met a clergyman who was the most 
delightful man she had ever seen in her life. 
“He has been staying with us,” she said, 
“and grandfather thought that he would just 
suit me, but that would not do.” This 
passage, in spite of the few lukewarm words 
of reassurance, disturbed young Vincent 
Parker exceedingly. His mother testified 
afterwards to the extreme depression into 
which he was thrown, which was the less 
remarkable as he was a man who suffered 
from constitutional low spirits, and who 
always took the darkest view upon every 
subject. Another letter reached him next 
day which was more decided in its tone. 

“I have a good deal to say to you, and it 
had better be said at once,” said she. “ My 
grandfather has found out about our corre- 
spondence, and is wild that there should be 
any obstacle to the match between the 
clergyman and me. I want you to release 
me that I may have it to say that I am free. 
Don’t take this too hardly, in pity for me. I 
shall not marry if I can help it.” 

This second letter had an overpowering 
effect. His state was such that his mother 
had to ask a family friend to sit up with him 
all night. He paced up and down in an 
extreme state of nervous excitement, bursting 
constantly into tears. When he lay down 
his hands and feet twitched convulsively. 
Morphia was administered, but without 
effect. He refused all food. He had the 
utmost difficulty in answering the letter, and 
when he did so next day it was with the help 
of the friend who had stayed with him all 
night. His answer was reasonable and also 
affectionate. 

“ My dearest Mary,” he said. “ Dearest 
you will always be to me. To say that I am 
not terribly cut up would be a lie, but at any 
rate you know that I am not the man to 
stand in your way. I answer nothing to 
your last letter except that I wish to hear 
from your own lips what your wishes are, 
and I will then accede to them. You know 
me too well to think that I would then give 
way to any unnecessary nonsense or senti- 
mentalism. Before I leave England I wish 
to see you once again, and for the last time, 
though God knows what misery it gives me 
to say so. You will admit that my desire 
to see you is but natural. Say in your next 
where you will meet me.—Ever, dearest 
Mary, your affectionate GEORGE.” 

Next day he wrote another letter in which 
he again implored her to give him an 
appointment, saying that any place between 
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their house and Standwell, the nearest 
village, would do. ‘I am ill and thoroughly 
upset, and I do not wonder that you are,” 
said he. “We shall both be happier and 
better in mind as well as in body after this 
last interview. I shall be at your appoint- 
ment, coûte gwil cotite.—Always your affec- 
tionate GEORGE.” 

There seems to have been an answer to 
this letter actually making an appointment, 
for he wrote again upon Wednesday, the 
tgth. “My dear Mary,” said he, “I will 
only say here that I will arrive by the train 
you mention and that I hope, dear Mary, 
that you will not bother yourself unneces- 
sarily about all this so far as I am concerned. 
For my own peace of mind I wish to see 
you, which I hope you won’t think selfish. 
Du reste I only repeat what I have already 
said. I have but to hear from you what your 
wishes are and they shall be complied with. 
I have sufficient savoir faire not to make a 
bother about what cannot be helped. Don’t 
let the be the cause of any row between you 
and your grandpapa. If you like to call at 
the inn I will not stir out until you come, 
but I leave this to your judgment.” 

As Professor Owen would reconstruct an 
entire animal out of a single bone, so from 
this one little letter the man stands flagrantly 
revealed. The scraps of French, the self- 
conscious allusion to his own savoir faire, 
the florid assurances which mean nothing, 
they are all so many strokes in a subtle self- 
portrait. 

Miss Groves had already repented the 
appointment which she had given him. 
There may have been some traits in this 
eccentric lover whom she had abandoned 
which recurred to her memory and warned 
her not to trust herself in his power. “ My 
dear George,” she wrote—and her letter must 
have crossed his last one—“ I write this in 
the greatest haste to tell you not to come on 
any account. I leave here to-day, and can’t 
tell when I can or shall be back. I do not 
wish to see you if it can possibly be avoided, 
and indeed there will be no chance now, so 
we had best end this state of suspense at 
once and say good-bye without seeing each 
other. I feel sure I could not stand the 
meeting. If you write once more within the 
next three days I shall get it, but not later 
than that time without its being seen, for 
my letters are strictly watched and even 
opened.— Yours truly, Mary.” 

This letter seems to have brought any 
vague schemes which may have been already 
forming in the young man’s mind to an 
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immediate head. If he had only three days 
in which he might see her he could not 
afford to waste any time. On the same 
day he went on to the county town, but as 
it was late he did not go on to Standwell, 
which was her station. The waiters at the 


Midland Hotel noticed his curious demean- 
He wandered about 


our and his vacant eye. 


““HE WANDERED ABOUT THE COFFEE-ROOM MUTTERING TO HIMSELF.” 


the coffee-room muttering to himself, and 
although he ordered chops and tea he 
swallowed nothing but some brandy and soda. 
Next morning, August 21st, he took a ticket 
to Standwell and arrived there at half-past 
eleven. From Standwell Station to the 
Manor-house at which Miss Groves resided 
with the old squire is two miles. There is 
an inn close to the station called “ The Bull’s 
Head.” Vincent Parker called there and 
ordered some brandy. He then asked 
whether a note had been left there for him, 
and seemed much disturbed upon hearing 
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that there was none. Then, the time being 
about a quarter past twelve, he went off in 
the direction of the Manor-house. 

About two miles upon the other side of 
the Manor-house, and four miles from the 
Bull’s Head Inn, there is a thriving grammar 
school, the head master of which was a friend 
of the Groves family and had some slight 
acquaintance with Vin- 
cent Parker. The young 
man thought, therefore, 
that this would be the 
best place for him to 
apply for information, and 
he arrived at the school 
about half-past one. The 
head master was no doubt 
considerably astonished 
at the appearance of this 
dishevelled and brandy- 
smelling visitor, but he 
answered his questions 
with discretion and 
courtesy. 

“I have called upon 
you,” said Parker, “as a 
friend of Miss Groves. I 
suppose you know that 
there is an engagement 
between us?” 

“I understood that 
there was an engagement, 
and that it had been 
broken off,” said the 
master. 

“Yes,” Parker answered. 
“She has written to me 
to break off the engage- 
ment and declines to see 
me. I want to know 
how matters stand.” 

“Anything I may 
know,” said the master, 
“is in confidence, and so 
I cannot tell you.” 

“I will find it out 
sooner or later,” said Parker, and then asked 
who the clergyman was who had been 
staying at the Manor-house. The master 
acknowledged that there had been one, but 
refused to give the name. Parker then asked 
whether Miss Groves was at the Manor- 
house and if any coercion was being used 
to her. The other answered that she was at 
the Manor-house and that no coercion was 
being used. 

“Sooner or later I must see her,” said 
Parker. “I have written to release her from 
her engagement, but I must hear from her 
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own lips that she gives me up. She is 
of age and must please herself. I know 
that I am not a good match, and I do not 
wish to stand in her way.” 

The master then remarked that it was time 
for school, but that he should be free again at 
half-past four if Parker had anything more to 
say to him, and Parker left, promising to 
return. It is not known how he spent the 
next two hours, but he may have found 
some country inn in which he obtained 
some luncheon. At half-past four he was 
back at the school, and asked the master 
for advice as to how to act. The master 
suggested that his best course was to write a 
note to Miss Groves and to make an appoint- 
ment with her for next morning. 

“If you were to call at the house, perhaps 
Miss Groves would see you,” said this 
sympathetic and most injudicious master. 

“Iwill do so and get it off my mind,” said 
Vincent Parker. 

It was about five o’clock when he left 
the school, his manner at that time being 
perfectly calm and collected. 

It was forty minutes later when the dis- 
carded lover arrived at the house of his 
sweetheart. He knocked at the door and 
asked for Miss Groves. She had probably 
seen him as he came down the drive, for she 
met him at the drawing-room door as he 
came in, and she invited him to come with 
her into the garden. Her heart was in her 
mouth, no doubt, lest her grandfather should 
see him and a scene ensue. It was safer to 
have him in the garden than in the house. 
They walked out, therefore, and half an 
hour later they were seen chatting quietly 
upon one of the benches. A little after- 
wards the maid went out and told Miss 
Groves that tea was ready. She came in 
alone, and it is suggestive of the views taken 
by the grandfather that there seems to have 
been no question about Parker coming in 
also to tea. She came out again into the 
garden and sat for a long time with the 
young man, after which they seem to have 
set off together for a stroll down the country 
lanes. What passed during that walk, what 
recriminations upon his part, what retorts 
upon hers, will never now be known. They 
were only once seen in the course of it. At 
about half-past eight o’clock a labourer, 
coming up a long lane which led from the 
high road to the Manor-house, saw a man 
and a woman walking together. As he 
passed them he recognised in the dusk that 
the lady was Miss Groves, the granddaughter 
of the squire. When he looked back he saw 
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that they had stopped and were standing face 
to face conversing. 

A very short time after this Reuben 
Conway, a workman, was passing down this 
lane when he heard a low sound of moaning. 
He stood listening, and in the silence of the 
country evening he became aware that this 
ominous sound was drawing nearer to him. 
A wall flanked one side of the lane, and as 
he stared about him his eye caught something 
moving slowly down the black shadow at the 
side. For a moment it must have seemed to 
him to be some wounded animal, but as he 
approached it he saw to his astonishment 
that it was a woman who was slowly stumbling 
along, guiding and supporting herself by her 
hand against the wall. With a cry of horror 
he found himself looking into the face of 
Miss Groves, glimmering white through the 
darkness. 

“Take me home !” she whispered. ‘Take 
me home! The gentleman down there has 
been murdering me.” 

The horrified labourer put his arms round 
her, and carried her for about twenty yards 
towards home. 

“Can you see anyone down the lane?” 
she asked, when he stopped for breath. 

He looked, and through the dark tunnel 
of trees he saw a black figure moving slowly 
behind them. The labourer waited, still 
propping up the girl’s head, until young 
Parker overtook them. 

“Who has been murdering Miss Groves ? ” 
asked Reuben Conway. 

“T have stabbed her,” said Parker, with 
the utmost coolness. 

“Well, then, you had best help me to 
carry her home,” said the labourer. So 
down the dark lane moved that singular 
procession : the rustic and the lover, with the 
body of the dying girl between them. 

“Poor Mary!” Parker muttered. “ Poor 
Mary! You should not have proved false 
to me!” 

When they got as far as the lodge-gate 
Parker suggested that Reuben Conway should 
run and get something which might stanch 
the bleeding. He went, leaving these tragic 
lovers together for the last time. When he 
returned he found Parker holding something 
to her throat. 

“Ts she living?” he asked. 

“ She is,” said Parker. 

“ Oh, take me home!” wailed the poor 
girl. A little farther upon their dolorous 
journey they met two farmers, who helped 
them. 

“Who has done this?” asked one of them. 
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‘TAKE ME HOME!” SHE WHISPERED. 


“He knows and I know,” said Parker, 
gloomily. “I am the man who has done 
this, and I shall be hanged for it. I have 
done it, and there is no question about that 
at all.” 

These replies never seem to have brought 
insult or invective upon his head, for every- 
one appears to have been silenced by the 
overwhelming tragedy of the situation. 

“T am dying!” gasped poor Mary, and 
they were the last words which she ever said. 
Inside the hall-gates they met the poor old 
squire running wildly up on some vague 
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rumour of a disaster. The 
bearers stopped as they saw 
the white hair gleaming 
through the darkness. 

“What is amiss?” he 
cried. 

Parker said, calmly, “It 
is your grand-daughter Mary 
murdered.” 

“Who did it?” shrieked 
the old man. 


“I did it.” 

“Who are you?” he cried. 

“My name is Vincent 
Parker.” 


“ Why did you do it?” 

“She has deceived me, 
and the woman who deceives 
me must die.” 

The calm concentration of 
his manner seems to have 
silenced all reproaches. 

“I told her I would kill 
her,” said he, as they all 
entered the house together. 
“She knew my temper.” 

The body was carried into 
the kitchen and laid upon 
the table. In the meantime 
Parker had followed the 
bewildered and heart-broken 
old man into the drawing- 
room, and holding out a 
handful of things, including 
his watch and some money, 
he asked him if he would 
take care of them. The 
squire angrily refused. He 
then took two bundles of her 
letters out of his pocket—all 
that was left of their miser- 
able love story. 

“Will you take care of 
these ?” said he. “You may 
read them, burn them, do 
what you like with them. I 
don’t wish them to be brought into court.” 

The grandfather took the letters and they 
were duly burned. 

And now the doctor and the policeman, 
the twin attendants upon violence, came 
hurrying down the avenue. Poor Mary was 
dead upon the kitchen table, with three great 
wounds upon her throat. How, with a 
severed carotid, she could have come so far 
or lived so long is one of the marvels of 
the case. As to the policeman, he had no 
trouble in looking for his prisoner. As he 
entered the room Parker walked towards 
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him and said that he wished to give himself 
up for murdering a young lady. When asked 
if he were aware of the nature of the charge 
he said, “ Yes, quite so, and I will go with 
you quietly, only let me see her first.” 





“ee 


“What have you done with the knife?” 


. asked the policeman. 


Parker produced it from his pocket, a very 
ordinary one with a clasp blade. It is 
remarkable that two other penknives were 
afterwards found upon him. They took him 
into the kitchen and ‘he looked at his victim. 

“I am far happier now that I have done it 
than before, and I hope that she is,” said he. 

This is the record of the murder of Mary 
Groves by Vincent Parker, a crime charac- 
terized by all that inconsequence and grim 
artlessness which distinguish fact from 
fiction. In fiction we make people say and 
do what we should conceive them to be 
likely to say or do, but in fact they say and 
do what no one would ever conceive to be 
likely. That those letters should be a pre- 
lude to a murder, or that after a murder the 


criminal should endeavour to stanch the 
Vol. xxi.—47. : 
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wounds of his victim, or hold such a con- 
versation as that described with the old 
squire, is what no human invention would 
hazard. One finds it very difficult on read- 
ing all the letters and weighing the facts to 
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WILL YOU TAKE CARE OF THESE,’ SAID HE,” 


suppose that Vincent Parker came out that 
day with the preformed intention of killing 
his former sweetheart. But whether the dread- 
ful idea was always there, or whether it came 
in some mad flash of passion provoked by 
their conversation, is what we shall never 
know. It is certain that she could not have 
seen anything dangerous in him up to the 
very instant of the crime, or she would 
certainly have appealed to the labourer who 
passed them in the lane. 

The case, which excited the utmost interest 
through the length and breadth of England, 
was tried before Baron Martin at the next 
assizes. There was no need to prove the 
guilt of the prisoner, since he openly gloried 
in it, but the whole question turned upon 
his sanity, and led to some curious compli- 
cations which have caused the whole law 
upon the point to be reformed. His rela- 
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tions were called to show that madness was 
rampant in the family, and that out of ten 
cousins five were insane. His mother appeared 
in the witness-box contending with dreadful 
vehemence that her son was mad, and 
that her own marriage had been objected to 
on the ground of the madness latent in her 
blood. All the witnesses agreed that the 
prisoner was not an ill-tempered man, but 
sensitive, gentle, and accomplished, with a 
tendency to melancholy. The prison chaplain 
affirmed that he had held conversations 
with Parker, and that his moral perception 
seemed to be so entirely wanting that he 
hardly knew right from wrong. Two 
specialists in lunacy examined him, and 
said that they were of opinion that he was of 
unsound mind. The opinion was based upon 
the fact that the prisoner declared that he 
could not see that he had done any wrong. 

“Miss Groves was promised to me,” said 
he, “and therefore she was mine. I could 
do what I liked with her. Nothing short of 
a miracle will alter my convictions.” 

The doctor attempted to argue with him. 
“Suppose anyone took a picture from you, 
what steps would you take to recover it?” he 
asked. 

“I should demand restitution,” said he ; 
“if not, I should take the thief’s life without 
compunction.” 

The doctor pointed out that the law was 
there to be appealed to, but Parker answered 
that he had been born into the world without 
being consulted, and therefore he recognised 
the right of no man to judge him. The 
doctor’s conclusion was that his moral sense 
was more vitiated than any case that he had 
seen. That this constitutes madness would, 
however, be a dangerous doctrine to urge, 
since it means that if a man were only wicked 
enough he would be screened from the 
punishment of his wickedness. 

Baron Martin summed up in a common- 
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sense manner. He declared that the world 
was full of eccentric people, and that to 
grant them all the immunity of madness 
would be a public danger. To be mad 
within the meaning of the law a criminal 
should be in such a state as not to know 
that he has committed crime or incurred 
punishment. Now, it was clear that Parker 
did know this, since he had talked of being 
hanged. The Baron accordingly accepted 
the jury’s finding of “ Guilty,” and sentenced 
the prisoner to death. 

There the matter might very well have 
ended were it not for Baron Martin’s con- 
scientious scruples. His own ruling had been 
admirable, but the testimony of the mad 
doctors weighed heavily upon him, and his 
conscience was uneasy at the mere possibility 
that a man who was really not answerable 
for his actions should lose his life through 
his decision. It is probable that the thought 
kept him awake that night, for next morning 
he wrote to the Secretary of State, and told 
him that he shrank from the decision of 
such a case. 

The Secretary of State, having carefully 
read the evidence and the judge’s remarks, 
was about to confirm the decision of the 
latter, when, upon the very eve of the execu- 
tion, there came a report from the gaol 
visitors—perfectly untrained observers—that 
Parker was showing undoubted signs of 
madness. This being so the Secretary of 
State had no choice but to postpone the 
execution, and to appoint a commission of 
four eminent alienists to report upon the 
condition of the prisoner. These four re- 
ported unanimously that he was perfectly 
sane. It is an unwritten law, however, that 
a prisoner once reprieved is never executed, 
so Vincent Parker’s sentence was commuted 
to penal servitude for life—a decision which 
satisfied, upon the whole, the conscience of 
the public. 
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Some Personal Characteristics of Queen Victoria. 


[The following article, which was written before the lamented death of the late Queen, was sent to Court 
in order that nothing might appear of which Her Majesty might not approve, and was received back 
with 


certain omissions in matters of detail. 


The article, in the form in which it now appears, may 


therefore be regarded as authentic. ] 


HE dearly-loved Queen who 
so lately passed away from us 





w onderful woman.” A wonder 
FD) indeed she’was. Ardent and 
; impulsive as a girl, wise and 
dignified i in middle age, she gathered in with 
these qualities after the age of eighty an 
added lovableness. 
a sense to the 
last ; for there 
remained a smile 
in her eyes, a 
tone in her voice 
which told you 
that, notwith- 
standing her 
weight of years, 
the British 
Sovereign still 
felt, still hoped 
and endured. 
Never did she 
seem so happy 
as with her chil- 
dren, and it was 
good to see what 
love and simple 
devotion they be- 
stowed upon her. 
Anew light came 
into her face when 
either the Prince 
of Wales or Duke 
of Connaught 
entered the room 
where she was; 
and, for all her 
self-reliance, the 
Queen consulted both her sons, and, 
more, was ever ready to take their ad- 
vice on matters of importance. The air 
of protection with which Princess Christian 
and Princess Beatrice hovered round their 
mother when the weakness of old age 
became apparent in her was more elo- 
quent than any words, and the constant 
presence, not only of her daughters, 
but her granddaughter, Princess Victoria 
of Schleswig- Holstein, tended to keep her 
cheery in mind and conversation. That 
she was fond of little children everybody 
knows. Prince Edward of York was her 
favourite of all, and she took the keenest 
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QUEEN VICTORIA AND HER GREAT-GRANDCHILDREN—THE CHILDREN OF 
THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF CORNWALL AND YORK. 


interest and pride in him. As a mother the 
Queen was a disciplinarian, and as a grand- 
mother sometimes described as “strict,” but 
as a great-grandmother she was indulgence 
itself. A delightful story is told which, un- 
like many delightful stories, has the advantage 
of being true. The Duke of York’s children 
have always been bidden to pick up their 
own toys. Little Prince Edward had been 
playing in the 
Queen’s private 
sitting-room, 
when his nurse 
came to fetchhim 
upstairs. The 
floor was strewn 
with bricks, tin 
soldiers, and go- 
carts, and the 
nurse madea sign 
that “ David” (for 
so he is always 
called in the 
family circle) 
should put them 
away tidily. The 
little Prince was 
unwilling, how- 
ever, and the 
nurse looked 
obdurate. “ You 
help me,” he 
said, turning to 
the Queen with 
an insinuating 
smile. 

Her Majesty 
frequently held 
long conversa- 
tions with the Prince, and was much 
amused at his naive remarks. His knowledge 
of “soldiering” is remarkable, and when 
asked how it was he could so minutely de- 
scribe the uniforms worn by men of different 
regiments, he replied: “Gran-gran told 
me. You see, she and I often talk of 
soldiers.” ‘The time is long past since Prince 
Edward insisted: “I will be a policeman 
when I grow up,” so dazzled was he by the 
prowess of the mounted police whom he had 
watched from the windows of Marlborough 
House on the day of the Diamond Jubilee. 
His one idea nowadays is to become a 
soldier. 


(R. Milne, Aboyne and Ballater. 
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“PLAYING AT SOLDIERS”—PRINCE EDWARD OF YORK AND 


HIS SISTER. 
From a Photo. by The Biograph Studio, Regent Street. 


The Queen, gentle and kind in her home 
life, was.a stern woman when it came to any 
question of work. Her labours indeed were 
tremendous, and until the time when Her 
Majesty had to be careful to spare her eye- 
sight it was estimated roughly that she 
signed about 50,000 documents a year. It 
has been said that the Queen was equal to 
the best statesman in Europe in her know- 
ledge of State-craft, and had often surprised 
a Cabinet Minister by setting him to rights 
in a casual reference to a precedent dating, 
perhaps, forty to fifty years ago. As to 
State etiquette, she could settle the most 
delicate point, not only in her own but in 
any European Court. Her memory for faces 
was as marvellous as her knowledge of the 
relationships of the most distant, even of the 
members of her aristocracy. 

That the Queen had musical talent we all 
know. Both Mendelssohn and Lablache con- 
sidered her voice and style of singing charm- 
ing, and she had real knowledge of music, 
reading admirably at sight. One of her greatest 
pleasures, when a younger woman, was to 
play duets with Princess Beatrice and Prince 
Leopold. All the musical artists I have met 
who have played or sung before the Queen 
declared her to be a most sympathetic 
audience. As is only natural, she preferred 


Digitized by GO gle 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


the music which was in vogue in 
her early days to the work of later 
composers. Of Mendelssohn, Bellini, 
and Donizetti she was very fond, 
but that did not prevent her from 
appreciating Wagner. Certain 
modern French chansons pleased 
her, but not so greatly as the 
German Zeder, and in Scotch songs 
she delighted. Of these “The 
Lass o’ Gowrie” was her favourite. 
With regard to vocalists, the Queen 
had the warmest admiration for 
Mme. Albanis voice and the ex- 
pressiveness of her singing, whilst 
her personal grace and charm of 
manner much appealed to her. 
Mlle. Emma Calvé she considered 
awoman of genius; and for M. 
Jean de Reszke her opinion was 
of the highest, and she preferred 
him to any tenor since Mario. 
The latter's performance, by the 
way, of Raoul in “Les Huguenots ” 
struck her as more beautiful 
than any she ever witnessed. Grisi 
impressed her less than Jenny. 
Lind, whose singing she described 
as “the purest and loveliest.” 
Miss Clara Butt and Mr. Kennerley Rumford 
and Miss Eisslers all charmed her as artists ; 
and so, too, did the violinist, M. Wolff, who 
was frequently commanded to appear at 
Windsor or Balmoral. 

To theatrical performances the Queen was 
less partial. In her early days she liked to 
go to the theatre almost every night with 
Prince Albert, but of late years it required 
all the persuasion which the Prince of Wales 
could bring to bear for her to command the 
performance of any play at Windsor. 

Of painting and drawing the Queen was 
fond many years ago, and she both painted 
and drew well. A Royal Academician once 
showed me a pencil sketch she had done of 
Princess Beatrice, when anxious to indicate 
the style of picture she required of him. 
The little drawing was full of spirit and 
talent, he declared ; and so indeed it seemed 
to me. 

Few people are aware how nice a literary 
taste was shown by the Queen. She 
advanced with the times, and it is certain 
that she did not merely appreciate the works 
of Mr. William Black and Miss Marie 
Corelli, as some people would have us 
believe. It is said that the Queen, when 
Miss Cholmondeley’s “Red Pottage” was 
read out to her, evinced the liveliest interest 
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PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS OF QUEEN VICTORIA. 


in the story. For this I cannot vouch, but I 
know she was full of appreciation for the 
later poets, more particularly for Mr. William 
Watson, whose “ Lachryme Musarum” was 
a special favourite of hers. All the newest 
books were sent to the Queen. Of these 

` she made her choice, and had them read to 
her by her Lady-in-Waiting after dinner. She 
was very particular about reading aloud, as 
about everything else, 
and it may be interest- 
ing to recall that Lady 
Bancroft attributes 
her admirable elocu- 
tion to the training 
she received as 
Queen’s reader when 
a girl. 

Her Majesty’s day 
began early. Ordinary 
breakfast followed 
after she had made 
her toilet, and the 
meal, whenever the 
weather permitted, was 
enjoyed in the open 
air. Her private corre- 
spondence was then 
handed to her and 
received due atten- 
tion, and the Queen 
rarely failed to consult 
a little book in which 
birthdays of all the 
members of her 
family, however dis- 
tant, and of all her 
more intimate friends, 
were duly registered. 
A telegram of con- 
gratulation was then 
dispatched to the 
‘Birthday Child.” 
Apropos of telegrams 
and telephone mes- 
sages, they reached 
the Queen all through 
the day. During 
dinner she would 
often receive quite a 
number, and it was rarely that a meal was got 
through without a communication reaching 
the Queen relating to some public or private 
matter. Portions of the Zzmes and other 
journals were read out to her by a Lady- 
in-Waiting, and although she would express 
sympathy with any bereavement or grief at 
any calamity, the Sovereign scarcely ever 
made a comment on political or other public 


From a Drawing) 


Digitized by Goc gle 





373 


affairs. Illustrated papers were shown to 
her, and afforded her much amusement. 
The Queen was, however, annoyed if any 
inaccuracies appeared in the papers concern- 
ing herself or her family. 

The Queen never undervalued the in- 
fluence of the Press, and like her husband, 
Prince Albert, who was of opinion that “a 
really good article did untold good,” she 


QUEEN VICTORIA AT THE PERFORMANCE OF MENDELSSOHN’S “ ELIJAH” 


IN ST. GEORGE'S, WINDSOR. [by S. Begg. 
attached due importance to the power of 
journalism. Of “Society” papers with a 
scandalous gossiping tendency she had a 
perfect horror. - 
During the early morning the Private 
Secretary laid before the Queen any docu- 
ments requiring her signature, and State 
business was faithfully transacted by her 
every forenoon ere she went for an outing in 
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From a Drawing) OPERA AT WINDSOR, 


[by A. Forestier. 


in for others of a less intimate nature. 
All the epistles were written upon rather 
old - fashioned - looking writing paper, edged 
with a narrow black border, and her 


her donkey-chair in the grounds of Windsor, 
of Osborne, or Balmoral. Luncheon at two 
o'clock followed. 

A drive succeeded, and on her return 


home the Queen 
took a short rest, 
after which tea was 
served. Her Majesty 
then retired to her 
private apartments 
and answered any 
letters which required 
her attention. Alas! 
owing to the weakness 
of her eyesight, she 
was of late more often 
than not obliged to 
dictate what she had 
to say, and merely 
signed her name at 
the end of the letter. 
Princess Henry of 
Battenberg and Prin- 
cess Victoria of 
Schleswig-Holstein 
undertook the task 
when letters to the 
Kaiser, the Empress 
Frederick, and other 
relatives were in ques- 
tion, and a Lady-in- 
Waiting or Private 
Secretary was called 
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AN ETCHING EXICUTED BY QUEEN VICIORIA IN 1840 
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correspondence 
was conducted on 
lines which never 
varied by any chance. 
In all her ways the 
Queen was extremely 
business-like and 
punctilious, and she 
demanded that her 
children and those 
about her should be 
equally so. One of 
her soldiers told of 
her with a boundless 
admiration: ‘ What- 
ever may happen the 
Queen is afways the 
missus!” It would 
have annoyed her ex- 
tremely, for instance, 
if any document was 
laid before her that 
was not unfolded or 
was in the least lined 
or creased, and she 
was a great stickler 
for the observance 
of every trivial cere- 
monial, 
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For many years she directed what should 
be written in the Court Circular, and care- 
fully revised the proofs that were brought to 
her. Her own letters, even those for public 
reading, such as the very beautiful and 
touching ones she penned after the death of 
the Duke of Clarence, scarcely ever required 
correction. Sometimes it has been said that 
the Queen’s phraseology was slightly German, 
and it would not be strange if this were the 
case, as she was brought up by a German 
mother, married a German Prince, and was 
often visited by German relations. In talking 
Her Majesty made an admirable choice of 
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before she retired to rest—often not until 
after midnight. 

On the whole the Queen was blessed with 
wonderfully good health. She suffered every 
now and again from rheumatism (for which 
the cure at Aix les Bains combined with 
massage has proved very efficacious), and 
she was also plagued with occasional attacks 
of migraine—nervous headache. The real 
reason why she objected to driving through 
crowded streets in London was that the 
noise and general excitement affected her dis- 
agreeably and brought on, almost surely, her 
headache. “What am I to do?” she once 
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QUEEN VICTORIA IN 


words, and her voice, as everybody knows, 
was sweet as a silver bell. 

On the way through the corridors to her 
dining-room at night the Queen exchanged 
words of greeting with those guests whom she 
was about to entertain at dinner. Conversation 
was carried on @ demi-voix by the Royalties, 
and no one, of course, addressed Her Majesty 
unless invited to do so—a very rare occur- 
rence. After dinner her ladies read aloud to 
her in her private apartment, and if so 
disposed she undertook a little knitting. 
At eleven o'clock, or thereabouts, a 
box of despatches arrived from London 
to Windsor by messenger, and the won- 
derful old lady was hard at work again 
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exclaimed, pathetically, to Sir William Jenner. 
“ My people want to see me, and I want to 
see them! But you know how I suffer after- 
wards if I drive through crowds, and that 
headache unfits me for work.” 

During her latter years, fortunately, Her 
Majesty suffered less from headache, and 
although her eyes troubled her a good deal 
she had nothing else of which to complain 
until within the last nine or ten months of her 
life. That she walked with great difficulty was 
apparent to all, but this was the result rather 
of an accident than of stiffness from rheu- 
matism, as so many imagined. The black 
stick upon which she leaned was made from 
an oak in which Charles TI, hid himself from 
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a party of Roundheads in the good old days. 
And speaking of Charles II. reminds me of 
the simplicity which was one of the Queen’s 
most charming traits. Some souvenirs 
of the gay Charles were brought to her a few 
years ago, and she was 
asked if she would care 
to purchase a few. The 
Queen did so; but she 
entered in her 
diary: “I bought 
these with reluct- 
ance, for Z do not 
like Charles JI? 
Mrs. Crawford, 
the eminent 
Anglo -American 
journalist, once 
said of the 
Queen : “She is 
the most artless 
woman alive,” 
and in that phrase 
she summed up 
her character. 
An audience 
with the Queen, 
always dreaded 
by strangers, 
proved neverthe- 
less far from for- 
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the isolation of a throne. Among the 
younger women in English society the Queen 
had a maternal fondness for the Marchioness 
of Granby, daughter of her former Equerry, 
Colonel Charles Lindsay, whom she had 
known since as a child she 
played about the nurseries 
at Windsor with Princess 
Henry ot Battenberg. Her 
Majesty had a 
warm regard also 
for the Duchess 
of Portland, and 
formed, it is told, 
a high opinion of 
Her Grace of 
Marlborough. 
The Queen, too, 
was fond of the 
Duchesses of 
Abercorn and 
Roxburghe 
and of Lady 
Hopetoun, the 
lively Irish 
wife of the 
Governor - Gene- 
ral of Australia. 

Brightness and 
cheeriness in 
those about her 


midable. Old the Queen ap- 
soldiers and preciated almost 
young soldiers, gébut- more than anything else. 
antes anticipating their Gifted herself with a 
first Drawing Room, sense of humour, she 
American ladies and QUEEN VICTORIA AT LUNCHEON, admired wit in others, 


others of foreign birth 
who had married distinguished Englishmen, 
and who had been invited to dine at 


Windsor, artists, dramatic and musical, 
“commanded” to appear professionally 
at Court, have told me in their turn, 


“I trembled at the thought of coming 
before the Queen.” But once in her 
presence all gêxe and nervousness vanished. 
She made you welcome in a gentle way, 
asked you pertinent questions, and listened 
as you answered, with a face full of 
sympathy. 

Few of her intimate friends and contem- 
poraries, alas ! remained to her in her last 
years. When the news reached her 
of the death of Mme. Van der 
Weyer, to whom she was much at- 
tached, the Queen, with tears in her 
eyes, exclaimed : “ There is no one 
left to call me ‘Victoria, ” and sadly, 
it is told, did shẹ often feel 
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and delighted. in being 
told amusing stories, provided they did not 
savour of any suspicion of scandal. 

A great French writer not long ago said of 
Her Majesty that with increasing age she 
became “more of a Sovereign and tess of a 
woman.” To those who came in personal 
contact with her the criticism appeared mis- 
leading. It should in justice be said of our 
beloved Queen that she became more of a 
Sovereign and more and more of a woman. 
The sweetness and strength of her character 
were never so touchingly evinced as during 
the last years of that life which proved such 
a blessing to her country. 


ft 3 AY. 


QUEEN VICTORIA'S SIGNATURE. 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


qa ee 


A Romance of the Middle Ages. 


By ROBERT Barr. 


HE Middle Ages with which 
this romance deais were as 
4 follows: Marjory Eastcourt, 

aged thirty - six; Elizabeth 
Zane, aged forty-one; and 
Ronald Latimer, aged forty- 
Thomas Hopkins was only twenty- 
five, so he can hardly be reckoned as belong- 
ing to the middle ages. 

Ronald Latimer was a most successful 
solicitor who had paid so much attention to 
his profession that he had lacked either time 
or opportunity to pay any to the ladies other 
than his clients, and the attentions in these 
cases were of the strictest business order. 

Ladies who were Latimer’s clients trusted 
him completely, and they were wise to do so, 
for he was a man whose grave opinions were 
entitled to the utmost respect. If his advice 
were not followed, so much the worse for the 
receivers. Latimer’s duty ended with the 
utterance of it. 

When the gentle Miss Marjory Eastcourt, 
aged thirty-six, called one day upon him, his 
eye appeared to light up with something 
more than its usual lawyer-like expression, 
and well it was entitled to do so, for the lady 
was the kindest-hearted of her sex, with never 
a harsh word for any person that came her 
way, notwithstanding the fact that she had 
£5,000 a year in her own right, and might 
justifiably have added hauteur to her manner 
in consonance with an income so com- 
fortable. 

Latimer’s father had been the legal adviser 
of her father, and so, indeed, had Latimer 
himself during the few years that elapsed 
between the death of the elder Mr. Latimer 
and that of Mr. Eastcourt. Thus there was 
bequeathed to Miss Marjory not only a 
substantial fortune but a most competent 
legal counsellor, and if she followed his 
advice there was little chance that she would 
find her income impaired. The existence of 
Miss Elizabeth Zane in the household of 
Marjory Eastcourt was not exactly a bequest, 
but it had all the effect of one. For many 
years Miss Zane had occupied the position of 
grumbler-in-chief to the Eastcourt family. 
She had been friend and companion to 
Marjory’s mother, now long dead, and 
remained on and on with no particular right 
for remaining, the old gentleman bearing 
complacently her querulousness until he too 
was removed from the sphere of its influence, 


and so Elizabeth continued to radiate the 
Vol. xxi.—48. . 





seven. 
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sunshine of her presence upon Marjory, whom 
in her soul she hated because she was younger 
and rich. She continually bewailed her 
dependent lot, and at last Marjory, hoping to 
amend an unfortunate situation, disregarded 
the advice of her lawyer and settled upon the 
cantankerous woman £300 a year for life. 
If Miss Eastcourt expected this generosity to 
result in a cession of bewailment she was 
grievously mistaken, for the donation seemed 
but to add to the rancour of the complain- 
ing woman. 

When Latimer saw his gracious client enter 
his sombre room, at once the thought flashed 
over him, “ Here is further trouble with Miss 
Elizabeth Zane, confound her !” 

It was a charming, modest, self-effacing 
person who approached the table of the 
lawyer and took the chair he hastily rose to 
provide for her. He noticed the additional 
redness of her cheeks, evidence of some 
disturbing emotion, and her downcast air 
confirmed his suspicions against the absent 
Miss Elizabeth Zane, which suspicion was 
entirely unfounded. After her kindly 
greeting to him, and when he had assumed 
his customary attitude of attention, the lady 
seemed to have great difficulty in beginning 
the theme that had brought her to his 
presence. Her eyes were bent upon the 
floor and the colour in her face increased. 
At last, as if in despair, she looked suddenly 
up at him and, with a preliminary gasp, 
plunged directly at the heart of her subject. 

“Sir,” she said, and her face was now a 
flame of fire. “Sir, I am going to be 
married !” 

The manner of the lawyer was perfection. 
He received the unexpected and startling 
announcement as if she had merely intimated 
to him that she would like to sell a few 
shares of Brighton stock at the best figure 
obtainable. ‘This attitude made it all very 
much easier for the blushing lady. 

“Yes,” he said, easily ; “in that case, of 
course, you have probably some instructions 
for me with relation to settlements.” 

“That is what I wish to consult you about, 
Mr. Latimer. It is my intention to settle all 
I possess upon the man I am to marry.” 

In spite of his evident intention to main- 


tain an impassive demeanour, Ronald 
Latimer’s eyebrows lifted in surprise 
on hearing of this determination. He 
was silent for some moments, during 


which he seemed to be making notes on 
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the pad before 
him. 

“ You used the 
word ‘consult,’ 
Miss Eastcourt,” 
he said, at last ; 
“did you mean 
to employ that 
word or another ? ” 

“I don’t think 
I quite catch your 
meaning.” 

“Some of my 
lady clients 
say they come 
to consult 
me, when, in 
reality, ‘ in- 
struct’ is the 
word they 
should have 
chosen. Have 
you deter- —_ 
mined upon F 
the course 
you suggest?” 

“ Oh, quite !” said Miss Eastcourt, with a 
nervous little laugh. 

“ Ah, then you merely flattered me when 
you said you came to consult me.” 

“Oh, not at all. I shall be glad of your 
advice ; in fact, I never needed it so much 
as at the present moment. Still, upon the 
principle of the course before me, ] have come 
to a determination. As to ways and means, 
I shall be most happy to have your opinion.” 

“My opinion on ways and means is, of 
course, at your disposal. Still, that opinion 
is of very little consequence if the main 
point is irrevocably settled in your mind. 
May I ask who the gentleman in question is, 
and if he purposes some reciprocal settle- 
ment upon you?” 

Again Miss Eastcourt gave utterance to 
the little laugh by which she seemed to seek 
relief from an embarrassing situation. 

“ His name, I fear, is rather commonplace ; 
Thomas Hopkins, to wit, as you lawyers say ; 
but he is a gentleman of very good family, 
although that family has been in reduced 
circumstances for some generations.” 

“ Reduced circumstances,” commented the 
lawyer, in most unsympathetic terms. 

“Yes ; so you see that answers your ques- 
tion about any settlements he proposes to 
make upon me. ‘The young man has nothing 
to settle upon me but his affections, and as 
long as I am assured of them I shall be 
most happy.” 
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‘IT WAS A CHARMING PERSON WHO APPROACHED THE TABLE OF THE LAWYER.” 


The lawyer continued to draw meaningless 
figures upon the pad before him, his cold, 
worldiy, inscrutable face giving no evidence 
of the thoughts passing through his mind ; 
nevertheless, his manner indicated an absence 
of cordiality toward her project, and the 
lady, noticing this, spoke with some eager- 
ness as if to win him ver to her view. 

“Surely, Mr. Latimer, you are not one of 
those who estimate a man’s value by the size 
of his bank account ? ” 

“No, nor a woman’s either,” replied the 
lawyer. “ How old is Mr. Hopkins ?” 

“ He is just about twenty-five.” 

“ Ah!” commented the lawyer. 

“Now I see at once,” cried Miss Eastcourt, 
“that you are just like everybody else—you 
are prejudiced against him.” 

“I assure you, you are mistaken; but 
what you indicate is interesting. Are all 
your friends prejudiced against the young 
man?” 

“Those who call themselves my friends 
are good enough to take a very great interest 
in what is going forward. As you know, I 
am well over legal age, and I think I might 
be trusted to choose for myself in a matter 
which concerns my own future only. I am 
not marrying to please my friends, but to 
please myself, and, if I accomplish that much, 
I think the world in general might mind its 
own business, for the result concerns no one 
but me.” 
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“T most thoroughly agree with you, Miss 
Eastcourt ; the principles you have laid down 
are unimpeachable. Still, you have not 
answered my question—are your friends pre- 
judiced against Mr. Hopkins?” 

“ Yes, they are.” 

“In what form is their prejudice ex- 
hibited ? ” 

“They say he is marrying me for my 
money.” : 

“Has the young man expressed a wish 
that you should abandon your fortune to 
him?” 

“ Don’t say ‘ abandon, ” pleaded the lady. 
“ I want to believe that I have one friend 
who is above the petty considerations of 
wealth.” ! 

“ I may say quite truthfully that you have 
such a friend in me, not only for your late 
father’s sake, but for your own as well. I 
willingly withdraw and apologize for the word 
‘abandon,’ which was an inapt term to use. 
I am merely endeavouring to obtain such 
particulars as are necessary for me to know 
in the conduct of whatever negotiations are 
to ensue, so I shall put my question in 
another form—is your future husband aware 
that you intend to settle your fortune upon 
him ?” 

“Mr. Hopkins has been very much hurt 
at the slanders which have been circulated 
regarding his intentions.” 

“ Naturally,” interjected the lawyer. 

“This is my answer to those slanders—if 
you mean that Mr. Hopkins has suggested 
such a course you are entirely mistaken. The 
discussion of money matters is absolutely 
abhorrent to him, and I am thankful to say 
that the question of money has never arisen 
between us.” 

“Probably the young man is unaware that 
you are what the world might term a ‘rich 
woman ’?” 

“I have no doubt he was completely 
ignorant of it when we first met.” 

“Miss Eastcourt, you will, I know, excuse 
my persistency, but it is one of the unfor- 
tunate defects of the legal mind that it craves 
information of a certain exactitude of form. 
Have you told Mr. Hopkins of your inten- 
tion to settle this money upon him ?” 

“As I lave stated before, he avoids all 
mercenary conversation ; yet I did intimate 
to him that this would be a complete answer 
to the calumnies which had so distressed him.” 

“Yes; and did he agree with you that the 
refutation was ample ?” 

“ He waved the subject aside as one 
having little concern with him.” 
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“T see. Now, Miss Eastcourt, may I 
speak plainly with you ? ” 

“Oh, my dear Mr. Latimer, I hope you 
are not going to echo the universal chorus. 
I am so tired of everybody speaking plainly 
to me; they usually add, ‘as a friend.’ You 
have no idea what I have been compelled to 
bear from the candid friend during the last 
few months, so when you say you are going 
to speak plainly you rather frighten me.” 

“What I have to say will, of course, be 
the words of a friend mitigated by the 
attitude of a counsellor. I can well believe 
that the young man is entirely disinterested ; 
I am taking it for granted that the question 
of money is without moment to him. I, 
therefore, venture to suggest that you settle 
upon him, say, £500 a year, reserving the 
rest of your income under your own control.” 

Miss Eastcourt leaned her elbows on the 
table, with her chin in her hand, gazing 
earnestly across at him. His cool, legal 
manner had withdrawn all’ tension from the 
situation. Her eyes were as frank and clear 
as if she were conferring with her father. 

“Really, Mr. Latimer,” she said, “ you 
are worse than my candid friends. You are 
placing Mr. Hopkins on the plane of my 
dear, exasperating companion, Miss Elizabeth 
Zane. One would think that I had come to 
you with the purpose of pensioning off some 
deserving dependent. Don’t you see that, if 
I followed your advice, it would be no answer 
at all to the disagreeable rumours touching 
Mr. Hopkins’s alleged mercenary motives?” 

“Pardon me, Miss Eastcourt, but you 
have alluded to the very point at which I 
find myself astray in following your logic. I 
do not understand how your proposed settle- 
ment is any answer at all to the comments of 
your friends.” 

“ Doesn't it show that I have the utmost 
confidence in my future husband ?” 

“Undoubtedly ; but, as I understand the 
situation, that fact is not questioned. Their 
contention is that he is marrying you for 
your money, a contention most uncompli- 
mentary to yourself and one which I wonder 
they have the temerity to make. I desire to 
disassociate myself from any such absurd 
allegation. But don’t you see that your 
bestowal of your fortune upon him, and that 
with his own sanction——” 

“Don't say ‘sanction, Mr. Latimer; he 
neither sanctioned nor ‘unsanctioned’ it, if I 
may use the word.” 

“Ves, I remember now, he waved it 
aside. Nevertheless, what you propose to 
do is done with his concurrence, and it 
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seems to me the action gives a colour to their 
accusations which was previously absent.” 

The young woman rose to her feet, indig- 
nation plainly written on her sensitive 
countenance. 

“Then, sir, your opinion seems to coincide 
with theirs.” 

“No, no. Iam endeavouring to discuss 
this matter entirely without heat or prejudice. 








“THE YOUNG WOMAN ROSE TO HER FEET.” 


I am trying to show you that your proposed 
refutation is, in reality, a corroboration. 
Please sit down again. My object is to 
present to you the view that will be taken by 
the world at large—friends as well as 
enemies, if you have any enemies, which I 
venture to doubt. But it is useless to make 
an objection without being prepared to sub- 
stitute a workable suggestion. If you wish 
to confound friends and enemies alike, settle 
your money upon me, then marry your 
young man and give him the inestimable 
privilege of working for his wife and himself. 

Miss Eastcourt laughed merrily, all trace 
of former displeasure disappearing from her 
brow. 

“But I am not going to marry you, Mr. 
Latimer !” 
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“ Ah—no,” returned the lawyer, slowly, 
something almost approaching a sigh accom- 
panying his words ; “if you were you would 
find me so commonplace as not to shrink 
from a financial discussion. I should talk 
money to you, Miss Eastcourt, very deter- 
minedly.” 

“What would you say?” she asked, 
merrily. 

“That I shall not tell you, 
because it is something I cannot 
put down in your bill, and we 
lawyers, as you see, always prolong 
a conversation with a client, having 
a shrewd eye on the future render- 

ing of the account.” 

“Indeed, Mr. Latimer, 
I shall always pay your 
bill with great pleasure, 
whatever it is, never dis- 
- puting a single item in it.” 
“Madam,” said the 
lawyer, solemnly, “ excuse 
me if I impress upon you 
that that is exactly what 
you cannot do. Your hus- 
band may pay it, but you 
will not have the money.” 
“Tt will come to the 
same thing so far as you 
are concerned,” she said. 
“Precisely, and now I 
hope you see that my only 
anxiety had reference to 
the payment of my bill. 

That being secure, my 

best advice is at your dis- 

posal. What, then, are 
your final instructions, Miss 

Eastcourt? Mr. Hopkins, 

I presume, has some ex- 
cellent legal gentlemen acting for him, for 
when a man disdains to trouble his mind 
about worldly affairs, it is the more neces- 
sary that he should have a substitute who 
has no such delicacy. Who is the substi- 
tute, and -how am I to get into communica- 
tion with him or them?” 

The young woman fumbled about in the 
leathern receptacle which hung from her 
belt and produced a card. 

“T hope I may be permitted to say,” she 
exclaimed, defiantly, “that I do not in the 
least like the tone of your last remark. 
However, I shall take no exception to it, and 


will merely content myself with placing 
before your honourable mightiness the 
card of a rival firm which acts for my 


future husband, I hope, with more polite- 
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ness and consideration than you act for 
me.” 

The lawyer smiled as he took the card. 

“How did you become possessed of this, 
Miss Eastcourt ?” he asked. 

“Never mind how,” she said; “it is 
sufficient for you to know that these are the 
gentlemen who will assist you in carrying 
out my intentions. As soon as the papers 
are ready for me to sign I shall be much 
obliged if you let me know, when I shall 
have the pleasure of waiting upon you 
and attaching my name to them in your 
presence.” 

“ Very well, Miss Eastcourt. Am I left 
any liberty in the conduct of negotiations, or 
must it be the whole property or none?” 

“ What liberty do you want, Mr. Latimer ?” 
replied the client, rising. 

“I should like very much to go into this 
conference without having my hands com- 
pletely tied. Such an attitude places one at 
a great disadvantage when dealing with so 
shrewd a firm as the one whose name is upon 
this bit of pasteboard. Of course you must 
remember that ultimately anything I do or 
propose will be submitted to you for your 
approval, or the reverse; so in leaving me 
comparatively free you will be doing a kind- 
ness to me as a solicitor, besides bestowing a 
cherished compliment upon a friend. Of 
course I shall enter the negotiations shackled 
and manacled, if you are so cruel as to insist 
upon it; and in any case I hope that my 
diplomatic conduct will win praise not only 
from you but from my distinguished com- 
petitors, who act for the party of the second 


part.” 
“Very well, Mr. Latimer, I make no 
objection. Who am I to interfere when 


Greek meets Greek? You will understand, 
however, that I am quite fixed upon the 
main proposal.” 

Latimer held open the door to permit his 
visitor to depart, and she bade him farewell 
with a smile so altogether sweet and lovely 
that the man of law forgot entirely that she 
belonged to the middle ages. 

Once alone in the room he sat down again 
at his table, looked at the card of Messrs. 
Shaw, Brenton, and Shaw, which Miss East- 
court had left with him, then cursed gently 
under his breath in a most libellous and un- 
legal fashion, but happily there were no 
hearers in the room to bear witness against 
him. 

Following the usual routine, Mr. Latimer 
made an appointment with Messrs. Shaw, 
Brenton, and Shaw for the following Wednes- 
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day at half-past eleven o'clock. At that hour 
he appeared before them dressed with the 
careful precision that had become his habit. 
He was regarded by his brethren in the pro- 
fession as a cold, somewhat unfriendly, man, 
untouched by enthusiasm of any sort, but a 
lawyer whose opinion when uttered carried 
the greatest weight. His attitude towards his 
opponents in this case was one of scrupulous, 
dignified politeness. The elder Mr. Shaw, 
however, greeted him with an exuberant 
friendliness somewhat overdone, that was 
impassively received.: ‘The sharp firm of 
Shaw, Brenton, and Shaw rarely came in 
contact with a solicitor of the acknowledged 
standing of Mr. Ronald Latimer. 

“You have come about the Hopkins- 
Eastcourt marriage?” cried Mr. Shaw, 
genially, rubbing his hands one over the 
other. “ Ah, well, in our dry profession it is 
good to have some brightness and light 
occasionally, and the task of smoothing the 
way for Cupid may be regarded as one of the 
rays of sunshine which occasionally illuminate 
a business that has little colour in it. “The 
young people, of course, think of nothing 
but billing and cooing, so it is well that the 
necessary preliminaries should be in the 
competent hands of clear-headed old fogies 
like ourselves.” 

“Tt is indeed an admirable arrangement 
of parts,” agreed Mr, Latimer, “and I have 
no doubt that, as the young man has so 
capable a representative, we shall arrive at a 
speedy conclusion. As you are aware, it is 
usual when a man is marrying that he has 
in view some adequate provision for his wife. 
If you will inform me, then, what settlement 


‘your client proposes to make upon my client 


we can get to work at once.” 

“ Why, really, Mr. Latimer, my instructions 
are somewhat the other way about. I was 
given to understand that the lady—who, I am 
pleased to hear, is wealthy—proposes to settle 
something like £5,000 a year upon Mr. 
Hopkins.” 

“Five thousand a year! You must surely 
be misinformed, Mr. Shaw ; that sum repre- 
sents practically the lady’s whole income. 
It cannot be possible that the young man 
has proposed so one-sided a stipulation.” 

“ Pardon me. Mr. Hopkins has proposed 
nothing. The suggestion comes entirely 
from your client, so permit me to express my 
surprise that you have been kept in ignorance 
of the details.” 

“I cannot plead ignorance. I remember 
now there was some suggestion of that kind 
which I dismissed at once as thoroughly 
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impracticable, not to say unfair. Miss East- 
court finally left me a free hand to deal with 
this matter. I am to take it then that Mr. 
Hopkins is not in a position to make any 
provision for his wife?” 

“Oh, Mr. Hopkins has never pretended 
to be a rich man. He is a clerk in this 
office ; so, you see, I am acting for him in the 
triple capacity of friend, counsellor, and 
employer.” 

“ Really? I must confess I was not aware 
of that. The position then lends itself to 
speedy adjustment, for if the young man is 
within the precincts of this building there will 
be little delay in your consulting with him. 
Ihave to propose then as a most generous 
concession on the part of my client, when all 
the circumstances are borne in mind, that an 
income of £1,000 a year be settled upon 
Mr. Hopkins, the lady retaining the re- 
mainder within her own control.” 

“Now, Mr. Latimer, please be reasonable. 
How can I suggest to my client that he 
accept such an amount when he has been 
promised five times the sum? We are men 
of the world: you would not listen to a 
similar offer, neither would I, nor would any 
other man. It is against human nature, now, 
isn’t it?” 

“You said yourself 
a moment since that 
the reason we are 
employed in this dis- | 
cussion is because the | 
young people are not 
in a state of mind to 
do justice to it I 
am here to look after 
my client’s interests, 
and I must say that 
until this very munifi- 
cent proposition is 
definitely rejected by 
Mr. Hopkins I shall 
hold to it.” 

“ But, my dear Mr. 
Latimer, can you for 
a moment imagine 
the young man to be 
such a fool as to 
accept £1,000 a year | 
when £5,000 lies | 
ready to his hand?” 

“Certainly, if he 
loves the lady, as you 
have hinted.” | 

Mr. Shaw threw | 
back his head and 
laughed boisterously. 
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“My dear colleague, you will, I know, 
excuse my hilarity, but you speak of love 
as seriously as if you believed in it! I 
think we are both past all that, my friend, 
and, in any case, the important little word 
does not appear in marriage settlements, 
however prominent it may be in the marriage 
service. I cannot approach my client with a 
proposal which I know he will reject, and 
which I, as his counsellor, would be bound 
to advise him to reject.” 

“ Very well,” said Ronald Latimer, rising 
to his feet, “our conference is then at an 
end.” 

“ Sit down, sit down, I beg of you; let us 
not be too hasty. If you will excuse me for 
a moment, I will see Mr. Hopkins and bring 
you a definite answer in short order, although 
I may venture my reputation as a prophet 
that it will be as conclusive as I have 
indicated.” 

Mr. Shaw left the room, and when he very 
shortly afterwards returned he was accom- 
panied by an exceedingly handsome, shrewd- 
faced young man, whose waxed moustache 
and the fashionable cut of his coat showed a 
dainty care for his personal appearance. 

Mr. Shaw, with a wave of his hand, 





“MR. SHAW, WITH A WAVE OF THE HAND, INFORMALLY INTRODUCFD THE EI.DER MAN TO 


THE YOUNGER. 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


A ROMANCE OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 323 


informally introduced the elder man to 
the younger, saying: “ Mr. Latimer—Mr. 
Hopkins,” then added, “ Mr. Hopkins thought 
it might help to expedite matters if he saw 
you in my company, for, after all, he is one 
of us, and hopes some day to be an ornament 
to the legal profession.” 

Mr. Latimer bowed formally, and made 
no comment upon the very creditable 
ambition supposed to animate the youthful 
breast of Hopkins, as.enunciated by his legal 
adviser and employer. The young man, 
however, was evidently not present to keep 
silence, for he opened the argument instantly 
and with some strenuousness. 

“To tell the truth, Mr. Latimer, I thought 
it just as well you should know at once and 
for all that I am going to permit no meddling 
interference in this matter, and I thought it 
best that we should understand each other 
from the very beginning.” 

“ Your intention is most laudable,” replied 
Mr. Latimer, with frigid politeness, “and 
perhaps it is due to my own dull compre- 
hension that I find myself in a quandary at 
the very outset. To whom are you referring 
when you speak of ‘meddling interference’?” 

Here Mr. Shaw broke in hurriedly, accept- 
ing the thankless office of impromptu peace- 
maker. “ Hot-headed youth, Mr. Latimer !” 
he said ; “ we must make allowances for that, 
you know, we old fogies. We must not be 
quick to take offence.” 

“I am entirely at one with you there, Mr. 
Shaw, but if Mr. Hopkins characterizes my 
action as either ‘meddling’ or ‘ interference,’ 
he is ignorant of the very first principles of 
the profession he aspires to adorn. A coun- 
sellor representing his client is entirely within 
his right, and before we proceed further I 
shall have to ask Mr. Hopkins to be good 
enough to withdraw a term which I regard as 
uncalled-for.” 

“Quite so, quite so,” hastily urged Mr. 
Shaw ; “he is right, Hopkins. You should 
not have said that — entirely uncalled-for, 
entirely uncalled-for! The young gentleman 
does withdraw it, Mr. Latimer.” 

“I have not heard him do so,” remarked 
Mr. Latimer, calmly. 

“ Oh, I withdraw it all right enough,” cried 
Hopkins, airily ; “ still, I am a plain-speaking 
chap and I say what I think. I know of all 
the gossip and underhand talk that has gone 
on about this affair. One would think I was 
going to marry the whole community to 
which Miss Eastcourt belonged. I will have 


her friends know that they would be well’ 


advised to mind their own businesses.” 
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“With the gossip of Miss Eastcourt’s 
friends I have nothing to do,” said Mr. 
Latimer, in his most formal business tone ; 
“my duty begins and ends with Miss East- 
court herself. I understand from Mr. Shaw 
that, at the moment, you are not prepared to 
settle any sum upon the lady who is to be 
your wife. In these circumstances I con- 
sider it but fair to her that a portion at least 
of her own income should be left entirely 
within her own control. I propose, there- 
fore, that Miss Eastcourt settle £1,000 a 
year upon you and retain £4,000 a year 
for herself. What I wish to reccive now 
is your rejection or acceptance of this 
proposal.” 

“ You evidently take me for an imbecile, 
Mr. Latimer. Why should I accept £1,000 
a year when I have been already offered 
£5,000?” 

“That is just what I said a moment ago,” 
interrupted Mr. Shaw. “Of course, it 
doesn’t stand to reason.. Now, honestly, 
Latimer, does it? I leave it to you as a 
man of the world.” 

“ I take it, then, this means rejection ? ” 

Mr. Shaw was about to reply, when the 
impatient young man broke in, angrily: “I 
see your game plainly enough, Mr. Latimer. 
You want to be in a position to say to Miss 
Eastcourt you have made this offer and that 
I have refused it, and you will use this as an 
argument to bolster up the malice of her 
friends who say that I am marrying her 
merely to get hold of her income. Now, I 
give you my word that your cunning will be 
quite useless. . . .” 

“Tut, tut, Hopkins, Hopkins!” censured 
Shaw, “you really mustn’t talk like that. I 
think, as I hinted to you in the other room, 
it would have been much better to have 
allowed Mr. Latimer and myself to adjust 
this matter without injecting any insinuations 
into it. And you, Mr. Latimer, must really 
not pay too much attention to what is said 
by a youth who, between ourselves, has been 
very much grievously slandered by the friends 
of his fancée.” 

“That’s all right, Shaw, but I believe in 
plain speaking, and I am not going to allow 
this to be muddled up by a lot of people 
who are making a dead set against me. But 
I can tell you this. Miss Eastcourt’s instruc- 
tions are going to be carried out in their 
entirety, and if not by one solicitor then by 
another. I am happy to say that I possess 
the entire confidence o1 Miss Eastcourt, and 
it is not likely I am going to be balked 
by——” 
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“Really, Hopkins, really, Hopkins,” cut 
in the anxious Mr. Shaw, “you would be 
well advised to allow me to conduct these 
negotiations. If you wii just leave Mr. 
Latimer and myself here to talk them over, I 
have no doubt we will speedily come to a 
conclusion.” 

“I thank you, Mr. Shaw,” said Latimer, 
rising to his feet, “but I think there is 
nothing more to be said at the present 
moment. Mr. Hopkins’s ultimatum I take it 
is the whole or nothing. I shall need to con- 
sult my client before proceeding further. I 
shall have the honour of writing to you and 
making another 
appointment.” And 
so, with a courteous — SS§ 
salutation to the 
elder man and an 
entire ignoring of 
the younger, Mr. 
Latimer took his 
departure. 

“T fancy I gave 
that strait - laced 
chap a bit of my 
mind,” said the 
confident Hopkins ; 
“he will find he 
can’t play games 
with me.” 

“Now you take 
my advice,” | 
warned Shaw, | 
“you had better 
proceed care- N | 
fully. Latimer hy 
is a dangerous 
man to deal 
with. For all 
his seeming in- 
nocence — you 
would think 
butter would 
not melt in his 
mouth — he is 
known in the 
profession as a man of iron, who not 
only is well aware of what he wants, but 
generally gets it. You take my tip and leave 
the remainder of these negotiations to me.” 

“ I have no objections in the least as long 
as you understand I am not going to be 
done out of my money. It isn’t Latimer 
thats paying the £1,000, and I am 
not going to accept any of his so-called 
‘proposals.’ All you have got to do is to 
remain firm. PII answer for the lady, and, 
after all, Latimer must do as he is told.” 
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Meanwhile Mr. Latimer was saying to 
himself as he walked to his office: “ Good 
heavens! how cheap a man may impose 
upon an excellent woman !” 

Arriving at his rooms he found a woman 
awaiting him whom he might have hesitated 
to designate as “excellent.” Miss Elizabeth 
Zane had occupied a chair in the visitors’ 
parlour for some time, expressing her deter- 
mination not to leave the premises until she 
had seen Mr. Latimer. Her patience was 
palpably nearing its end when the expected 
gentleman arrived, and she greeted him with 
a notable lack of reserve. His own patience 

being nearly worn out, his attitude 
of deferential courtesy was rather 
enhanced than otherwise. 

“Have you any idea what is 
going on?” cried Miss Zane. 

“ Not the slightest,” 
replied Mr. Latimer ; 
“will you kindly en- 
lighten me?” and he 
waved the angry lady to 
the chair that had been 
previously occu- 
pied by her 
friend Miss 
Eastcourt. 

“Well, it is 
time you knew 
and put a stop 
to it. There has 
lately been 





fawning round 
our house 
“Do you 


mean the resi- 
dence of Miss 
Eastcourt ? ” 

“ Certainly ; 
what else should 
I mean? Well, 
a young man 
named Hop- 
kins has insinu- 
ated himself 
into the good graces of Marjory. They say 
there is no fool like an old fool, and that 
is true. Marjory actually believes the young 
man in love with her, although she is old 
enough to be his mother——” 

“ Oh, not quite, Miss Zane. If the situa- 
tion is serious let us not make it worse by 
exaggeration. I look upon Miss Eastcourt 
as a young lady still.” 

“Oh, do you? Well, I don’t, and I don’t 
suppose you would consider me in the first 
flush of youth.” 
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“You do me an injustice, Miss Zane; I 
consider you both altogether charming, if I 
may be permitted to say so, and now, before 
you go any farther, I should like to add that 
in the matter to which you refer I am 
absolutely helpless. ven if Miss Eastcourt’s 
father had left me guardian over his daughter, 
which he did not, she is by this time perfectly 
competent, from a legal point of view or from 
any other, to attend to her own affairs. I 
have absolutely no influence over her, and 
might have some hesitation in exerting it if I 
were so fortunate as to possess it. You who 
have lived with her so many years should 
make your protest to her and not to me.” 

“Gracious heavens! I have made my 
protest day in and day out, but what good 
has it done? Have you any idea what the 
woman intends to do? She is actually pro- 
posing to give her whole fortune away toa 
young rapscallion who cares not a pin for 
her, and who will squander her money like 
that!” and the indignant lady snapped her 
fingers in the air. 

“ Nevertheless, madam, I am absolutely 
helpless.” 

“Indeed, you are not. There is no person 
in the world for whose opinion Marjory has 
a greater respect than for yours. There is 
no one whom she admires more than you, 
and you needn’t pretend your ignorance of 
that.” 

Extraordinary to relate, something ap- 
proaching a blush actually flushed the cheek 
of the middle-aged lawyer, and his eyes fell 
to the table before him. At last he said, 
“ Madam, you are flattering me. I assure 
you that I must confine my advice entirely 
towards the legal aspect of the case. It is 
not permitted for me to go farther than 
that.” 

“Then you, a friend of her father’s, will 
actually stand calmly aside and see the 
deluded creature ruin herself ? ” 

“Madam, you will oblige me by refraining 
from speaking of Miss Eastcourt in that 
tone. As I have already told you, I can do 
nothing ; and, aside from this, I think it 
rather impertinent in both of us to discuss 
that lady’s affairs in the free and easy manner 
we are doing.” 

“Oh, it’s all very well for you to take a 
high and lofty view, but do you understand 
that if this affair comes off it means that I 
am to lose house and home ? ” 

“Not quite so bad as that, Miss Zane. 
You may lose your present house and home, 
but your income is absolutely secured, and 


with that you can easily obtain an equally 
Vol. xxi.—49. 
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suitable place of residence. For before now 
you have expressed to me your dissatisfaction 
with Miss Eastcourt’s home.” 

“ My income! What can be done on a 
beggarly £300? Why should that woman 
have £5,000 a year while I am practically 
dependent on her bounty and made to feel it 
every day of my life?” 

Mr. Latimer shrugged his shoulders. He 
wished himself quit of his visitor, but knew 

no way of bringing about the ‘deprivation 
within the limits of gentlemanly discourse. 

“ You will do nothing ? ” the lady asked. 

“T can do nothing, madam.” 

“You will have to prepare the papers, and 
surely you can refuse to carry out so iniqui- 
tous an arrangement ?” 

“Yes, I can refuse, but there are many 
others who will be glad to accept the task I 
abandon.” 

“Oh, you are very reluctant, aren’t you, on 
this occasion? You weren’t so backward on 
the last.” 

“T have not the slightest notion of what 
you are referring to, Miss Zane.” 

“Oh, yes, you have! When Marjory pro- 
posed to settle £300 a year on me you 
protested with all your might.” 

“ The example you quote is unfortunate. 
If I could not influence Miss Eastcourt in a 
matter of £300 a year, I am hardly likely to 
make a second attempt when the sum is 
£5,000.” 

To his great relief, Miss Elizabeth Zane 
now rose indignant. 

“Very well,” she snapped, and abruptly 
left him alone without further ado to medi- 
tate on the unreasonableness of woman. 

A note from Mr. Latimer brought a much 
more gentle visitor to his methodical table 
the next day. 

“Well, Miss Eastcourt,” he began, “ I 
have made a proposal to Mr. Shaw which 
seemed to me ample and generous on your 
behalf. This proposal was rejected. I have 
now to ask you if you are determined to go 
the whole length you intimated to me the 
other day.” 

The lady blushed slightly, looked down- 
wards, and traced out with the point of her 
sunshade the faded pattern on the worn 
Turkey carpet. When she spoke she did not 
answer his question. 

“Mr. Hopkins told me he had met you.’ 

“Yes,” said Latimer, grimly; “I had the 
good fortune of an introduction to him.” 

“I am afraid,” continued the lady, without 
looking up, “that you two did not get along 
very well together, and I should like you to 
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know that Mr. Hopkins has been so much 
hurt by the general misconception of his 
motives that he is a little apt to be hasty 
when he suspects anyone of sharing the views 
of those who have maligned him.” 

“T could see that,” replied Mr. Latimer, 
“and I trust that I said nothing to which he 
took exception.” 

“ Oh, you must not think he has made any 
complaint, for I assure you I would not have 
listened to censure of my good counsellor, 
even from him. I had just some little fear 
that you might have misunderstood each 
other, and am anxious that such should not 
be the case.” 

“You need have no further anxiety on 
that ground, Miss Eastcourt; I assure you 
we understood each other perfectly.” 

“I am so glad of that,” she cried, brightly, 
looking up with a little sigh, now that 
everything was so satisfactory. “You will 
appreciate my point of view, I am sure. To 
do less than I had promised would make it 
seem that I had paid attention to the idle 
rumours which are afloat. He feels this, and 
so do I. So you see, Mr. Latimer, it is 
impossible for me to retreat, even if I had 
any desire to do so, which I have not.” 

“In that case, Miss Eastcourt, I shall 
have to resign my care of your interests to 
some more capable hands. I can no longer 
act as your repre- 
sentative.” 

The lady looked 


up at him for a 
moment with wide- 
open eyes, which 
gradually filled 


almost to overflow- 
ing. At last she said, 
speaking with some 
difficulty :— 

“I am sure you 
do not mean that, 
Mr. Latimer.” 

“Iam as fixed in 
my purpose to give 
you no further advice 
as you are in disre- 
garding the advice 
you have already re- 
ceived. I think there 
is reason in all things, 
and that you are 
overstepping it. But 
if you give me the 
power to propose to 
Mr. Shaw that one- 
half your income is 
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settled upon Mr. Hopkins, and promise 
me that you will not recede from the position 
if the offer is rejected, I will consent to 
remain in my present position; if you go 
farther, I must withdraw.” 

The lady slowly and somewhat dolefully 
shook her head, then looked up at him with 
dim eyes and a wavering, uncertain smile on 
her sweet lips. 

“Women,” she said, “look upon many 
things, affairs of the heart among others, from 
a different standpoint than a man. The 
action which seems to me to show my com- 
plete confidence in my future husband is 
evidently looked upon by you as confirmation 
of all that is said against him.” 

“Exactly, Miss Eastcourt ; you have given 
expression to my view of the situation with 
admirable precision.” 

“Very well. Your determination to leave 
me to the tender mercies of some stranger is 
a complete and painful surprise to me. I 
feel suddenly lost --bereft. You will give me 
a day to think over the situation before you 
announce your decision as final, won’t 
you?” 

“You take my default much too seriously, 
Miss Eastcourt. Of course, you shall have 
a day or a week or a month, or any time you 
choose.” 

She held out her hand to him, and he 
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retained it perhaps a moment longer than 
was legally necessary. 

At the same hour next day Miss Eastcourt 
was again ushered into the office of her un- 
compromising advocate. Her face was now 
as radiant as it had been formerly depressed, 
and Latimer thought to himself, “1 wonder 
what extraordinary conclusion the dear lady 
has been driven to by what she doubtless 
considers the strictest logic.” 

He greeted her with grave kindness. 

“Now, Mr. Latimer,” she cried, “if there 
is any flaw in my reasoning this time you 
will have to point it out as I go along, for I 
am determined to speak of it to no one until 
my plan has your approval. I see now 
exactly why my former proposal has offended 
all my friends, and I wonder why I did not 
see it before, but I suppose it is your 
own clear mind that has made everything so 
plain to me. Now, it is very disheartening 
and, I must say, very uncomplimentary to 
say to a woman that a man who proposes 
marriage to her does so for the sake of her 
money. I dont think I am so old or 
so hideous as to give colour to such a 
statement.” 

“I most cordially agree with you, Miss 
Eastcourt.” 

“Very well,” continued the lady, rigidly 
marking off the points of her discourse with 
her forefinger on her palm. “I quite see that 
giving to Mr. Hopkins my income would 
not dissipate the illusions my friends have 
regarding him, but would rather confirm 
them in their unjust suspicions. ‘It was the 
money he was after, and now, thanks to the 
foolishness of the woman, he has got it,’ 
they would say. So instead of proving to 
the world my husband's good intentions, I 
should be merely confirming the world in its 
harsh opinion.” 

“ Most assuredly, madam.” 

“ Well, you may think me very stupid, but 
that view did not occur to me until you set 
it forth with such clearness. Now I wonder 
at myself for not having seen it before. I 
spoke of this to Mr. Hopkins, who is such a 
stickler for truth that he thought I should 
abide by my first intention even though the 
subject of money was so abhorrent to nim. 
But a man’s views are so much stronger than 
a woman’s, that his next remark made my 
course quite plain. He said that his salary 
is so ample that he had no need whatever 
for my money ; that he had already quite as 
much as was sufficient for us both, and this 
amount was increasing every year, so he 
would gladly have nothing whatever to do 
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with my fortune. Only as I had pledged 
myself to give it away he thought that my 
retaining it would be a breach of good faith 
with myself.” i 

“ I don’t quite see the force of his reason- 
ing,” muttered Mr. Latimer; “surely from 
time immemorial a woman has had the privi- 
lege of changing her mind ? ” 

Miss Eastcourt smiled and shook her head. 

“I am afraid,” she said, “that is one of 
our privileges more honoured in the breach 
than in the observance. All at once I put 
together what you had said the other day 
and what he was saying then. You told me 
in a joke to bestow the money on you.” 

“I hope you have not come to propose 
such a thing,” cricd Mr. Latimer, in alarm, 
at which the lady laughed merrily. 

“ No, you are a contented man and do 
not need an addition to your income ; but 
there is a discontented woman whom I can 
make happy by a stroke of the pen, while 
at the same time I make it impossible for any- 
one hereafter to ascribe even a taint of sordid- 
ness to the character of Mr. Hopkins.. In 
addition to all this I render myself happy, so 
if I win the approval of my austere counsellor 
it seems to me I must have matured a most 
admirable plan.” 

“I am very much interested in hearing 
what your proposal is,” interjected Mr. 
Latimer, with visible anxiety on his brow. 

“I have determined to settle my income 
on Miss Elizabeth Zane.” 

The lawyer drummed nervously with the 
ends of his fingers on the table before him. 
His thick eyebrows lowered, and the lady 
watched him with an intentness which did 
not lack a trace of apprehension. The scheme 
which seemed to her so marvellous in its 
completeness quite palpably failed to meet 
with his approval, but for a long time he said 
nothing, and when at last he spoke he uttered 
no criticism of her proposal. 

“ Does Mr. Hopkins know of this?” 

“I gave him a hint of it.” 

“What did he say ?” 

“ Well, you know he always shrinks from 
money discussions. I think the project 
rather took him by surprise, for when I 
showed him how such an action would in- 
evitably set gossiping tongues at rest, he 
remarked that he did not mind what envious 
people said of him. He seemed not to know 
exactly what to say, but advised me to do 
nothing definite until he had thought over 
the matter, when he might be able to outline 
some other course of action which would 
accomplish the same object.” 
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“T see. 
advice ?” 

“That depends a great deal on whether 
my compromise meets with your approval or 
not. To tell you the truth, Mr. Latimer, I 
have been very much worried of late over 
this question of money and would be glad 
to be quit of it all. I desire to do what 
is right and just by everyone, and in the 
endeavour am battered about from’ pillar to 
post, in danger of losing my old friends, 
pleasing nobody and being utterly wretched 
myself. So unless you are again very much 
against me I should like to end the crisis as 
speedily as possible.” 

“ Have you told Miss Elizabeth Zane of 
her good fortune ? ” 

“Oh, no. I thought it best to speak to 
none except Mr. Hopkins of course, until I 
had consulted you.” 

“In that you are very wise, Miss East- 
court.” 

As the lawyer spoke his troubled face 
cleared suddenly. 

“ I most cordially approve of your action, 
but I advise you to keep it absolutely secret, 
and so that there may be no further worry 
to the most generous woman in the world we 
will finish the business before you leave this 
room. As you have already spoken to Mr. 
Hopkins about it, he will probably return to 
the subject next time he meets you, so I 
counsel you to pledge him also to secrecy. 
I advise you as well not to discuss the matter 
overmuch with him, because you will be in 
a position to tell him that the deed is done, 
signed, and sealed, so any further argument 
would be as useless as it might prove distract- 
ing. A deed of gift is a very simple matter, 
and if you have a few moments’ patience I 
shall have it ready for you to sign.” 

“Oh, Mr. Latimer!” cried the lady, with 
a deep sigh of satisfaction, “I am so glad 
that for once I have met with your approval.” 

The lawyer smiled, but said nothing. He 
was busy writing upon a large legal blank 
which he had taken froma drawer. When 
he had finished he handed the imposing- 
looking document to Miss Eastcourt to read. 
She waved it aside. 

“Read it to me yourself,” she said ; 
“although if you say it’s accurate Iam quite 
satisfied, and will sign it now if you will show 
me where I am to write.” 

“ You must never sign a paper which you 
have not read. This is an important matter, 
and should legal action ever be taken upon 
it, I cannot allow it to be said that you 
put your name to a paper of whose con- 


And are you going to follow his 


Digitized by Goc gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


tents you were ignorant. Read it, I beg 
of you.” 

The lady, with a slight laugh, did what she 
was so curtly commanded to do, and waded 
through the “herebys ” and the “‘ whereases,” 
and other legal terms, which conveyed no 
very definite meaning to her mind, after 
which she handed it back to him, saying :— 

“I suppose it is all right, but I seem just 
as wise or as foolish as I was before I 
perused it.” 

The lawyer was then at some pains to 
explain each phrase and clause to her, after 
which he rose and said :— 

“I must get two of my clerks to witness 
your signature. I could, of course, be one 
of the witnesses myself, but perhaps it is 
better to have outsiders.” 

So Miss Marjory Eastcourt added her 
name to the document, and the two men 
brought in wrote down theirs and withdrew. 

“Ts that all?” she asked, brightly. 

“ That is all,” replied Mr. Latimer, ‘‘ except 
that you must remember my injunction to 
keep this morning’s work absolutely secret 
until such time as I allow you to make it 
known.” 

When the lady had departed Latimer took 
a large and formidable envelope, placed the 
important document inside, and sealed it 
there, then wrote on the outside, in his clear, 
firm hand, “In case of my sudden death 
this packet is to be destroyed unopened.— 
RONALD LATIMER.” 

The first intimation of renewed interest 
from the opposition camp came in the form 
of a telephone message. 

“That you, Latimer? This is 
Shaw. eis) Of Shaw, Brenton, and Shaw. 
May I run over and see you within the next 
half-hour? ” 

“ For what purpose, Mr. Shaw?” 

“On that Hopkins-Eastcourt marriage- 
settlement.” 

“ Oh, there is no necessity of any further 
discussion on that. My client has taken an 
action which entirely dispenses with our 
services, Mr. Shaw.” 

“You amaze me. I thought it would be 
all smooth-going after this. Mr. Hopkins 
has listened to reason, and is inclined to 
accept the proposal which you made in my 
office the other day.” 

“Ah! Iam sorry he did not let me know 
a little sooner. What is done is irrevocable, 
and the interests of others have come into 
action. I thought at the time Mr. Hopkins 
was unduly confident, but, of course, it did 
not lie within my province to say so. Itisa 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


A ROMANCE OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 


case of ‘he that will not while he may,’ I 
fear.” 

There was a pause in the telephoning. 
Mr. Shaw was evidently consulting with some- 
one who stood at his elbow. At last the 
small voice came again to Latimer’s ear :— 

“ Are you there? By the way, Mr. 
Latimer, would there be any objection to 
Mr. Hopkins calling upon you for a few 
moments ?” 


“None in the least. But Mr. Hopkins 


must remember that I am absolutely power- 
less to change what has already been done.” 
He 


“Yes, Mr. Hopkins understands that. 
will be over there within 
five minutes. Good-bye.” 

Mr. Latimer employed 
the five minutes thus 
placed at his disposal by 
taking the large 
envelope out of 
the safe, tearing it 
open, and extract- 
ing the documents 
from within. These 
he placed in a 
drawer of the table. 

Mr. Hopkins, 
when he entered, 
had lost the jaunty 
air which pre- 
viously distin- 
guished him. 

“I desire to 
apologize,” he 
began, “ for my 
attitude and lan- 
guage towards you 
when we first met. 
You see, everybody 
was against me, 
and I naturally 
thougħt you were of the number. 
no excuse, of course, but——” ć . 

“Oh, it is ample excuse, Mr. Hopkins, 
and no more need be said about the matter. 
What can I do for you?” 

“ Is it true that Miss Eastcourt has made 
over her property to Miss Zane?” 

“ Quite true.” 

“Are the executed documents in your 
Possession ? ” 

“For the present moment they are; yes.” 

“ May I see them?” 

“Well, Mr. Hopkins,” said Latimer, with 
apparent hesitation, “of course you know 
that such a request is very unusual. Have 
you Miss Eastcourt’s permission to look at 
the papers?” 
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“ Certainly, otherwise I would not ask you 
to break the rules of your office.” 

“In that case, I make no objection. 
they are.” 

The young man sat down and carefully 
scrutinized the deed word by word and 
phrase by phrase, then handed it back to 
Latimer. i 

“Thank you,” he said, abruptly ; “and good- 
bye.” 

"it was now time for the party of the 
second part to move, and Mr. Latimer 
waited patiently; perhaps a trifle anxiously. 
There is no doubt that he expected Mr. 
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“THE YOUNG MAN SAT DOWN AND CAREFULLY SCRUTINIZED THE DEED.” 


Thomas Hopkins to indulge in a stormy 
interview with Miss Marjory Eastcourt, 
showing himself for once in his true colours ; 
but this anticipated encounter never took 
place, so far as Latimer could learn. His 
first intimation of the new state of things 
came to him quite accidentally through the 
columns of his customary morning paper, 
and that in a column which previously he had 
never glanced at. On this occasion his eye 
happened to catch a name familiar to him, 
and he read the fateful three or four lines :— 

“ HOPKINS—ZANE.—On Wednesday, 23rd, 
at Trinity Church, by the Rev. Septimus 
Purfleet, Thomas Hopkins, Esq., to Eliza- 
beth, eldest daughter of the late Michael 
Zane. By special license.” 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


390 


Latimer was at some pains to discover 
that this announcement was correct, and 
when he had satisfied himself that no mistake 
had been made he did a surprising thing, 
which, if it had ever become known, would 
have disqualified him for carrying on his 
profession. Returning to his office, and 
without consulting his client, he took the 
deed of gift from his safe and threw it upon 
the burning coals of his open fireplace, 
standing there grimly while the parchment 
curled up and was consumed. 

Scarcely was this sacrifice complete when 
there was announced to him Mr. John Shaw. 
Latimer received his caller with a composure 
which one might not have expected from a 
man who had committed so daring and 
unauthorized a deed. 

“Good morning, Mr. 
What is the best word ?” 

“T have just dropped round informally in 
the interests of my client, Mr. Hopkins, and 
in pursuance of his instructions to arrange 
about that deed of gift which you were good 
enough to let him read in this office a few 
days ago.” 

“A deed of gift? What deed of gift?” 

“Why, the deed of. gift executed by Miss 
Eastcourt in favour of Miss Elizabeth Zane.” 

“Oh, “tat. You mean the annuity be- 
stowed upon Miss Zane. It was executed 
some years ago. A very generous gift of 
4300 a year, for which, in my opinion, the 
recipient had little claim.” 

“ No, no, Mr. Latimer; I am referring to 
quite a recent document, in which Miss 
Kastcourt made over her whole fortune to 
Miss Zane.” ; 

Mr. Latimer leaned back in his chair, a 
look of perplexed incredulity overspreading 
his face. He gazed at his visitor as if he 
doubted the latter’s sanity, and Shaw, being 
as he claimed a man of the world, showed 
some signs of discomposure at the scrutiny, 
adding, uneasily :— 

“It certainly seemed an odd proceeding 
on the part of Miss Eastcourt, but Hopkins 
assured me he had seen the document.” 

“Well, Mr. Shaw, all I can say is that your 
client apparently takes us for a set of lunatics 
who should not be at large. Give away her 
whole fortune to Miss Zane! In Heaven’s 
name, why? Did he enlighten you on that 
point? Iam afraid the young man has sent 
you on a fool's errand, Mr. Shaw.” 

“Tt certainly looks like it. I must confess 
from the first I regarded it as an utterly 
Utopian scheme which, as a man of the 
world, I had never seen the like of in all my 
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large experience. What document was it 
then that you allowed Mr. Hopkins to read?” 

“Oh, that was one of the numerous 
schemes which had been discussed between 
Miss Eastcourt and myself as a method of 
circumventing the gossip which had been so 
prevalent among her friends touching the 
young man’s financial aspirations. Did he 
take it as an actually accomplished fact? I 
am sorry, but I doubt if anything I said led 
him to so erroneous a conclusion. If I have 
been at fault, of course, I am ready to accept 
the blame. I can assure you that my client 
is not responsible for any ineptitude of mine, 
but it is delusion on the young man’s part 
which a few words will set right, and I am 
sure for my part I shall not hesitate to 
apologize if I have misled him.” 

Shaw scratched his head and frowned. 

“I am not so sure that a few words will 
set it right. A few words were said in church 
yesterday morning which were irrevocable. 
I don’t know that you are aware my client 
was married to Miss Elizabeth Zane yester- 
day?” 

“Really? That has been a somewhat 
sudden transformation, has it not? He has 
been off with the old love and on with the 
new with a celerity which is rather a lesson 
to us old fogies, isn’t it? Well, the newly 
married pair have my best wishes for their 
future welfare, and after all the young man 
marries into a comfortable assurance of £300 
a year.” 

“Um-m, yes,” remarked Mr. Shaw, doubt- 
fully. “Three hundred a year may be 
comfortable, but it is anything rather than 
lavish. I doubt if our young friend will be 
entirely content with it, for, between our- 
selves, he has rather expensive tastes. You 
know nothing of this deed of gift, then ?” 

“I give you my assurance, Mr. Shaw, that 
no such document exists.” 

“ Well,” said the puzzled Mr. Shaw, taking 
his leave, “ I shall have to see my client and 
explain to him that there has been a mistake.” 

“I wish you would,” returned Latimer, 
cordially, “and kindly tell him from me how 
sorry I am if any unguarded expression of 
mine has led to the error. You see I looked 
upon him as the affianced husband of Miss 
Eastcourt, and as he assured me he had her 
permission to examine any papers pertaining 
to the case, I permitted him to see this 
particular document, and perhaps neglected 
to explain to him that I had no intention of 
allowing my client to execute it if I could 
possibly prevent her doing so. Indeed, I 
took it that Mr. Hopkins was entirely of 
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the same mind as myself, and regarded the 
deed with extreme disfavour, which was but 
natural. I wish you would explain that to 
him.” 

“ Yes, I will,” said Shaw, finally; * I can 
easily see how the mistake arose. The 
proposal was absolutely absurd from its 
inception.” 

When Mr. Shaw was safely off the premises 
the culprit put on his silk hat and went to 
call upon a lady. The servant said Miss 
Eastcourt was not at home. 

“I wish you would inquire again,” re- 
marked Mr. Latimer, suavely. 

“She told me, sir, that she was not at 
home to anyone. She is preparing to go 
away.” 

“ Nevertheless, tell her,” persisted Latimer, 
“that I must see her. I am her legal 
adviser, so kindly take my name to your 
mistress.” 

The servant showed him into the drawing- 
room and departed with his urgent message. 
Returning shortly afterward she told him 
that Miss Eastcourt would be down in a few 
moments, but the moments were many before 
the lady appeared. 

It was evident that the time had been 
spent by the young woman in an effort to 
remove from her face the traces of 
tears. She approached her visitor 
with a pathetic, uncertain smile on 
her lips, holding out her hand to 
him. 

“I am so uncourteous,” 
she said, with nervous haste, 
“that I actually thought of 
sending you away without 
seeing you. Indeed, I believe 
that I am more than half- 
justified in pleading illness, 
and with anyone else but 
yourself I would have done 
so. To tell the truth, I 
am ashamed to meet you, 
Mr. Latimer.” 

“I am sure I do not 
understand why you should 
be, Miss Eastcourt.” __ 

“ Oh, you understand well 
enough, but are too polite 
to say so, and for that I 
thank you. In your heart 
you cannot but help calling 
me a fool, and for once I 
entirely agree with you—I, 
who have set my opinion 
against yours so often.” 

“Indeed, Miss Eastcourt, 
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you do both yourself and me an injustice ; no 
such thought ever occurred to me. If you 
have erred at all it has always been on the side 
of generosity; and if you have made any 
mistakes in your estimates of mankind they 
have occurred through a deep-seated belief 
in humanity that would have done credit to 
an angel. So you see, if you are going to 
give way to the utterance of any denuncia- 
tion of yourself, you will not get me to 
join you.” 

“Oh, Mr. Latimer, you overwhelm me 
with confusion and, I must confess, with 
delight by your commendations, although 
I know, alas, too well how undeserved they 
are. Indeed, indeed, I wish I had taken 
your advice at the beginning—it would have 
spared me much humiliation.” 

“T shall not disparage my own advice, 
and so, with more self-conceit than you 
possess, I admit that it is usually deserving 
of respect, for it is always honest and sincere. 
But it is never too late to mend, and I want 
you to promise to follow my advice unflinch- 
ingly hereafter.” 

“Oh, I will, I will, Mr. Latimer ! 
may be sure of that !” 

“Then my first piece of advice to you is 
to accept unreservedly the next offer of 
marriage you 
| receive, and, that 
| | a test may follow 
on the heels of 
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your promise, I now beg of you to bestow 
yourself upon me.” 

The lady bent her head and covered her 
face with her hands. He waited some 
moments for an answer, but none was forth- 
coming—then he continued :— 

“You must not imagine that this is any 
sudden thought on my part. My dear lady, it 
has beenin my mind and heart for years, and 
somehow all this wretched muddling about 
money with which we have been engaged 
has shown me how little gold has to do with 
the real affairs of human life. You see, I 
was placed in a very difficult position: I was 
your counsellor, and there seemed some- 
thing not quite straight in my taking 
advantage of the confidential relation I bore 
to your affairs. In fact, my very intimate 
knowledge of them handicapped me in the 
quest that, almost ever since I knew you, was 
next my heart. If I have been eager in 
business it was largely because I wished to be 
able to say that my income exceeded, or at 
least equalled, your own. That condition of 
affairs has not even now come to pass, 
but I am determined that, let the world put 
what construction it pleases on my action, I 
shall no longer keep silence. Your calm 
announcement to me the other day that you 
intended to be married startled and dis- 
mayed me. I determined that I should not 
say a word against the man you had chosen, 
no matter how unworthy he might prove 
himself to be, and I think no censure of him 
passed my lips from first to last in my con- 
versations with you until this moment. Even 
now I shall merely make this mention of 
him, but I will admit that I have plotted 
like a mediaeval conspirator to be quit of 
him. Rightly speaking, so great a villain as 
I am should not get the reward he seeks ; but, 
dear lady, I throw myself on your mercy. 
Extend to me, 1 beg of you, enough of that 
universal charity which you feel for all, to 
enable me to accomplish the hope of my 
life: to win the consent of Marjory East- 
court to be my wife.” 

But the lady shook her head, still not 
looking up at him. 
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“ Oh, it is too late,” she murmured ; “why 
did you not speak years ago ?—for there was 
no man I honoured as I did you. What 
difference could money and position have 
made to me? Do you think I have so little 
pride that now when, through my own folly, 
I am penniless—when, if I saw you again, 
it would have been to ask your aid in getting 
me some situation where I might earn my 
own bread—I can accept your generous offer 
under conditions so unequal? No, it is too 
late.” 

“ Whatever inequality there is in the condi- 
tions arises through the fact that you are 
richer than I. Do you reject me on that 
account, Miss Marjory ?” 

Now she looked up at him with moist 
eyes, but astonishment written on her 
face. 

“What do you mean by that?” she 
asked. 

“Oh, the deed of gift was destroyed. It 
was never my intention that it should be 
delivered. You see, your object in executing 
it was to prove the good faith or the reverse 
of Mr. Hopkins. The moment the docu- 
ment answered that purpose I took the 
liberty of eliminating it.” 

The lady gazed at him with wide-open 
eyes. 

“Was that proceeding wholly honest, Mr, 
Latimer? It certainly does not seem so to 
me.” 

“ You are asking my legal opinion, I take 
it. I declare to you that it was not only 
honest, but entirely justified in the cir- 
cumstances. ‘The responsibility rests on my 
shoulders alone, and I utterly refuse to 
have the question of money come between 
us in any shape or form. Now, that being 
settled by a most competent authority, 
Marjory, I ask for your answer.” 

The smile this time was neither wavering 
nor uncertain, but charmingly sweet and 
affectionate. 

“From your confident tone I think you 
know that the answer is the same as it would 
have been if you had asked your question 
years ago.” £ 
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war. He controls, more 
than any other single man, 
the foreign relations of one 
quarter of the earth. No 
man is more potent for good 
if he be wise and seeks 
peace; no. man is more 
potent for evil if he be 
careless of the great trust 
reposed in him. A thought- 
less word from him may 
bear fruit long after he is 
dead; a wise and friendly 
act of his may establish last- 
ing peace. His influence 
reaches the remotest ends of 
the earth : it works in places 
he has never seen, among 
peoples he has never known. 
He is, in fact, by virtue of 
his office, the most powerful 
man in the kingdom, the lay 
king of the British Empire. 
But as the Empire, big as it 
is, has room for only one 
crown, the English people 
call their uncrowned mon- 
arch Foreign Secretary, and 
instead of a throne to sit on 
they give him a leathern 
chair and a mahogany table 
in Downing Street. 

His kingdom is the best 
organized kingdom in the 
world. His legions are 
scattered in every quarter of 
the earth. If some untoward 
event occurs to-morrow at 
Quezaltenango the Foreign 
Secretary has Mr. Hugo 
Fleischmann there to look 
after his interests. If 
Hussein Kiami Effendi 
exceeds his duty as Turkish 
Consul at Karachi, the 
Foreign Secretary is at 
Karachi as quickly as the 
telegraph can carry him. 

Vol. xxi.—60. 
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To the great world he stands for England ; 
his word is England’s word, his temper is 
England’s temper, his act is England’s act. 


Though he has nothing to do with ships 
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and guns, though the Army and Navy have 


chiefs of their own, he 
governs the forces which 
bring them into play. 
Though in the last resort 
he must seek the authority 
of his colleagues, his own 
acts make the situation 
which governs their decision. 
His authority is as wide as 
the King’s dominions ; 
wherever the British flag 
floats the Foreign Secretary’s 
power exists. 

He has only to open a 
red box, Lord Rosebery has 
told us, to be possessed of 
that magic carpet which took 
its possessor wherever he 
would go. “I open it,” 
said Lord Rosebery, when 
he was Foreign Secretary 
under Mr. Gladstone, “and 
find myself at once in 
those regions where a 
travelled monarch and an 
intellectual Minister are 
endeavouring to reconcile 
the realms of Xerxes and 
Darius with the needs of 
nineteenth century civiliza- 
tion — I smell the scent 
of the roses and hear the 
songs of the bulbul. I 
open another box which 
enables me to share the 
sports of the fur seal — 
his island loves, his bound- 
less swims in the Pacific. 
I can even follow him 
to Paris, and see him 
laid on the table of the 
Court of Arbitration. I 
can go still farther. I 
can transfer myself to the 
Southern Pacific, where 
three of the greatest 
States in the world are 
endeavouring, not always 
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with appar- 
ent success, 
to admin- 
ister one of 
the smallest 
islands—the 


Island of 
Samoa — in 
close con- 


junction and 
alliance with 
one of our 
most bril- 
liant men of 
letters. I will 
say this in 
virtue of my office—I follow every Court. 
Not a monarch leaves his capital on a 
journey but I am on the platform—in the 
spirit, if not in the body. I am in the 
spirit in the gallery of every Parliament. I 
am ready and anxious—but 
not always successful — to 
be present at the signing 
of every treaty.” 

At the head-quarters of 
the Minister’s kingdom, the 
great office through the 
dingy passage in Downing 
Street, London, a hundred 
men are busy from twelve 
till six. The six hours’ day 
is in full operation at the 
Foreign Offce — for all 
except its chief. There is 
no limit to his day—often 
enough it has more hours 
than the almanacs allow for $ 
it. There is no escape from the growing duties 
of the Foreign Secretary. A man who has 
a hundred thousand documents pouring in 
upon him every year, on almost every con- 
ceivable subject, from almost every conceiv- 
able place, must not hope for many spare 
hours. His work follows him everywhere ; 
he feels the white man’s burden as no one 
else can. One of the most anxious foreign 
crises which have arisen during the last few 
years found the Foreign Secretary seeking 
rest among the mountains of Northern 
France, and a telegram of grave importance 
reached Sir Edmund Monson “ direct from 
Schlucht.” Other of Lord Salisbury’s tele- 
grams during the Fashoda crisis were 
dispatched from Downing Street one Sun- 
day at midnight. Lord Palmerston as- 
tonished a friend after a late division in 
Parliament, when everybody else was going 
home tired out, by saying, “ I must leave 
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you here, for I have a despatch to revise at 
the Foreign Office,” and it transpirea that 
Palmerston devoted ten hours out of twenty- 
four to the Foreign Ministry. 

The mechanical work of the Foreign Office 
is heavier, perhaps, than that of any other 
Government Department. The birth of a 
Prince, the death of a King, the marriage of 
a Princess, the fall of a Government, the 
outbreak of a revolution, the overthrow of 
a President—anything and everything of 
moment among Royalties or Governments 
marks a rise in the barometer of work at the 
Foreign Office. Even the granting of a 
medal for the saving of life at sea comes 
under its notice. The Foreign Secretary 
must deal with all complaints of unfair treat- 
ment of British subjects in foreign countries, 
and must issue passports to any British 
subject desiring to travel where they are re- 
quired. He must nominate all Ambassadors 
and Consuls, and govern all 
changes in the diplomatic 
service — numbering hun- 
dreds every year. Some 
idea of the extent of his 
duties may be gathered from 
the fact that he is in touch 
in some way with 5,000 
people, and that he controls 
an office expenditure of 
£1,400 a week. There are 
3,500 persons now living 
who have either served or 
are now serving the Foreign 
Office, and there are con- 
siderably over 2,000 men 
in the British Empire who 
represent foreign countries. 

Most people have probably wondered what 
a day in the Foreign Office is like. It will 
be obvious to all of them that the office is 
of necessity split up into departments. Sir 
C.. L: Hill, 
for instance, 
has charge 
of all mat- 
ters con- 
cerning 
East and 
West Africa, 
and there 
are similar 
divisions for 
Eastern 
Europe, 
Western 
Europe, 
American 
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and Asiatic affairs, treaties, Consular matters, 
and for questions of trade and sanitation. In 
all these departments the day’s work begins 
at noon and ends at six. . The first hour is 
usually devoted to the opening of despatch- 
boxes and the perusal of the newspapers— 
for the Foreign Office, unlike Mr. Balfour, 
cannot afford to dispense with the Press. 
Every morning a clerk scans the leading 
dailies for the most important items of 
foreign news, which he enters in the 
Political Register. This register, forming 
a complete index to all foreign events, 
is one of the most valuable volumes 
in the Foreign Office library, and it is 
entirely compiled from the morning papers. 
In the library, which comprises the largest 
rooms in the office, the librarian and nine 
assistants devote their six hours a day to the 
care of a magnificent collection of books and 
papers on foreign countries and foreign politics. 
The registry of correspond- 
ence, confidential papers, and 
treaties is an enormous task, 
and another part of the 
duties of the Library Depart- 
ment is the preparation of 


memoranda on historical 
events and international 
cases. All the correspond- 


ence of the Foreign Office is 
bound in bulky volumes and 
kept in the library for 
twenty - five years, when it 
goes to the Record Office 


in Chancery Lane. The 
Treaty Department, com- 
prising two lofty rooms, 


each bounded by great oak presses, is 
one of the most exacting departments of 
the office, and the secrets stored away in its 
archives would probably startle the public if 
they were published by any mischance in 
to- morrow’s 
Times. The 
complete 
organization 
of the For- 
eign Office, 
however, 
is an effect- 
ual guard 
against the 
exposure of 
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publish “dis- 
closures” 
which they 
claim to be 
“ absolutely 
reliable.” 

The pro- 
bability is 
that there is 
not a sha- 
dow of reli- 
abilityabout 
them. Each 
department 
of the For- 
eign Office 
is superintended by one of the Under- 
Secretaries, and the greatest possible pre- 
cautions are taken against the possibility of 
leakage. The despatches are received by the 
clerks and transmitted by them to their chief, 
who passes them on to the 
Foreign Secretary. The 
Foreign Secretary’s instruc- 
tions are written on them, 
and they are then sent back 
to the senior clerk of the 
department they concern, 
who drafts an answer based 
on the Foreign Secretary’s 
instructions. The answer, 
unless the matter is purely 
formal, is submitted for the 
Under-Secretary’s approval, 
and on this being given the 
letter is sent to the proper 
division to be written out for 
signature. In cases where the 
despatch is of grave importance the Forcign 
Secretary drafts the reply himself. It often 
happens that the gravest consequences may 
depend on a phrase, and documents of the 
highest moment are not allowed to go 
beyond the Cabinet, except, of course, to 
the King, who approves the course taken 
before it is finally adopted. 

The preparation of a treaty is often a very 
complicated task, and sometimes occupies a 
clerk a whole week. The draft, strangely 
enough, is printed, and the treaty itself 
copied from it on large white paper with gilt 
edges. The paragraphs are each written 
twice, in parallel columns- once in English 
and again in the language of the other 
country to which the treaty refers. Two 
copies are made, one for each Government 
or more, of course, if more than two Govern- 
ments are concerned. 

Odd situations sometimes arise in connec- 
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tion with the preparation of 
a despatch. It happened 
once that the late Queen 
signed herself “ Victoria R. 
and I.,” where she should 
have signed only “ Victoria 
R.,” and the clerk who had 
charge of the matter was an 
old -fashioned official with 
old - fashioned notions of 
etiquette. He was sure that 
the Queen had added the 
“I.” unwittingly, and ap- 
pealed to the chief clerk 
to be allowed to call Her 
Majesty’s attention to her 
breach of constitutional law. 
The chief clerk was not so 
particular about the Queen’s 
signature, however, and the 
Royal break of the law was 
allowed to pass. Mistakes 
are very rare at the Foreign 
Office now, but in Lord 
Palmerston’s days the 
Foreign Secretary is said 
to have frequently advised 
the clerks to get in a fresh 
supply of commas or pur- 
chase a second-hand dic- 
tionary. “Pam” Lord 
Palmerston was called at 
the “F.O.,” and “Pam” 
he remains to this day. 

The Foreign Secretary 
has his little worries. The 
Sultan gives him no end 
of trouble —although the 
Foreign Office tradition is 
said to be pro- Turkish. 
The Turks, argues the 
Permanent Official, can 
cause so much trouble at 
so many points that it is 
worth while to be friends 
with them — and they are 
splendid fighters! Your 
Permanent Secretary has 


nothing to do with massacres or morals ; 
his work is to make England strong and 
keep the peace, if possible. 
days the procrastination of nations in answer- 
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In the old 


ing Letters stole away the 
Secretary’s time and 
patience. “Spain, Spain, 
Spain!” Lord Clarendon 
moaned once; “well, 
Spanish dynasties go and 
come, Spanish Kings and 
Queens go and come, and 
Spanish Ministers go and 
come; but there is one 
thing in Spain that is always 
the same — they never 
answer letters.” The tele- 
graph has done away with 
that now, and a day is long 
enough to set all Europe 
ablaze in these times. But 
there are still many things 
to try the Secretary’s 
patience. He must keep 
back papers he is eager to 
give the public—if we are 
to believe all he says; and 
he must hold his tongue 
when he would give -the 
world to speak. He must 
be careful what he says, 
even in the most friendly 
and confidential way. Lord 
Palmerston lost the office 
for saying privately to an 
Ambassador something 
which was quite contrary to 
what he said _ officially. 
Lord Palmerston held that 
a Foreign Minister could 
hold opinions of his own 
and speak them, but Lord 
John Russell thought not ; 
and Palmerston was dis- 
missed, sacrificing his posi- 
tion on what he called “ the 
freedom of intercourse be- 
tween Foreign Ministers and 
Secretaries of State, which 
tends so much to good un- 
derstanding and to the facili- 
tating of public business.” 


The New Diplomacy had not begun then, how- 
ever, and Palmerston paid for his frankness, 
although it is interesting to note that Lord John 
Russell regretted his hastiness in after-life, 
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The Princess of the Beautiful Thumb-Prints. 


By J. F. SULLIVAN. 


I. 

HERE was once a beautiful 
Prince who lived in a palace 
built entirely of crystal in a 
EXY| country very, very far away. 
fe) He was the most beautiful 
—— Prince who had ever been 
seen in those parts: very tall and graceful, 
with wavy, golden locks which fell in thick 
folds upon his broad shoulders, and with 
great blue eyes. From his childhood he 
had excelled all of his own age in games of 
skill, courage, and endurance; and now, 
although he was only 
twenty years old, 
not one among the 
numberless brave 
and warlike knights 
in his father’s Court 
could equal him at 
sword-play or unseat 
him in the tourney. 

It was the earnest 
wish of his parents, 
the King and Queen, 
to affiance him toa 
bride who should 
equal him in beauty 
and rank; and for 
this purpose they 
had caused the 
Prince to visit all 
the neighbouring 
Courts at which were 
Princesses famed for ` 
their beauty; but 
although the Prince 
admitted that several 
of these were very 
beautiful indeed, he 
returned home with- 
out having made the 
choice of a bride. 

“How is this?” asked his father, the 
King, in great anger. “You are indeed 
fastidious and difficult to please! Pray, what 
fault do you find with all these fair damsels ? 
Are they not sufficiently graceful, noble, and 
‘handsome ? ” 

“Some of them are indeed very beautiful, 
sire,” replied the Prince. “ But——” 

“ But, indeed!” said the King. 
what ?” 

“Oh, father,” said the Prince, throwing 
himself at the King’s feet, “I fear you will 
not sympathize with my views—but——” 





“ But 
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“ Well—well? ” said the King, impatiently. 

“But their thumbs are not sufficiently 
beautiful ! ” 

“Their THUMBS?” screamed the King. 

“ Yes, sire. Indeed, I felt that you could 
never, never appreciate the intensity of my 
feelings in regard to thumbs. Many nights 
in succession, while reposing upon my 


couch of cloth of gold turned up with the 
most expensive lace procurable, I have 
dreamed of a perfect thumb—a thumb 
absolutely perfect in form, colour, and tex- 
. ture! 


I feel that I cannot marry any lady 





‘' BUT, INDEED!’ SAID THE KING,” 

whose thumb is inferior to the ideal 
of my dream. No woman can be 
truly beautiful who has not a thumb like 
that ; while, on the other hand, any woman 
who das a thumb like that cannot be other 
than perfect. 

“While staying at the various Courts I 
caused miniatures to be painted of the 
thumbs of all the Princesses ; but not one 
comes up to my ideal !” 

The Prince then produced a golden port- 
folio set with precious stones, and containing 
one hundred and seventeen magnificently 
executed portraits of Princesses’ thumbs, with 
accurate measurements in the margin. 
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The King arose in a fury and, glaring 
angrily at his son, shouted: ‘Go hence, 
then, undutiful son, and find your lady with 


the thumb. I disown you !” 
II. 
IN great sadness the beautiful Prince 


mounted his magnificent white steed and 
departed from his fathers palace. After 
many days’ travel, being very weary and 
travel-stained, he alighted to beg for a drink 
of water at——really, I do not quite like to 
say where he alighted ; the locality does not 
seem to harmonize—does not seem at all in 
keeping with Oh, well, after all, I must 
tell the story as ithappened. The fact is, he 
alighted at the door of a house in a turning 
off the Tottenham Court Road—there ! 

The door was opened by a hideous old 








“A HIDEOUS OLD PERSON WITH SAUSAGE CURLS.” 


person with sausage curls at each side of her 
face, and a wool-work doily on her shoulders. 

“Could I have a drink of water, and— 
and—perhaps you would be so good as to 
give me shelter for the night?” asked the 
Prince, blushing crimson at the thought of 
asking a favour like a beggar. 

“ Any references?” asked the hideous old 
person ; but observing the magnificent white 
charger caparisoned in crimson velvet 
incrusted with gold répoussé work thickly 
set with jewels, she said, “Come in.” 

“The front parlours free,” she said. 
“Seven guineas a week, and no extras except 
table-linen, sheets, pillow-cases, boots, light- 
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ing, use of lamp and candlestick, hall-gas, 
attendance, piano, late dinner, kitchen fire, 
and parlour coals—two and ninepence a 
scuttle.” 

It was a lodging-house. 

The Prince, in spite of his beauty, was 
very prudent for one so young; and it now 
occurred to him that it would be wiser, in 
this strange country, to disguise himself as a 
lodger, and so escape the attention of in- 
quisitive persons. 

He therefore inquired of the hideous old 
person—who turned out to be no other than 
the landlady of the house—where it would 
be possible to procure a lodger’s costume ; 
and, by great good fortune, the landlady 
happened to have one which had been left 
in place of three years’ rent by the last 
lodgex. It was very threadbare and full of 
large holes; but the 
Prince was enabled 
to purchase it for a 
few broad gold pieces 
and some of the 
precious stones from 
his girdle. 

When he was left 
alone in his apart- 
ment h'e looked 
about the room ; and 
suddenly he saw 
something which 
caused his heart to 
give a great throb ; 
for, right in the 
centre of the white 
_ cloth which covered 
the table, and be- 
tween a piece of 
bacon-rind and a 
large spot of mustard, 
was the most beauti- 
ful thumb-mark he 
had ever seen! 
There it was, printed in black upon the 
cloth, which was really very nearly white 
at that point; every line of the texture of 
the skin being beautifully marked and quite 
clear. 

The Prince pinched himself all over to 
make sure that it was not a delicious dream ; 
then he shut his eyes and opened them 
again: and it was indeed no dream, for 
the beautiful thumb-mark was still there. 
Then, with a palpitating heart, the Prince 
looked all about ; and how great was his joy 
at finding that every object in the room 
was decorated with one or more similar 
marks! There were dozens of them round 
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THE PRINCESS OF THE BEAUTIFUL THUMB-PRINTS. 


the edge of the table-cloth, forming a sort of 
irregular ornamental border ; and some were 
of the colour of mustard, while others had 
the tint of jam, coffee, beetroot, or soot. 
The delighted Prince was quite at a loss 
which colour to admire the most; for the 
thumb-print was most beautiful in all the 
colours; yet he fancied that the mustard 
colour—the colour of gold—was the most 
delightful. 

“The Princess whose thumb-mark that is 
must indeed be perfect, and the most beautiful 
maiden in the whole world!” mused the 
Prince, beside himself with joy ; “and she, 
and no other, shall be my Princess ! ” 

This joy was, if possible, still further 
increased when his dinner was brought up by 
the hideous old person; for he saw with 
delight that every one of the plates and dishes 
was adorned round the edge with similar 
marks, while the pat of butter had the print 
stamped in the most perfect way in the very 
middle of it. 

Too eager to remain longer in suspense, 
the beautiful Prince begged the landlady to 
take pity upon him and inform him who 
could be the lovely 
Princess by whom those 
thumb-marks had been 
imprinted. AX 

The landlady replied NY 
that it was indeed no E 
Princess, as he imagined, 
but Jane. 

“ I implore you to lead 
me to her this very 
moment, that I may fall 
at her feet and make 
her my Princess,” 
cried the handsome 
Prince. 

‘“She’s gone,” 
said the hideous 
old person in the 
wool-work 
doily. ‘ Took 
herself off this 
morning; I 
couldn’t stand 
‘er no longer.” 

“You can- 
not, cannot tell 















me that you 
have sent her 
away!” cried 


the beautiful 

Prince, bursting 

into tears. 
Then the 
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Prince rushed out of the door and, vaulting 
upon his magnificent steed, drove his golden 
spurs into its milk-white flanks, and galloped 
swiftly away in search of the Princess of 
the Beautiful Thumb-Prints. 


III. 


BeEroRreE thus setting out in so great haste 
the Prince had not forgotten to take up the 
half-pound of butter containing the beautiful 
thumb-print and to place it tenderly and 
reverentially in his bosom ; and now, as he 
galloped at headlong speed over hill and 
dale, he took out the treasure from time to 
time and gazed lovingly upon the precious 
imprint. 

On one of these occasions he drew rein so 
suddenly as to throw his flying steed upon 
his haunches ; for a thought had struck him. 

“I will cast aside the heraldic cognizance 
of my family,” he murmured, “and adopt 
instead this dear emblem.” 

And, proceeding at once to the nearest 
blazoner’s, he caused to be made an entirely 
new surcoat even more magnificent than the 
one he already wore; and on the breast of 
this surcoat, which was of the finest white 
velvet, he caused to be embroidered in 
golden threads his new cognizance of a 
beautiful thumb-print, copied exactly from 
that on the half-pound of butter. He also 
ordered new horse-trappings of pure white 
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satin, semée all over with thumb-prints gules, 
to represent the colour of jam; and, thus 
magnificently apparelled, he once more set 
off-at a gallop. 

Having now galloped without ceasing for 
many days, and feeling some need of refresh- 
ment, he alighted at a small coffee-house, 
where he decided to sleep that night. 

Next morning what was his joy to find, in 
the very centre of the back of his magnificent 
mantle of salmon-coloured brocade, a most 
beautiful thumb-mark of the colour of soot. 
He had overnight placed this mantle outside 
his bedroom door to be brushed. Com- 
paring this thumb-mark with that on the 
half-pound of butter, which he kept always in 
his bosom, he found the two to exactly corre- 
spond, at which his heart leapt with joy ; 
and, descending the stairs at a single bound, 
he breathlessly asked the host to lead him 
to the Princess of the Beautiful Thumb- 
Print. 

“ Indeed,” replied the courteous landlord, 
“T know of no Princess; but the thumb- 
mark was doubtless executed by the help 
whom I yesterday engaged.” And he pro- 
ceeded to show to the Prince many similar 
thumb-marks on every article in the room, 
particularly on the windows, the curtains, and 
the table-cloth. 

“You are mistaken,” said the Prince; 
“for this is no help, but the most beautiful 
Princess in all the world !” 

“T am sorry that I did not know that 
before,” said the landlord, “for I sent her 
away this very morning, and principally in 
consequence of those very thumb-marks, 
which my customers would not like.” 

“You are a dolt!” said the Prince, in 
great anger; “and your customers are a set 
of asses! Had not this Princess the most 
beautiful golden tresses ever beheld ?” 

“As far as I could discern,” replied the 
landlord (who was a truthful man), “her hair 
was fair where it was not concealed by 
thumb-marks similar to these.” 

“ Of course!” said the angry Prince, “ fcc 
this is doubtless the cognizance of her exalted 
family, as it is now mine, and shall ever be !” 
And, once more vaulting upon his magnificent 
charger, which stood ready caparisoned and 
whinnying at the door, he spurred rapidly on 
his quest. 

IV. 
Asout midday, arriving at a shady spot 
adorned with the most beautiful emerald- 
green turf, in the midst of which meandered 
a little stream of the purest and most pel- 
lucid water, he alighted from his steed 
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and threw himself down by the side of the 
rivulet. Having quenched his thirst with a 
long draught, he looked around and observed 


-on a white stone situated by the brink of the 


stream the mark of a small hand. On ex- 
amining this more closely with the magnify- 
ing-glass which he always carried, he could 
not but discern that the print of the thumb, 
though very much smaller, corresponded 
exactly with that on the pat of butter. The 
print of the little hand had been made on 
the stone in black mud. 

“This, then,” said the Prince, musing, “is 
the print of the hand of my Princess of the 
Beautiful Thumb. She has doubtless been 
transformed by some malevolent sorcerer 
into a noisome frog, in order that I may be 
unable to find her and make her my bride! 
Nevertheless, I am, indeed, fully resolved to 
do this.” 

It then occurred to him that the hideous 
old creature with the sausage curls and 
the wool-work doily, who lived in the 
street leading off the Tottenham Court Road, 
had only one eye and one tooth—a fact 
which had, at the time, failed to attract his 
attention ; but which is the sure sign of a 
malevolent sorcerer or sorceress ! 

“She, then, it must be who has treated 
my beautiful Princess in this shameful 
manner,” mused the Prince; and he was 
filled with the most violent indignation. 

In vain he sought among the plants by the 
rivulet’s brink for the noisome frog which 
was really his Princess in disguise; he 
sought rather nervously, for the Prince was 
much afraid of frogs, and would have 
screamed had he come upon one. But, on 
listening attentively, he seemed to hear a 
very small, sad voice chanting these words :— 


Far away, within a house, 
Dwells a most unhappy mouse ! 


Having sat for some time pondering as to 
the meaning of this beautiful and touching 
rhyme, he decided that the malevolent 
sorceress in the wool-work doily must have 
persisted in her heartless and wicked scheme 
by again transforming the beautiful Princess, 
and this time into a mouse. No sooner had 
the solution thus occurred to him than, 
without further delay, he vaulted lightly into 
the saddle and galloped on. 

At nightfall he arrived at a deserted barn. 
“This barn, though humble and decayed, 
might indeed, by poetic license, be called a 
house,” mused the intelligent though hand- 
some Prince ; “and the fact that ‘ barn ’ could 
not without difficulty be made to rhyme with 
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‘house’ lends still greater likelihood to my 
theory.” 

He cautiously entered the barn to the 
distance of a few inches, and, having placed 
the half-pound of butter on the ground, 
hurriedly withdrew and got upon a post out- 
side. The fact was that the Prince was 
dreadfully afraid of mice, and would not have 
touched one for the world. 

Unfortunately when he had stood upon the 
post for a quarter of an hour he fell into a 
profound slumber, from which he did not 
awake until the roseate beams of morning 
bathed all Nature in gladness. The beams 
fell directly on the half-pound of butter ; and 
upon it the Prince perceived numerous 
marks as from the hands of a mouse; the 
thumb-prints, although so minute, exactly 
resembling the larger one in the centre. 

The Prince’s position was now a very 
trying one, for he felt that he ought to search 
for the mouse. “For,” he said, “it is now 
impossible to doubt that the malevolent 
enchantress in the wool-work doily has 
wickedly transformed my beautiful Princess 
into a horrid mouse”; but, his dread 
of mice being even greater than of frogs, 
he hastily restored the half-pound of butter 
to his bosom, and murmuring, “I think 
I will wait until she is transformed into 
something else,” vaulted upon 
his steed and retired rapidly 
from the spot. 

After this there was no end 
to the tricks of the malevolent 
sorceress in the wool-work 
doily: she transformed 
the Princess of the Beautiful 
Thumb-Print into all sorts 
of horrid’ things possessing 
thumbs, but in all of them the 
handsome Prince recognised 
his lady-love. Unfortunately 
all of them were creatures 
of which the Prince was par- 
ticularly afraid. He was not 
afraid of kittens or guinea- 
pigs, but the sorceress would 
not change the Princess to 
either of those things. 


OnE day, after the handsome Prince had 
thus journeyed for several weary years, and 
was slowly riding along with his heavily 
jewelled reins lying upon the neck of his milk- 
white charger, he met an ancient pilgrim 
painfully hobbling along with staff and scrip. 
“Good morrow,” said the disconsolate 
Prince, with a heavy sigh. ‘“Canst thou 
Vol. xxi.—61. 
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inform me, good pilgrim, where I may find 
my dear Princess of the Beautiful Thumb- 
Prints who is so cruelly transformed by 
a malevolent sorceress with a wool-work 
doily ? ” 

“ Nay, I know of no beautiful Princess,” 
replied the pilgrim; “but I am famished 
with hunger, not having broken my fast for 
three weeks, and a wife and family to- 
support, and can’t find a job o’ work now- 
where.” 

The generous though handsome Prince 
instantly divided with the pilgrim his only 
remaining bun. 

“ Now I perceive,” said the pilgrim, ‘ that 
thou hast a kind heart. I will therefore 
reward thee.” 

And, with these words, he threw off his 
pilgrim’s gown and stood before the Prince 
in the costume of an Editor of a Matrimonial 
Paper ! 

The Prince’s heart leapt for joy. 

“ Thou hast but to insert an advertisement 
in my columns, and thy Princess is found ! ” 
said the Editor. 


With breathless anxiety the Prince awaited 
the reply to his advertisement ; and what was 
his joy and satisfaction on receiving, by an 
early post, a letter containing a photograph 
of a damsel and signed with 
a thumb-mark exactly corre- 
sponding with that on the 
half-pound of butter ! 

Just as he was about to 
note the address with the 
purpose of galloping straight 
to it, who should spring up 
out of the road in front of 
him but the malevolent 
sorceress in the wool-work 
doily! She waved a wand, 
and in an instant the letter 
had vanished in a burst of 
flame. 

The Prince now knew not 
which way to turn, and his 
tears flowed in a torrent all 
over the rich caparisons of 
his steed. In this sad 
plight he let his horse wander on without 
purpose, until the intelligent animal stopped 
of his own accord at 2,597, Grosvenor 
Square. At this mansion some grand 
festivity was evidently in progress ; for a 
carpet of parti-coloured brocade, sewn 
with seed-pearls, was spread across the 
pavement; while a magnificent awning 
of blue silk, entirely covered with the 
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finest lace, protected the guests from the 
weather. 

Throwing himself from his steed and 
flinging his reins to the seven lackeys in 
attendance, the Prince mounted the marble 
staircase and took his seat at the dinner- 
table amid the distinguished and noble 
company there assembled. The instant his 
eye fell upon his plate he could not repress 
a loud cry of joy; for on the edge was an 
exact facsimile of the beautiful thumb- 
print ! 

Then the Prince arose and, turning toward 
his host, said, in a loud voice :— 

“I pray you, my good host, lead 
me to the maiden who has made this 
thumb - mark, for she, and no other, is 
indeed the most beautiful Princess in all the 
world !” 

The host signed to the butler to bring the 
Prince’s plate to him, that he 
might inspect it. 

“ Its the new kitchen-maid,” 
said the butler. “She messes 
everything like that. Se won’t 
do!” 

And the butler quickly wiped 
off the thumb-mark. 

Instantly rising in great anger, 
the handsome Prince strode to 
the menial and smote him with 
his open hand with such force 
that the man flew through the 
panelling into the drawing- 
room beyond ; then turning 
toward the host the Prince 
exclaimed, in a voice of 
thunder :— 

“Sir host, you have per- 
mitted yon menial to place 
an infamous and unpardon- 
able insult upon the most 
beautiful Princess in all the 
world ; and I now demand 
that you lead me straight to 
her this moment ! ” 

“If you mean the new 
kitchen- maid ” replied 
the host. 

Crimson with anger, the handsome Prince 
plucked off his velvet glove and threw it 
violently into the host’s soup. 

“To-morrow, in the lists, @ outrance, I will 
uphold the beauty of my Princess against 
you and all comers,” shouted the Prince, 
and, knocking off with his other glove 
the cap of an elderly lady on the host’s 
right hand, he strode angrily from the 
apartment. 
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VI. 

THE next day the area of Grosvenor Square 
was alive with preparations for a grand 
tourney, at which all the occupiers of the 
surrounding houses had the right of entry 
by reason of their keys. Two splendidly 
apparelled heralds in the service of the 
Prince proclaimed with a flourish of trumpets 
that the Princess of the Beautiful Thumb- 
Prints would be Queen of Beauty. 

To this there was some demur on the part 
of the residents; as several of the dukes 
among them advanced the claims of their 
duchesses to the distinction, both on account 
of their superior rank and of their paying 
rates in that district; but the determined 
though handsome Prince was inflexible. 

When the hour for the tourney arrived 
the Prince waited on bended knee at the 
area railings of 2,597, Grosvenor Square ; 
and when the Princess emerged 
he kissed her hand in great joy 
and ecstasy. 

She was indeed beautiful ! 
Her hair—of the richest gold in 
those. parts unconcealed by 
thumb-prints—fell in luxurious 
waves to her very heels; her 
complexion, between the prints, 
was the most beautiful pink and 
white that he had ever seen ; 
but that part which had capti- 
vated his heart, her thumb, was 
the most adorable thing 
of all; for it precisely re- 
sembled the thumb which 
he had so often seen in his 
dreams, and was quite 
black. 

The Prince now led his 
beautiful Princess to a 
splendid throne in the 
square, and, causing a great 
dusting-sheet with a small 
hole in the centre to be 
hung up, requested all the 
noble dames there as- 
sembled to pass in 
succession behind it and 
thrust their thumbs through the hole. 

“Tf I fait to recognise the thumb of my 
Princess,” said the Prince, in a commanding 
voice ; “I will then admit that she is not the 
Most Beautiful Princess in all the World; 
but if I succeed in recognising it among all 
the others, then she is indeed the Most 
Beautiful, and shall be Queen of Beauty!” 

Without the slightest difficulty he re- 
cognised the thumb; and at once led its 
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“SHE WAS INDEED BEAUTIFUL! 


owner to the throne in the centre of the 
grand-stand. 

The tourney nowcommenced. On emerg- 
ing from the area of No. 2,597 the beautiful 
Princess had worn a magnificent apron 
entirely composed of canvas and lavishly 
decorated from top to bottom with the cog- 
nizance of her family, the thumb-print. 

This the Prince had begged 
of her, in order that he 
might wear it in the tourney 
over his richly inlaid and 
burnished harness. 

The gallant Prince over- 
threwin succession five dukes, 
nine earls, a wealthy butter- 
merchant, two rich company- 
promoters, and a retired 
patent-medicine vendor. 

The last was his host of 
the previous evening, and 
the combat was @ outrance. 
Thrice the valorous Prince 
thrust his opponent from his 
saddle, and was himself twice 
unseated, whereupon the 
combat was continued on 
foot. 

The assembled company 
breathlessly overlooked the 
prolonged and still doubtful 
conflict; the Beautiful 
Princess rising from her 


Pistzed ty Google 





403 


throne with pale cheeks and throbbing heart. 
A length she uttered a piercing shriek as the 
handsome Prince was beaten to his knee ; 
but in another instant, recovering himself 
with a supreme effort, he severed, with a 
single blow, the vendor’s head from his 
shoulders, and fell exhausted upon the 
emerald sward. 

There is little more to tell, The handsome 
Prince, having caused the face and thumbs 
of the Princess to be washed seven times in 
water of great heat and scented with all man- 
ner of costly perfumes, espoused her with great 
ceremony at St. Peters, Eaton Square, and 
conducted her in great state to his father’s 
crystal palace, where all was forgiven. The 
malevolent sorceress in the wool - work 
doily was subsequently convicted of 
bigamy and other offences and sent to Pen- 
tonville, where her sausage curls were re- 
moved. The beautiful Princess passed her 
leisure in eating sweets, playing the guitar, 
and decorating the walls of the palace with 
thumb-prints. 





Sturgeon Fishing in the Ural River. 


By Joun WIGHT. 


lower part of the Ural River 
X4 and in the Caspian Sea for 
ó k some distance round the 

De) mouths of that river belongs 
—=—= exclusively to the Cossacks of 
the district of Uralsk. The river from the 
Caspian Sea to the town of Uralsk, a distance 
by water of about 400 miles, is both broad 
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and deep. This stretch of water is a favourite 
haunt of the sturgeon. Weirs or barriers are 
erected near Uralsk which keep most of the 
sturgeon in the Cossack waters, and though 
these weirs are flooded in spring very few 
fish get beyond them. Sturgeon have been 
caught near the town of Orenburg, some 
200 miles up the river from Uralsk, but such 
instances are rare. 

The population of the Cossack district of 
Uralsk is about 100,000 souls. Some 30;000 
of these live in Uralsk, the rest live in the 
villages of the district, a large proportion of 
which are scattered along both banks of the 
Ural River. ‘Their right to the fishing has 
existed for many generations, and they count 
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it as part of their privileges for military 
services. It is fully recognised by the 
Russian Government, and is held in common 
by the Cossacks. The fishing is carefully 
regulated by laws drawn up by their ` 
Administration. These laws have been in 
existence, with few changes, for many years. 

One of the principal objects of these laws 
is to get the fish concentrated in the Ural, 








SUMMER FISHING IN THE URAL RIVER. 
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as the catching of them there is easier 
and less costly than sea-fishing. Rich and 
poor are therefore put on even terms, and 
all may share alike in the harvest. A large 
part of the Caspian Sea near the mouths of 
the Ural River is always kept clear of fisher- 
men, and everything is done to keep a free 
passage open for the fish from the sea during 
the spring and summer months. 

In spring, when the sturgeon and other 
fish ascend the Ural from the Caspian Sea 
to deposit their roe, the celebrated caviare, or 
“ikra” as it is called in Russian, careful 
observation is made of the shoals. In every 
village lying along the banks of the river 
an experienced man is appointed, who has 
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special charge of the part of the river and its 
banks within the boundaries of the lands of 
the village. His duties include careful 
observation of the progress and behaviour 
of the shoals, the sending of messages on to 
the village above announcing the approach of 
shoals, and the forming of an estimate of the 
number of fish comprising the shoal and of 
those which have detached themselves from 
it and remain in the deep pools near the 
village. Long experience and careful obser- 
vation have made these Uralsk Cossacks 
fully acquainted with the habits of the 
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one is allowed to disturb them in any way. 
Observation has proved that, though many 
fish which ascend the river during the spring 
floods succeed in depositing their roe and 
in returning to the sea before the floods 
have abated, many remain in the river. 
Those fish which ascend the river from 
the sea in the summer and autumn 
do not usually return to the sea again, 
but winter in the river. In the autumn these 
shoals of ascending fish increase in number, 
-and great care is taken not to alarm them, as 
anything unusual makes them return to the 
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sturgeon. The watchmen form their estimates 
of the number of fish in the shoal by the 
waves caused by its onward progress, by 
the splashing of the fish, and the time the 
shoal takes to pass the point of observation. 
The sturgeon in good weather likes to splash 
in the water near the surface, and this habit 
of his greatly helps in the observation and 
estimate of the shoal. The estimates are 
sent on ahead of the shoal, and these are 
carefully collected and compared together, 
so as to ascertain as accurately as possible 
what parts of the shoals have reached the 
weirs near Uralsk and what parts have 
detached themselves at the different pools of 
the river. These estimates are sent weekly 
to the offices of the Administration in Uralsk, 
and are published in the official newspaper. 
During the movements of the fish up the 
tiver in the spring and-summer months no 
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SIGNAL TO START, 


sea again. When the summer heats are over, 
and the water begins to cool, the fish collect 
in the deep pools, where they remain during 
the winter in a half-asleep or benumbed 
state. To get full advantage afterwards of 
this condition of the fish, the Cossacks 
forbid all fishing in these pools during June, 
July, and August. Boating on the river is 
not allowed, and one can only cross the 
river when urgent necessity has been proved. 
The Cossacks carry these precautions to 
such an extent that they allow no cattle to 
be watered in the river, guns must not 
be discharged near its banks, and some ill- 
natured people have spread the report that 
no lights are allowed to be shown at 
nights from windows overlooking the river. 
Steamers are only allowed to stop at certain 
appointed places some distance from the 
mouths of the Ural, and the  sailing-ships 
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trading with Astruhan are not allowed to 
enter the river, but are wharfed in a small 
estuary of the Caspian. The river, in fact, is 
especially reserved entirely for the fishing. 

The fishing of the pools above mentioned 
is done during autumn and winter. Dates 
and places are settled and advertised by the 
Cossack Administration, and the fishing is 
conducted under the strict supervision of an 
officer specially appointed by the Administra- 
tion, who is entitled the “ Fishery Ataman.” 
Ten thousand men often take part in these 
parties. Another officer is appointed to 
make observations and collect statistics 
about everything connected with the fish 
and fishing. A yearly report is furnished 
by him to the Ad- 
ministration, who 
publish it in the 
official newspaper. 
Boats used are 
numbered and 
registered. 

The 200 miles 
upwards from the 
mouth of the river 
is fished in the 
autumn, when all 
the Cossacks of 
the Uralsk district 

` are invited to take 
part in what is 
called the “ float- 
ing fishing,” ie., 
fishing by drag- 
nets. A place is 
advertised as ren- 


Froma) 


Digitized by Goi gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZİNE. 


dezvous, and on 
the day set apart 
for the com- 
mencement of the 
fishing, usually the 
15th September 
old style, some 
3,000 boats and 
8,000 men will be 
collected at the 
rendezvous. The 
200 miles are 
generally divided 
into fifteen parts, 
and every part 
is fished syste- 
matically from 
sunrise to sunset. 
The nets used are 
seven fathoms 
long. They are 
dragged along the 
bottom of the river by row-boats at each end 
of the nets. The boats are generally 
manned by three fishermen. Fishing is done 
on alternate days, the day after the fishing 
being set apart for the sale of the fish 
caught. Merchants follow the fishing with 
all appliances for cleaning and salting the fish. ` 

The sketches illustrating this article relate 
mostly to the “ floating fishing.” The boats 
as they arrive are drawn up on the banks of 
the river in more or less ordered line, a place 
being selected which can accommodate the 
large number of boats and give little advan- 
tage to any of them when the launching 
takes place. 

The Fishery Ataman stands apart on the 
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highest bank of the river. Near him is a 
small cannon, the firing of which is the 
signal for the fishing to begin. Trustworthy 
and resolute men are chosen by the fisher- 
men themselves to help the Ataman to 
preserve order and see that all rules are 
obeyed. No ceremony is observed with 
the disobedient, and not only is the 
offending crew at once dismissed from the 
fishing, but their nets and other fishing gear 
are destroyed. The assistants, however, act 
fairly. They could not well do otherwise, as 
all they do is performed under the eyes of 
their comrades, who encourage everything 
done for the preservation of order. All 
know that in the first rush, when excitement 
runs high, order is 
very difficult to 
preserve. The Cos- 
sacks themselves 
say that it is 
necessary to hold 
them in hand at 
the beginning, else 
afterwards it will 
be very difficult to 
make them attend 
to the regulations. 

Everyone is now 
anxiously waiting 
for the signal, and 
as the time draws 
near the Cossacks 
are unable to stand 
still with excite- 
ment. Their white . 
faces, glistening 
eyes, and trembling voices show their nervous 
state. They arrange and re-arrange their 
gear, and send anxious looks at the high 
` point where the Ataman stands. That officer 
evidently shares in the excitement, as he 
often consults his watch. A Cossack of the 
Artillery stands near the gun to fire it on 
getting an agreed-on sign from the Ataman. 
This sign is a secret between the two. 
Sometimes it is given by the Ataman adjusting 
his cap, clearing his throat, coughing, or 
taking his handkerchief from his pocket. If 
he gave the signal by word of command 
those near him would hear it, and might 
have the advantage in the launching their 
boats by a few seconds. 

The gun is fired, and in a moment the 
3,000 boats are ‘launched on the river 
together. A mad race begins. Every 
muscle is strained to get ahead of the fleet 
and be first on the fishing-ground so as to 
secure the best positions for a successful 
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haul, which will feed their families and keep 
poverty away from their hearths during 
winter. If one can secure a good position 
in the pool before the mass of boats alarm 
the fish they can be taken out as easy as if 
they lay in a tank. Sturgeon are only found 
in these pools at this time. High honour, 
too, is gained by the crew of the boat which 
first reaches the fishing-ground, and the boat 
itself is afterwards called the “Golden one.” 
Strength, skill, and energy are exercised to 
their utmost. The “ Yaik,” the Cossack pet 
name for the Ural, is covered with foam, and 
the water is churned till it hisses with the 
countless strokes of the oars. ; 

As the boats near the place set apart for 


the day’s fishing they are no longer in the 
packed formation in which they started, but 
are extended over a considerable length of 
the river, like horses in a race. On arrival 
at the fishing-pool nets are thrown out and 
quickly drawn back again as soon as a fish is 
felt to be in them. 

In the evening all the boats are drawn up 
once more on the banks of the river, and the 
fishermen are soon busy repairing their nets, 
or bargaining with merchants for the fish they 
have caught. The fishermen are not in a 
hurry to sell their catch, as the weather is 
always cool at the time of the floating fish- 
ing, and the fish will keep fresh till the 
morning. 

The fish are cut up and cleaned as soon as 
the purchase is effected, the caviare carefully 
removed, and the fish salted in large vats. 

Russians are principally employed in the 
cleaning and salting processes, but the em- 
ployment of Khirgis is also allowed. These 
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Tartars are, however, expert horse thieves, 
and only those are allowed to be employed 
who have a certificate of good character 
from their authorities. 

When night falls thousands of fires are 
alight, and the Cossacks, seated around 
them, drink to the success of the day or to 
better luck next time. Songs are sung in 
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praise of brave doings in days of old or of 
their beloved “ Yaik.” But soon all is silent, 
and the weary fishermen are laying up fresh 
vigour for the next fishing. 

The floating fishing is a very old institu- 
tion, and is greatly liked by the Cossacks. 
Success or failure depends on the crews of 
the boats themselves. Those possessed of 
the greatest skill, strength, activity, and en- 
durance are the most successful fishermen. 
The unskilful and timid ones are always the 
last on the fishing-ground, and gather only 
the crumbs from the table. These will be 
noted by their comrades, and will be made a 
laughing-stock of all their lives. On the 
other hand, the names of those arriving first 
on the pool will be passed from mouth to 
mouth through the whole Uralsk district. 
This renown encourages all to do their best, 
and the floating fishing is therefore a grand 
school for every manly virtue. 

The upper part of the Ural to the town of 
Uralsk is kept for the winter fishing when the 
river is frozen over. This portion is also 
divided into parts sufficient fora day’s fishing. 
Harpoons only are used, and fishing is also 
done only in the deep pools. The length of 
the harpoons is regulated by the depth of the 
pools to be fished. Some of them are of the 
enormous length of 6oft. To counterbalance 
the strength of the current a heavy weight is 
attached to the end of these long poles, so 
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as to keep them in a vertical position, and 
the labour of manipulating them is therefore 
great. Ten o’clock in the morning is the 
time generally appointed for the commence- 
ment of the fishing. Before that hour the 
fishermen are drawn up on the banks of the 
river near the pool to be attacked. Strict 
silence is insisted on, so as not to alarm the 
fish. The Fishery 
Ataman is. in 
charge, and the 
firing of a cannon 
is again the signal 
to begin. When 
the report is heard 
all hurry on the ice 
to secure favour- 
able places, and 
holes in the ice 
are broken with 
feverish haste. 
These holes are 
generally round, 
and about 34ft. 
in diameter. In 
a few minutes the 
ice on the pool is 
like a sieve, and all are engaged in thrusting 
their harpoons to the bottom of the river. The 
fish generally have been little disturbed by 
the noise of the hole making, and are floating 
about in a half-dazed state. They are, there- 
fore, easily transfixed by the numerous har- 
poons, studded in the pool like a forest 
under water. The average pool is nearly a 
mile long by some 150 yards broad, and 
10,000 harpoon-poles will be studded under 
this surface. The fish are caught by the 
hook of the harpoon being inserted in their 
bellies from below by an upward movement 
of the pole. When a fisherman feels he 
has hold of a fish he draws it gently 
upwards to the hole. This is easily 
done even with heavy fish while they are in 
the water. It often, however, happens that 
a very large fish is hooked, weighing perhaps 
thirty, forty or even fifty poods (1,100, 1,500 
or 1,800 English pounds), which is not only 
too heavy for one man to pull up, but too 
big to get through the hole in the ice. He 
has, however, comrades near him, with whom 
he has arranged beforehand to pool catches 
and share alike, so the lucky man soon 
has assistance. A heavy fish is constantly 
being got and assistance called for, so that 
the mass of men viewed from the bank 
present a scene of constant movement and 
excitement. The ice is so much cut up, and 
the weight of the mass of people and of the 
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fish caught is so great, that it is often pressed 
down till the water runs out of the holes. 
The slush then formed by its mixture with 
the snow and broken ice is reddened with 
the blood of the fish, and the scene presents 
the appearance of a battle-field in winter. 

On the banks of the river there is also an 
animated scene. Merchants and fishermen 
are buying and selling, and fish are being cut 
up to extract the precious caviare. 

When night falls the pool will have been 
thoroughly fished, and Cossacks, merchants, 
and hangers-on all haste in their sledges to the 
pool which is marked out for fishing next day. 

Harpoon -fishing is preferred by the 
Cossacks to all other methods. Nothing is 
required for it but a harpoon, and a horse 
and sledge to transport the fisherman to the 
places appointed. Prices are also better in 
winter, as the fish are frozen on the spot, and 
no expense for salting is required. They 
like it, too, as there is a great element of 
luck in the sport. During half-an-hour’s 
fishing one can often catch fish to the value 
of 100 roubles. 

The above will show that the floating and 
harpoon fishings are great events in the 
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life of the Uralsk Cossack. The quantity 
caught varies, but the value of the fish caught 
during these fishing expeditions averages 
about 400,000 roubles yearly. Fishing is 
not done only in the autumn and winter 
months. It goes on more or less at different 
parts of the Ural all the year round. 

It is difficult to get an accurate ac- 
count of the value of the fish caught in the 
Ural River, but it has been estimated by 
the Cossacks themselves at 1,200,000 roubles 
yearly. The weight of sturgeon caught is 
about 351,000 cwt. yearly, and the caviare 
prepared for the market is upwards of a 
million English pounds yearly. Since the 
railway from Saratoff to Uralsk has been 
opened the value of the fishing has greatly 
increased, and great quantities of fish are now 
artificially frozen in summer and dispatched 
to the markets of Moscow and Warsaw. The 
Jews have taken the lead in this refrigerating 
business, and have lately dispatched fish by 
rail in specially prepared waggons as far as 
Berlin and Vienna with profitable results. 
The Cossack Administration is quite alive to 
this new business and is doing everything to 
encourage it. 
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By GEORGE ETHELBERT WALSH. 


eS HE threatened extinction of 
{WS the wild buffalo, or American 
bison, has been an accom- 
plished fact for some years 
now—none having been seen 

——S roaming the plains since the 
memorable October of 1883, when Sitting 
Bull’s band of Indians finished the last small 
herd near Standing Rock Agency; but the 
domesticated animal, bred under conditions 
that are eminently adapted to his needs, 
promises to people our Western farms and 
ranches in numbers sufficient to give a new 
impetus to cattle raising. The story of the 
destruction of the buffalo on the North 
American Continent is one of the most 
dramatic episodes of animal life in any land, 
and it is replete with incidents that make the 
most hardened hunter blush for his kind, 
and wonder at the stupidity of those who so 
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ruthlessly slaughtered the “ big game ” of the 
plains. It is hardly conceivable that, of the 
millions which roamed the Western prairies 
twenty years ago, not one is left in the wild 
state, and that altogether there are not a 
thousand alive to tell the tale of the warfare 
upon their ancestors. 

The last wild herd was corralled in the 
Yellowstone Park, where 400 of them were 
protected by the United States Government ; 
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but so eager is the hunter to destroy even the 
last of the race that many of these have been 
destroyed in the last half-dozen years. On 
the vast ranges, and in the inaccessible 
woods of the park, the few scattered rem- 
nants of a mighty race find a precarious 
existence under the protecting guns of the 
United States’ soldiers, and it may be that 
this herd in time will increase to decent pro- 
portions. Occasionally, a report is given 
currency that small herds of the wild animals 
have been seen by hunters in the North- 
West, but none of these accounts has ever 
yet been verified. It was the opinion of 
many hunters that a part of the northern 
herd had crossed the border into Canada in 
1883, and that it would return in time in 
considerable force. But nothing has ever 
been heard of them in the wilds of Canada, 
and there is little doubt that the story of their 


wild existence closed with the extermination 
of the 1,200 near Standing Rock Agency in 
the autumn of 1883. 

Of the semi-domesticated buffaloes there 
are half-a-dozen small herds scattered 
throughout the country, and from these 
flocks the future animals must be bred to 
take the place of the all but extinct wild 
ones. The largest herd is that owned by 
Mr. Charles Allard and Marchiel Pablo, of 
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Ravalli, Montana, and through successful 
breeding the thirty-one original animals have 
multiplied to nearly 250 in less than ten 
years. In their Montana home the animals 
have the freedom of a range of thousands of 
acres, designed by Nature for their needs, 
and improved by the artful contrivances of 
man. To all practical appearances the 
animals are as free as when they roamed the 
treeless plains of the Far West in countless 
numbers; but in the winter they have the 
advantage of shelter and protection from the 
cold storms and blizzards, and plenty of food 
prepared for them. It has been demonstrated 
that each buffalo requires at least two acres 
of good grazing land, and five acres are 
better than two. Like the Indians, who 
have disappeared almost simultaneously with 
the wild buffaloes, they want plenty of space 
and room, and close confinement makes them 
homesick and often ugly. In private parks 
and ranges of ample extent they retain many 
of their native characteristics, and roam about 
in a semi-wild state. They can never become 
thoroughly domesticated, for their native 
wildness and shyness of man are not over- 
come by the kindest treatment. They may 
become playful and sufficiently gentle in a 
private park to make them very desirable 
animals; but beyond a certain point they 
never become attached to their friends and 
keepers. 

The market value of buffaloes has steadily 
increased since the last wild herd was 
destroyed eight years ago, and to-day there 
is enough profit in raising them to tempt a 
number of companies to breed them. The 
Adams Ranch Company, of Wyoming, is 
one of the most extensive breéders of 
buffaloes in the West, and last year they 
sold a number of three-year-olds at prices 
ranging between four hundred dollars and 
five hundred dollars ; but a strong, healthy 
cow is valued at one thousand dollars. A 
full-grown bull is nearly as valuable. The 
head of one mounted carefully brings from 
four hundred dollars to five hundred dollars, 
while the hide is worth another hundred 
dollars, and the carcass a fair sum. In 1883 
the market value of buffalo hides was three 
dollars apiece, and in 1879 a bull robe could 
be purchased in the West for one dollar. 

Quite a number of successful experiments 
have been made with buffaloes and common 
cattle. As far back as 1815 attempts were 
made to cross the breeds at Lexington, 
Kentucky ; but the first successful experi- 
ments were made at Garden City, Kansas, 
by “ Buffalo” Jones, one of the most noted 
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characters of the West, and the greatest 
buffalo-hunter who followed in the wake of 
the mighty herds in the early seventies and 
eighties. Jones is still living in Oklahoma 
at an advanced age ; but most of the fortune 
he made with his buffaloes has been lost in 
booming towns in South-Western Kansas. 
When the buffalo herds were threatened with 
extinction Jones corralled a few on his ranch 
at Garden City, and then proceeded to 
breed them with common cattle. The half- 
breeds are called “catalo.” The animals 
obtained proved in some respects superior 
to the pure-blooded buffaloes. They had a 
fur closer and finer than on the pelt of the 
original stock, and it was much smoother, 
glossier, and of a richer seal brown. 

These half-breeds are now bred on the 
Allard Ranch, in Montana, where the experi- 
ments have been prosecuted with the greatest 
success since “ Buffalo” Jones was forced to 
sell his herd.. At Garden City the buffaloes 
and the half-breeds multiplied so rapidly that 
the animals became a source of danger and 
trouble to the owner ; but the herd was not dis- 
posed of until Jones had made something like 
one hundred thousand dollars from the busi- 
ness. During his active career in breeding 
buffaloes Jones sold many of his best animals 
to the principal owners of private parks and 
ranges abroad, and even to the crowned heads 
of Europe. He also succeeded in breaking a 
team of wild bulls to harness, and, attached 
to a specially -constructed cart, he would 
drive them to the city. It was impossible to 
control the team by means of reins or kind 
methods ; but a windlass attached to the 
cart enabled the driver to steer the wild 
animals to suit his will. At first the two 
bulls ran away ; then they attempted to’ kill 
each other, and it took a score of men to 
separate them before either one was gored to 
death. By turning the handle of the wind- 
lass Jones was able to pull the shaggy heads 
of the beasts almost to the ground, and in 
this position they were held in check, for 
they could neither fight each other nor run 
away. 

In 1890 the Jones herd of buffaloes was 
sold out and dispersed. The Flathead Indians 
paid thirty-six thousand dollars for sixty of 
them, and drove them off to Missoula, Mon- 
tana, where they continued to breed them. 
They multiplied rapidly under the protection 
of the Indians, and it is said that they still 
own “John L. Sullivan,” the head of the 
herd, who continues to guard and protect the 
cows and calves as royally as in days gone by. 
The Indians have a superstitious reverence 
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for these few remnants of their former “ big 
game,” and they rarely kill one, except as an 
adjunct to some of their religious festivals. 
Thirty-one of the original herd were secured 
by Charles Allard for eighteen thousand 
dollars, and these were transferred to the 
present ranch at Ravalli, in Montana. They 
have been crossed with the polled Angus 
stock with such success that the half-breeds 
are now being raised as rapidly as possible 
for stock farms. 

During the years of their greatest number 
it was rare that a buffalo was destroyed either 
by the storms or through starvation. They 
were adapted by Nature to the great treeless, 
wind-swept, blizzardy plains, and their cross- 
bred descendants possess these same character- 
istics to such an extent that they may some 
day repeople the desolate stretches of waste 
land to the great profit of the farmers and 
ranchers. The progeny of the wild buffaloes 
are easily reared, cheaply fed, and are quite 
prolific and hardy. It would not require a 
stretch of the imagination to picture these 
animals roaming the prairies in countless 
numbers, branded and numbered by the cow- 
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Old hunters are alive who remember the wild 
pursuit of the animals, and many of them 
killed their thousands. “ Buffalo” Jones 
probably brought down as many as any 
living man, and, although later instrumental 
in saving the few remnants of the race from 
total extinction, he was among the first to 
lead in the senseless crusade against the 
noblest beasts that ever made the fauna of a 
continent valuable. Western hunters who 
were in at the final slaughter of the herds 
claim that they killed 2,000 and 3,000 each, 
and a record of 100 in one short hour was 
not an uncommon occurrence. 

In order to appreciate such wholesale 
slaughter a glance backward a few years is 
essential. In 1871 the buffaloes were at the 
zenith of their powers. Prior to this the 
Indians and a few scattered white hunters 
had made slight inroads upon the vast herds, 
killing all they needed for food and for 
clothing. The hides of the beasts made the 
best sort of blankets and outer clothing, and 
even moccasins for the feet. The Indians 


depended almost entirely upon them for the 
ordinary necessities of life. 


It was no 
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Loys, and fattened on the luxuriant grasses 
for the Eastern markets in place of the 
ordinary steers. 

The increase of the few herds in existence 
to-day is rapid ; but it would take generations 
for them to approximate in numbers the wild 
buffaloes which lived on the plains before 
the hunters began their war of destruction. 
The slaughter of the animals is so recent that 
the story is still vivid with life and interest. 
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trouble for a young Indian buck to ride on 
the outer edge of one of the vast herds and 
drop a number of the animals in their tracks. 
Their method of killing was by “ running.” 
They had horses trained to the peculiar 
chase, and with their bows and arrows and 
spears they killed the heavy beasts at short 
range. The buffalo horse of the Indian 
would dash into the herd, and the rider 
would pierce a number through the heart 
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before a general stampede began. The con- 
fusion created by-this sudden attack would 
be only of a local nature. The majority of 
the countless hordes would know nothing 
about the noise and death of a few of their 
number, and unless attacked by an angry 
bull the Indian would have little to fear. 

When the herd was in motion the Indian 
riders, following along on either side of the 
travelling army, would spear half-a-dozen or 
more ina short time. They would drop in 
their tracks, and probably form the stumbling- 
block for dozens of others who followed in 
their wake. Thus, when the herd had finally 
passed away, the trail would be literally 
dotted with dead and dying buffaloes, and 
the warriors could skin them at their leisure. 
There was always danger on the plains of 
being trampled to death by one of these 
migrating armies of buffaloes. There was 
no turning them aside or checking their 
flight. The foremost leaders might realize 
Janger ahead ; but the animals in the rear 
would push them on to their fate. The 
leaders might swerve them to the right or 
left by turning gradually in their course ; but 
none could suddenly bring them to a sudden 
standstill. The flight for life at the approach 
of buffalo herds was thus one of the interest- 
ing features of existence on the Western 
plains in the seventies. Many a small caval- 
cade or Indian settlement has been swept 
out of existence by the buffaloes, being 
literally trampled to pieces by their count- 
less hoofs. ‘Their passage across the plains 
was more to be 
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considerably more than 4,000,000 animals. 
The main herd was fifty miles deep and 
twenty-five miles wide. Numerous smaller 
ones grazed on the outskirts of the main 
body, but moved with it in a northerly direc- 
tion at the rate of ten miles per day. The 
animals were grazing on the rich, succulent 
grasses along the Arkansas River. Scores of 
hunters were busily employed in killing the 
animals, but they seemed to make only a 
faint impression upon the vast host. It was 
about this time that the white men began to 
join the Indians in fair numbers to kill the 
buffaloes. 

It was only when the hunters made warfare 
upon the buffaloes for the paltry sum they 
could obtain for their robes that the ruthless 
slaughter with rifles began. Then the era of 
buffalo-hunting as a genuine, highly-spiced 
sport ceased. After that it was murder, pure 
and simple, until the last vestiges of the 
mighty race disappeared from the plains. 
The “pot” hunters appeared on the plains 
in swarms. Men left Eastern homes to kill 
the buffaloes for a living. Thousands of 
them soon swarmed on the plains, and 
followed the herds of animals with relentless 
ferocity. The still-hunt was the deadliest 
and most fearful of all. A man armed with 
a long-range breechloader would.“ sneak ” 
up to a herd, and, at a distance of 
one hundred to four hundred yards, hide 
behind some slight obstruction. Then 
lying, and preparing a rest for his rifle, he 
would single out the leader and shoot him. 





dreaded than a 
fire. Every par- 
ticle of vegeta- 
tion was literally 
ground to powder 
by their hoofs, 
and their trail 
looked like the 
path of some 
mighty tornado. 
An idea of their 
numbers can be 
gathered from 
statistics. In 1871 
a vast herd was 
seen by compe- 
tent witnesses on 
the Arkansas 
River, between 
Fort Zan and Fort 
Larned. It was 
estimated that the 
herd comprised 
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This, he knew, would prevent the herd from 
stampeding. The frightened cows would 
gather around their fallen leader and bellow 
madly. The hunter would shoot them down 
by the dozen, and the more of their number 
that fell the more, confused the beasts would 
grow. If any bull attempted to assume the 
leadership the hunter would drop him 
quickly : thus the whole herd might be shot 
by a few hunters. Colonel Dodge once 
counted 113 dead buffaloes inside a semi- 
circle of zooyds. that had been killed by one 
man in less than one hour. A hunter who 
secured a good range on a herd generally 
averaged fifty to one hundred animals before 
something would transpire to drive the rest 
away. ‘The close range, and the large target 
which the animals afforded, made shooting 
them a comparatively easy matter. Unaided 
a buffalo-hunter 
could kill several 
thousand in a 
season, and with 
hides at one 
dollar apiece 
this made a com- 
fortable income. 

The demand 
for the robes 
began when the 
three early im- 
portant railroads 
through the 
West were first 
completed — the 
Union Pacific, 
the Southern 
Pacific, and 
the Atchison, 
Topeka, and 
Santa Fé. The Union Pacific divided the 
buffaloes into two vast herds, known there- 
after as the northern and southern. - The 
northern herd was much smaller than the 
southern; but because of the larger range 
over which it roamed it was the last to be 
destroyed. The Atchison, Topeka, and 
Santa Fé Railroad pushed through the very 
heart of the southern herd, and it was the 
means of carrying thousands of hunters to 
the range. An immense business was built 
up by the railroad in carrying the hides and 
meat of the slain buffaloes to market. In 
1873 it is estimated that this road carried 
250,000 robes, 2,000,000lb. of meat, and 
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300,000lb. of bones. Robes were then 
bringing only a dollar apiece, and this price 
obtained until after 1875. Of course, 


thousands of pelts were left to rot on the 
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plains, and the number shipped to market 
never represented more than one-third of the 
animals killed by the hunters. By the end 
of the season of 1875 the southern herd was 
practically exterminated. Probably a few 
thousand escaped and found temporary 
shelter in the Texas Panhandle, where they 
were subsequently dispatched by the settlers. 

The northern herd escaped destruction 
until the Northern Pacific was finished in 
1881-82. Their vast northern range was 
inaccessible to man, and they roamed prac- 
tically undisturbed, while their southern 
relatives were being slaughtered by the 
thousand. But their fate was soon to follow. 
In the first year of the road’s completion 
there was a great rush of hunters to the 
territory lying between the valley of the 
Platte and the Great Slave Lake. There 

was even more 
incentive to de- 
stroy this herd 
than the southern 
one, for robes 
had meanwhile 
advanced to 
three dollars 
apiece. The 
herd was esti- 
mated to number 
about one mil- 
lion, and every 
hunter was eager 
to make a for- 
tune before the 
last of the 
animals were 
sacrificed to 
satisfy the greed 
of their fellow- 
kind. A cordon of hunters, numbering at 
least 5,000 men, surrounded the herd and 
slowly drove them to their death. A few 
thousands escaped the deadly repeaters of 
the hunters and madly rushed northward. 

The largest herd escaped to the Yellow- 
stone, and aimed for the Dominion of 
Canada. There were some 75,000 animals 
in this remnant of the mighty race; but so 
closely did their enemies pursue them that 
not more than 5,000 of them ever reached 
British soil. ‘These were eventually killed, 
although some hunters believed that they 
escaped in Canada. 

Thus closed the story of the North 
American buffalo—a_ story thrilling and 
dramatic in its intensity, almost inconceivable 
in its magnitude, and bloody and repulsive 
in its ruthless murder and slaughter. 
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Sea Stories —IV. 
HOW WE WENT YACHTING IN THE SOUTH PACIFIC. 


By JOHN ARTHUR BARRY. 


I. 
WANTED, a person capable of navigating a small 
craft to any part of the world. Must be sober, steady, 
and reliable. Good wages to a good man. Apply 
by letter only to Box 4,712, G.P.O., and inclose 
copy of references, etc. 


KC Te ALLOA,” I said to Phil, as we 
a ie a) A psat having an after-breakfast 
) pipe in the shabby parlour 
of our boarding-house in 
Lower Fort Street, Sydney, 
229 N.S.W. “ Halloa, Phil, 
that ETA LA I wonder what the 
game is! Shall I have a try for it?” and I 
handed my mate the daily paper in the 
“ Wanted ” column of which the advertise- 
ment had caught my eye. 

“ Might as well,” replied Phil, after reading 
it. “ There may be something in the business, 
and you about meet the bill. Funnily put, 
though, isn’t it? Kind o’ thing a man says 
when he wants a gardener or a station-hand. 
However, I think we're full up of big ships, 
eh, Harry? I was going to propose shark- 
fishing down the harbour for a change. Go 
in ‘and win, old man! It’s about time you 
made use of that ticket of yours.” 

So inclosing copies of discharges, with a 
short note to the effect that I held a master’s 
certificate and possessed lots of experience, 
I strolled down to the G.P.O., dropped the 
packet in, and forgot all about it. 

We had been rather unlucky, Phil and I, 
of late in our attempts to get a ship. All the 
coasting boats we knew of were full-handed, 
and there didn’t seem any chance of a 
vacancy fore or aft till a death happened. 
Our money, too, was running low; and 
although old Mrs. Briggs, we were certain, 
would never trouble us, still we felt it was 
time to make a start, if only in the last ship 
the hard-up seaman seeks refuge in—a coast- 
ing collier. And even in these, at present, 
berths were scarce. You see, it was just after 
the big Australian maritime strike. And 
before Phil and I arrived in that old rattle- 
trap the Ocean Rover —four months from 
Monte Video—the rush back to work had 
finished. Three weeks now we had been 
pottering about Sydney’s wharves and its 
Shipping Office to no purpose. Indeed, if 
something did not soon turn up, it was our 
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intention to take to the bush again and 
either try our luck on the diggings or, as we 
so often had done before, go droving, fencing, 
or bullock-driving, all jobs that we had in 
our time tackled during seafaring intervals. 

Two or three evenings after sending off my 
references Phil and I, coming home late 
from having a bob’s-worth of “lean-over ” in 
the topmost tier of the Tivoli Music Hall, 
found a letter addressed to “Captain Ward,” 
and running as follows :— 

“DEAR SIR, —Your credentials, forwarded 
in reply to my advertisement, are satisfactory. 
With reference to the business mentioned in 
the letter I shall be pleased to see you at 
8.30 to-morrow night. If you will ask at 
the private bar of the First Favourite Hotel 
for J. Benton you will be told where to find 
me.” 

“Well, ‘Captain,’” said Phil, laughing, 
“that looks promising, if a bit mysterious. 
Rather a low sort of pub, though, isn’t it? 
You'd better take a ‘gun’ with you, I fancy. 
It might be a trap, you know.” 

“ Precious little anyoody’d get,” I replied. 
“ However, you can come too, if you like. 
Supposing the thing pans out payable I can 
introduce you.” But Phil at the last moment 
decided to stay at home and finish some 
“Penny Dreadfuls” whilst waiting for my 
return. The pair of us used lots of that 
sort of stuff to pass the time away after 
our unsuccessful rounds of wharves and 
Shipping Office. 

Punctually to time I pushed open the 
swinging door of the “ Favourite’s ” sixpenny 
bar and asked a young woman behind the 
counter if she could tell me where Mr. 
Benton was. She directed me to the billiard- 
room, and I mounted the stairs. Guided 
by the click of ivory, I soon found the 
billiard-room, a small one with one table, 
and empty but for a man who was idly 
knocking the balls about. Turning as he 
caught sight of me, he threw the cue down 
and came round to where I stood, saying, 
“Captain Ward?” 

“ At your service, sir,” 
Mr. Benton?” 

“My name, Captain—Joshua Benton,” 
replied the man, pressing a button as he 


I replied, “if you’re 
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AT YOUR SERVICE, SIR,’ I REPLIED. ' 


spoke. ‘I'll order drinks and then we can 
talk. This place is perfectly private. 
Scarcely anyone comes up here. The class 
of customers who frequent this house do not, 
I fancy, go in for billiards much. There is 
no marker even.” 

Mr. Joshua Benton was stout and power- 
fully built, with a long face topped by a great 
forehead that stood out and overhung a pair 
of spectacled eyes whose colour, in the 
uncertain light of the one shaded gas-burner, 
puzzled me. 

His nose was large and curved ; he wore 
side-whiskers with a moustached upper lip, 
and showed a clean-shaven, massive chin. 
His voice was soft and suave ; and, presently, 
as he took off his hat I saw the domed fore- 
head ran up into a bald pate that shone as 
he polished it with a silk ’kerchief. He was 
dressed in a sac suit of dark serge, which sat 
on him as if he wore it for the first time in 
his life. I noticed that his hands were large 
and soft and white, and that on one finger 
gleamed a handsome ring. The man was 
palpably out of gear with his get-up, and I 
thought would have been more at home in a 
bell-topper, frock-coat, and patent leathers. 

A dirty pot-boy took our orders; and as 
soon as he had brought the liquor and retired 
Mr. Benton, who in the meantime had been 
taking stock of me pretty closely from behind 
his glasses, and I suppose felt satisfied, at 
once began :— 

“I and a friend wish to go on a long 
yachting cruise,” said he, “and we are look- 
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ing for a man and a vessel. 
A dozen applications have 
come to hand in reply to 
our advertisement. Some 
of the men I have seen. 
I think you are the fourth. 
As yet I have come to no 
decision. What is required 
is a small yacht, which you 
or the person ultimately 
chosen will purchase and 
fit out for a trip, perhaps 
as far as South America. 
The smaller she is and the 
fewer men she carries the 
better. What would be the 
cost of such a craft? ” 

Now it happened that, 
being well acquainted with 
the Colonial coasting trade, having spent 
a good few years in it, I was able to 

answer at once and to the point. 
“ Four pounds a ton—at the outside 
four-ten—including a couple of suits of 
sails and all requisite furniture. At odd 
times a bargain can be picked up for half 
the money. But it’s no use counting on 
that !” 

“ Ah,” he replied, evidently well pleased. 
“ Now, what’s the lowest tonnage that would 
serve, compatible with a fair amount of 
comfort and seaworthiness ?” 

“Nothing under fifty,” I answered. “Of 
course a much smaller boat could be sailed 
across the Pacific. But fifty’s little enough, 
and another ten wouldn’t hurt where the 
comfort part comes in.” 

“ Say, then, £240,” he remarked, “for the 
vessel alone. Would another two hundred 
cover everything—wages, provisions, etc. ?” 

“Impossible to say,” I replied. “Al 
depends on the weather. But it should do 
so.” é 

“And you would engage to furnish me 
with a yacht, hire men—not too many—and 
keep her in readiness to start at a moment’s 
notice for any part indicated to you?” 

“Certainly,” I made answer. “Its simply 
a question of money.” 

For a while he paused, drumming absently 
on the table with his fingers, and evidently 
in a brown study. Then all at once he 
rose, lit the other burner, and, turning a sharp 
regard on me, said, “ Well, Captain Ward, 
you're the only man I’ve met so far who 
seems to have a direct grip of the subject ; 
and perhaps the best thing I can do will be 
to agree with you at once. But remember 
you must go about this business as if solely 
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on your own account. For reasons that I 
will presently explain, my friend and myself 
do not wish it to be known that we are 
thinking of leaving the Colony. If such a 
rumour got wind it would mean simply ruin, 
and worse, to us. I suppose you can give 
me some references—personal ones, I mean 
—before I intrust you with the money needful 
to carry out my wishes?” 

“Well,” I replied, “I’m afraid that I 
know nobody in Sydney except a few 
coasting skippers—who are mostly away just 
now—and Mrs. Briggs.” 

“ Who is Mrs. Briggs ?” he asked, quietly. 

“ Our boarding-house keeper,” I replied. 

“Our?” he snapped again, a harsh note 
in his voice. 

“ Phils and mine,” I explained ; “ Phil’s 
my friend, and we sail together. If I took 
this boat of yours as skipper he’d come, too, 
as mate. Weve been together now for the 
last three years. And Mrs. Briggs is a 
respectable woman and a_house-owner,” I 
added, earnestly, for I was desperately anxious 
to obtain what seemed to promise a rattling 
good thing. 

“ Very likely,” he replied, in a somewhat 
sarcastic tone. “But hardly the kind of 
security I should care about at present 
prices of Sydney freeholds. However,” he 
immediately added, “I’m a pretty keen judge 
of character, Captain, and have already made 
up my mind to trust you wholly in this affair. 
Inquire to-morrow at the Union Bank in 
Pitt Street, and you will find a credit account 
opened in your name to the extent of £300. 
Only, remember, I want secrecy. Serve us 
well and you won't be sorry. Report pro- 
gress as often as you think necessary to the 
G.P.O. box. And lest you may consider 
these conditions strange, and perhaps a little 
bit suspicious, I had better briefly tell you 
my reasons for imposing upon you the most 
absolute caution and reticence. 

“A good many years ago, when myself and 
my partner were comparatively young men, 
we represented a large London mercantile 
house in St. Petersburg. Well, I dare say 
you’ve heard of certain people called Nihil 
ists? Yes, of course. Young, foolish, and 
enthusiastic, we allowed ourselves to be 
persuaded into joining one of their associa- 
tions, thinking, perhaps, that nothing would 
be easier than to drop the affair again when 
we wished. Indeed, we looked upon the 
entire business more as a joke than other- 
wise. But we were very quickly undeceived. 
Chosen for a special duty, needless to 


particularize here, we refused, and soon 
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learned that the last dread sentence 
had been pronounced against us. No 
fewer than four attempts were made with- 
out success to murder us. Thoroughly 
frightened, and at last realizing, when too 
late, the mistake we had made, we fled and 
went to London, embarking there in trade 
on our own account. For some years we 
were left in peace. Then—but there is no 
necessity to go into details. Suffice it to 
say that to escape our persecutors we wound 
up our affairs and came to Australia. Here 
we were unmolested for a long time. Last 
week my partner was nearly stabbed in 
George Street by an apparently drunken 
foreign sailor. Two days ago I was fired 
at in the Domain, and since then we know 
that we have been constantly shadowed. 
Police protection would be useless. We 
have therefore resolved to quietly dispose of 
our concerns in this country and disappear, 
leaving, if possible, no clue behind.” 

I have been told since tbat this was a 
lame kind of yarn, capable of belief only by 
a sailor or a very green hand indeed. But if 
you’d seen the man as he leant forward on 
his chair, speaking in hoarse, earnest whispers 
and pausing at intervals to look nervously 
over his shoulder, you might have taken it 
all inas I did, like a cat lapping cream, and 
promised faithfully to keep his secret and 
help him in every way. Besides, there was 
no haggling or hesitation as to wages. I 
asked £20 per month for myself and £15 
for Phil. And he agreed in a minute. And 
you know when a man trusts you with a lot 
of money, taking your bare word as a stranger 
that you'll do the square thing by him, it 
kind of warms you up and gives you a good 
opinion of human nature in general and 
your own honesty in particular. So it never 
occurred to me for one minute to question the 
truth of his story. 

“And now, Captain,” concluded Benton, 
impressively, as he rose to leave, “ I have put 
myself entirely in your hands. If you like to 
play the rogue, of course, there’s nothing to 
prevent you doing so. But if you do, be 
sure the Lord will requite you in full measure, 
some day, heaped up and overflowing.” 

We shook hands on that. ‘Then produc- 
ing a big silk ’kerchief, he muffled it round 
his neck so as to conceal the lower portion 
of his face, pulled his hat well down; raised 
the window blinds and peered out into the 
street ; ostentatiously drew and examined a 
revolver, slipped it back into his pocket; 
and then, asking me not to follow him for 
some minutes, he left the room. 
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II. 
I FrounD Phil still stretched on Mrs. Briggs’s 
hard horsehair sofa, steadily working through 
his “ Dreadfuls ” to the accompaniment of a 
pint of “ Colonial ” and endless pipes. 

“ Well,” he remarked, as I told my yarn, 
“it’s rather a rum go, isn’t it? But I’m 
inclined to think, all the same, that ivs a 
genuine one. And look at the co-thingum- 
bob, Harry,” he continued, exposing to view 
the book he was reading, and upon whose 
cover, surrounding a thunder and lightning 
picture, was the 
title: “Nick the 
Nihilist; or the 


Romanoffs Re- 
venge.” 

“I shall think 
more of the 


coincidence to- 
morrow morning 
at eleven o'clock 
if I find an open 
account at the 
Union Bank,” I 
replied, laughing. 

“Tt’ll be there, 
old man,” said 
my mate, in a 
tone of convic- 
tion, as I finished 
the beer. “And 
really, I think 
we might venture 
over to Chin- 
nery’s and treat 
our luck to stout 
and oysters be- 
fore turning in.” 

Sure enough 
when, half-doubtfully, I inquired at the bank 
next day, an hour after opening, I found to 
my intense satisfaction that the money had 
already been lodged to my credit. 

For nearly a week Phil and I searched in 
vain, high and low, for the sort of craft I had 
in my mind’s eye. Of course, we might 
have advertised, but I preferred to treat 
privately, if possible, in place of through the 
host of agents that I knew such a course 
would stir up. However, we found her at 
last—a cutter of some sixty tons or so, lying 
alongside a wood-yard wharf on whose water 
frontage was upreared a board with an 
inscription commencing with the ominous 
words: “ By Order of the Mortgagees.” 

There was nobody about, and we made an 
inspection of the Aíne there and then on 
the chance that she might—as proved the 
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case—also be included in the feri facias 
business as duly set forth on the poster. 

Although sadly bruised and scratched, by 
much carrying of firewood from coastal bays 
and inlets to feed the now silent circular 
saws of the bankrupt timber merchant, she 
had evidently seen far better days. Her 
hull and spars, too, were sound as a bell. A 
roomy house aft especially took my fancy, 
for off it, astern, was a large berth that would 
do excellently well for Mr. Benton and his 
partner ; whilst, for’ard, facing on to the deck, 
one to port and 
the other to star- 
board, with a 
microscopic pan- 
try between them, 
were two others 
equally suitable 
for Phil and my- 
self. In a lower 
forecastle were 
five or six bunks 
for the crew; a 
square galley, 
with a floor of 
tiles now all chip- 
ped and broken, 
stood amidships. 
Her lines were 
good; she was 
coppered well up 
to her bends, but 
carried a ton of 
weeds and shell- 
fish on the sheath- 
ing ; and her run- 
ning-gear was a 
wreck, and no 
part of her had 
smelled paint for many a month. Other- 
wise she looked fit to go round the Horn 
in. Before noon the next day she was 
mine for £150, gladly accepted by the 
mortgagee, a building contractor on the 
North Shore, who knew nothing whatever 
of the poor thing’s past history, and cared 
less. Another two days and she came 
off a floating slip with her bottom shining 
like a new kettle, spars scraped, hull 
painted white, with a gold beading; some 
new standing rigging and all new running- 
gear, blocks, etc.—looking, indeed, such a 
trim yacht that the oldest harbour pirate 
in Port Jackson would never have recognised 
in the graceful, spick and span Darthea— 
Phil got the name out of some book he had 
read—the grimy, old timber-drogher Aine, 
bought for a song. 
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The pair of us worked like niggers, anxicus 
to do something for our money. And we 
were amply satisfied with the result. 

During all this time I had heard no word 
from Benton, although keeping him posted 
occasionally. Now, when at last I was able 
to tell him that the Darthea, lying snugly at 
anchor in a little cove off Middle Harbour, 
would be ready in a few days to start, I 
wrote, asking him if he would not like to see 
her. I received the reply :— 

“I trust you implicitly to do all that is 
necessary for our flight from the dagger of 
the assassin. Another £100 to your 
credit.” 

“By jingo!” exclaimed Phil, “the old 
boy’s sound on the financial question !” 

In a day or so arrived a list of necessaries, 
the extent and quality of which made us 
aware that our employers were very far from 
intending to mortify the flesh. Cases of 
expensive wine, tinned luxuries of every de- 
scription, from fore gras to French asparagus, 
turtle soup to green peas, figured lavishly. 
There was some furniture, too: couches and 
chairs, lamps, bedding, etc., comprised in 
the order which, it struck me, must have 
been drawn up by one who had, ere this, 
sailed in small craft. As the time drew closer 
for sailing I shipped four men and a boy, 
and was casting about for a cook, when to 
my surprise one found his way on board with 
a line from Benton, showing that he had been 
engaged. y 

He was a dark-skinned, evil-eyed, taciturn 
customer, who, giving his name as Rafael 
Diaz, said that he was a Spaniard, a friend of 
both Messrs. Benton and Sinclair. And 
these gentlemen, seeing him reduced to 
poverty, and knowing his culinary abilities, 
had offered him a berth on the cutter. All 
this in excellent English but for a foreign 
twang more pronounced at times than at 
others, and after which he shut up like a 
knife and spoke mostly in grunts. He 
brought with him in the boat, together with 
much galley furniture, four heavy coils of 
stuff marked: ‘Special rubber-tubing for 
pump,” and bearing the ticket of a first-class 
Sydney firm of ironmongers. It was care- 
fully sewn up in stout canvas; and, Rafael 
saying that the gentlemen wished it to be 
put in their berth, we lugged it inside and 
stowed it away in one of the spare bunks. 

“ Where’s the pump?” I asked. 

“Don’t know,” replied Rafael, grinning ; 
“I heard say it was for a diving machine. 
Perhaps it’s at the other end. None of my 
business, anyhow.” 
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Then he took possession of the galley as 
if he knew his work, and I bothered my 
head about him no further. 

Odd watermen now began to. arrive with 
articles of personal luggage—portmanteaus, 
a pair of flat trunks, etc. And at last 
one dark, muggy night found the Darthea’s 
boat waiting at the head of Middle Harbour 
near an unfrequented track leading down the 
hills towards the Spit from: the Ben Boyd 
Road. A couple of hands and myself were 
in her; and presently we heard voices, and 
then a whistle, as two forms showed upon a 
large flat rock to which we had hooked on. 

“ Darthea ?” asked one. 

“Aye, aye, sir,” I replied, recognising 
Benton’s voice. =. 

“Take these bags first, Captain,” said he, 
handing in a couple of light “ Gladstones ” 
which, very wisely, was all they had kept to 
carry through the hot night along the rough 
road from the electric tram—over a mile 
distant. 

“Oh,” said Benton, puffing a little, as I 
stowed them away, and he and his com- 
panion stepped in and we shoved off, “it 
will be a relief to meet the ocean breezes 
after such weather! Can we start at once, 
Captain ?” 

“Certainly,” I replied; “the wind is fair 
for the Heads, although light. But we should 
be at sea by midnight.” 

It was too dark to distinguish faces, and 
the other man as yet had not spoken. All 
that I could make out was that he was slight 
and short, appearing quite smothered by the 
big bulk of Benton as they sat together in 
the stern-sheets. In a few minutes we were 
alongside and on board ; and calling Rafael 
to show the pair into the cuddy I bustlea 
around with Phil and the rest getting under 
way. 

As under mainsail and foresail we swung 
round and began to make out into the 
Harbour, Rafael came up and said I was 
wanted in the cabin. 

At the head of the table sat a man whe 
at first glance I took to be a stranger. Still, 
the protruding forehead and bald head and 
curved beak seemed familiar. He nodded 
and laughed at my stare of bewilderment, 
and then I knew it must be Benton. But 
his face was now smooth as an egg ; his 
glasses were gone, revealing a pair of sharp, 
greenish eyes; whilst the absence of the 
moustache showed a long, thin-lipped mouth 
drawn tight above the great chin. His 
companion was slight, brown, and under- 
sized, also clean-shaven ; and,“ to judge by 
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the broad blue mark on each cheek, vivid as 
to be almost a stain, quite recently so. 

He was grinning through a set of splendid 
teeth at my puzzlement ; and his eyes, of the 
colour of agate and as opaque, showing only 
a narrow circle of whitish yellow, were fixed 
unwinkingly on mine. His hair was thick 
and coarse and curly, and at minute intervals 
he put up a long, slim finger and stroked a 
bare upper lip where ran a mark as blue and 
fresh as those on his cheeks. Somehow he 
reminded me vaguely of another person seen 
lately; but I was unable to fix the resem- 
blance just then. 

“ My partner, Mr. Cornelius Sinclair,” 
said Benton, with a flourish of his hand 
towards the other, who acknowledged the 
introduction by a curt nod and still kept his 
ugly eyes fast on my face. ‘Take a seat, 
Captain,” continued Benton, “and a glass of 
wine.” 

There were a couple of open champagne 
bottles on the table, and I helped myself whilst 
the other went on in oily, suave, rounded 
tones that sounded like the plop-plopping of 
a shoal of bream on a quiet night: “ I sent 
for you to say, Captain, that my partner and 
myself are, so far, very pleased and satisfied 
with what you have done in aiding us to 
escape the doom prepared for us by the 
cowardly wretches who seek our lives. And 
now, Captain, I may as well tell you that our 
destination—the harbour of refuge we have 
chosen—is --er --not far from Valparaiso, on 
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the West Coast of 
South America. But 
we will not require you 
to go quite so far. 
Friends of my part- 
ner’s are, it has been 
arranged, to meet us 
some considerable dis- 
tance off the coast, 
and there, the better 
to hide all trace of 
our flight, we shall 
tranship. Then, Cap- 
tain, as we shall have 
no further use for your 
invaluable services, 
you will be at liberty 
to return with the 
Darthea—as a parting 
gift. I think, Cor- 
nelius, I have ex- 
pressed our intentions 
clearly ?” 

“Very much so 
indeed,” replied his 
partner, twiddling away at that blue upper 
lip and speaking in a cordial enough tone, 
contrasting so strongly, however, with the 
mocking, sneering expression of his face as 


‘sensibly to modify the thrill of pleasure that 


ran through me as Benton finished his 
speech. 

Just then Phil called me, and, rising, I 
thanked the pair in a few words and went 
on deck,- hearing, as I closed the door, 
Benton’s voice raised in remonstrance about 
something or other. 

I found the cutter just breasting the 
ocean swell that comes in through the 
mile-wide gap between the heads of Port 
Jackson. Everything for’ard was in dark- 
ness. 

“Whats the course to be outside?” 
asked Phil, as the cutter gave a tumble to 
the sound of breaking glass below. 

“East half south,” I replied, whilst Phil 
whistled and sent a hand aloft to loosen the 
gaff topsail. So I stood there closely watch- 
ing the Darthea with the pride of ownership 
already strong in me. 

Then I told Phil; and his delight and 
pleasure were as great as my own to realize 
that we, who only a few weeks ago were 
about, as a last resource, to go a-colliering in 
some grimy, crazy old brig or schooner, were 
now owners of a ship—small though she 
might be. 

IIT. 
For a time after leaving the coast we had 
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a spell of fine weather, during which Benton 
and Sinclair read, smoked, played at chess, 
and drank, but never to excess. 

That afternoon we sighted our first vessel, 
a huge, lead-coloured tramp, an island of 
steel and iron topped by a tall mass of 
bridges, boats, and ventilators grouped around 
a vast smoke-stack, half red, half black. She 
was flying light, and probably from some 
South American port where she had dis- 
charged coal, and was now off to the 
Colonies for wool and frozen stuff. 

“ Don’t go any closer than you can help, 
Captain,” remarked Benton, who, with Sin- 
clair at his side, was watching the steamer. 
“ Perhaps theyll be inquisitive. All the 
same, we mustn’t seem to wish pointedly to 
avoid her.” 

Accordingly, I kept the Darthea away as 
much as I could, we being then on a wind. 
But the big boat’s people were evidently 
curious to discover what such a tiny craft as 
the Darthea was doing so far along the 3oth 
parallel, for first she made her number 
“P.K.Q.R.,” and then, as we gave no reply, 
she asked for ours; also if we wanted any 
help; and slowed her great bulk to half- 
speed abreast of us, whilst all the time we 
edged off like a shying colt. 

Presently, with Benton’s permission, I 
replied that we were all right, requiring 
nothing. Then, hoisting the Australian ensign 
—white, with a blue cross in which were five 
stars, and the Union in the corner—we 
dipped it in token of farewell, whilst the big 
grey mass, her puzzled people surveying us 
through many glasses, sent her twin screws 
again beating the ocean into soapsuds. 

“ The Redvers Buller,” I replied, in answer 
to a question from Sinclair; “one of the 
‘General’ line from Glasgow.” 

He laughed, saying, ‘‘ What will they name 
their ships next, I wonder? When shall we 
sight Juan Fernandez, Captain?” 

“ In another three weeks, I hope,” I replied, 
“if we get strong and favourable breezes. 
Not for a month o’ Sundays with these head- 
winds.” 

The other yawned and stared at me with 
those disconcerting, lifeless eyes of his. Then, 
with a grin, he remarked: “ The sooner the 
better. I’m beginning to get tired. Send 
her, Capitano mio, when you get half a chance. 
Don’t forget that fifty miles to windward of 
the island Pedro Garcia and his sloop will 
be waiting impatiently to relieve you of your 
passengers, and that the sooner you arrive 
the sooner will you be master and owner 
here.” It was the longest speech he had 
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ever made to me, also the first intimation 
given of the trysting-place they must have, 
long ere this, decided upon. 

Presently came a week’s calm, roasting 
weather which sorely tried our employers’ 
temper and patience, and more than once set 
them to wrangle so fiercely with each other 
that, even through the closed door, some of 
their hot words came to our ears, such as 
“ hypocrite,” “scoundrel,” “liar,” and similar 
compliments very freely bandied between 
them. But when at last we got the wind 
matters seemed quite to resume their old 
footing again. 

A couple of days after this, going off watch 
one morning at eight bells (4 a.m.), to my 
surprise I found young Frank, the boy, in 
my berth. He was a sharp, intelligent lad 
of about fourteen, whom I had shipped 
specially to be useful in the cabin, at table, 
etc. As I entered he lifted a white, fright- 
ened face to mine and whispered, “ Captain, 
they're a-goin’ to do for the lot of us. I 
heard ’em. Its all settled an’ fixed up 
ready.” 

I stared, thinking the boy had suddenly 
gone mad. ‘Then, noting the desperate 
eagerness in the imploring gaze he turned on 
me, I thought it best to humour him, and, 
shutting the door, I said, “ All right, Frank ; 
tell us the yarn, and you'll see how we'll 
euchre ’em.” 

My coolness and unconcern calmed him, 
and whilst I lit my pipe he told his story 
with hardly a break. 

In the second dog watch, it appeared, 
Rafael had sent him into Benton’s berth with 
a tray and some glasses. The steward rarely 
did this, preferring, even when pressed for 
time, to go himself. Thus it was the second 
occasion only that Frank had been in the 
private berths. Benton’s was empty. And 
setting the tray upon the table he, boy-like, 
paused and took a look at the books and 
pictures lying around. 

“Then, sir,” he continued, “I ’eard ’em 
a-talkin’ t’other side o’ the curtain, instid ©’ 
bein’ on deck where I’d thought they was. 
So I was just goin’ to clear when Mister 
Sinciair says, ‘ Well,’ says he, ‘thank goodness 
it won't be very long now till Pedro begins to 
put his work in. They'll be rayther surprised, 
these jokers, won’t they, when they feel the 
knives slippin’ into ’em?’ An’ he chuckles, 
sir; an’ I stan’s there all of a sweat with 
wantin’ to ’ear more, an’ tremblin’ les’ Pd be 
caught listenin’. Anyway, I stays,” continued 
Frank, “an’ Benton says, arter a bit, ‘ Pedro 
il want this boat, I expec’, he says. An’ 
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` t’other answers, as fierce as you like. ‘Then,’ 

says he, ‘want’ll ’ave to be his master! 
The cutter an’ all on board, excep’ we 
three, mus’ be sunk or, better still, burnt. 
Not a trace will we leave behind us that 
may possibly prove our ruin. But what’s 
the use o’ talkin’?’ he says. ‘ You know all 
this business was settled long enough since, 
an’ Pedro will ’ardly wait for fresh in- 
structions.’ ‘Then says Benton, very quiet 
an’ low, says he, ‘ Well, 
well, the Lord ’ave mercy 
on all their sinful souls.’ 
An’ with that I turns 
suddent to come out 
when my elber catches 
the tray, an’ down she 
goes—wop! Nex’ minute 
Benton shoves through 
the curtain, his big face 
turnin’ as white as 
that paint when he 
sees me standin’ 
there struck stupid- 
like. ‘Why,’ says 
he, arter a bit, ‘it’s 
only our little Frank. 
Good boy, Frank,’ 
sayshe. But I seen 
a look in his eye, 
an’ put my arm up, 
for I thought he 
was going to catch 
me a stousher. But 
he only says, ‘ Tut, 
tut, what a mess! 
Been ’ere long, 
Frankie ?’ speakin’ 
as sweet as first-class 
caramels. ‘No, sir, 
please, sir,’ I says ; 
‘jus this minute 
come.’ But I seen 
he didn’t believe it, 
although he pats me on th’ ’ead an’ says: 
‘Good boy, there, don’t cry. You go now 
and tell Rafael to come an’ clear up.’ 

“All the same, he’s got it in for me 
’eavy, sir,” concluded poor Frank, snugging 
timidly closer to me upon the settee where I 
sat smoking and listening to this most extra- 
ordinary story. 

“ Now, Frank,” I said, sternly, “are you 
sure you haven’t been dreaming or inventing 
this cock-and-bull yarn? Mind, if I find you 
out in any goat-acting of the kind Ill put 
you on bread-and-water from here till we get 
home, and then have you sent on the 
Sobraon for three years.” 
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“Sir,” he replied, raising a pale, tear- 
stained face, and looking me straight in the 
eyes, whilst speaking with a sincerity there 
was no use in questioning further, “ strike 
me pink but I’ve told you the truth, not 
leavin’ out a word nor puttin’ an extry one 
in.” 

“Well, well, sonny,” I said, “I believe 
you. Now go to your bunk and don’t so 
much as whisper to yourself about the 
matter, let alone to 
anybody else. 
You’ve done quite 
right in coming to 
me first, and I won’t 
forget you when this 
raffle’s laid out clear. 
Shouldn’t wonder if 
it’s all a mistake 
from beginning to 
end. There, get 
along, and don’t 
look so much like a 
monkey in a fit.” 

Then I sat down 
again and did some 
hard thinking, 
scarcely knowing 
what to believe. It 
all seemed so mon- 
strously incredible ! 
Unsuspicious by 
nature, I found my- 
self slow to credit 
the existence of such 
villains as the pair 
aft must be if Frank 
had heard aright. 
Still, somehow, as I 
smoked and over- 
hauled the whole 
business from 
whipping to clinch, 
it was gradually 
borne in upon me that the boy’s story 
might be true, and that we and the little 
ship that I had become quite accustomed 
to regard as my own property were to be 
sacrificed in order to cover the retreat 
of the cunning wretches who were using us 
so coolly and unscrupulously. And as I 
thought on it al, and my mind became 
slowly penetrated by conviction, a cold, hard 
fit of desperate anger took possession of me, 
so strong and sudden in its working that I 
had some trouble to restrain myself from 
rushing aft and taxing the pair with their 
treachery. Instead, I almost mechanically 
opened and turned over my chest till I felt 
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my revolver. Then, loading it, I put it in 
my pocket and went on deck. 

Phil I found aft, near the tiller, and sur- 
prised to see me with scarce an hour of my 
watch passed. But making some excuse 
cencerning the close air below, I led him 
out of earshot of the helmsman and told 
him the story. And at once, and almost 
without question, he believed it implicitly, 
and, as his manner was, completely lost heart 
and shivered, protesting we were all dead 
men, or words to that effect. Knowing, 
however, that the cold fit would presently 
pass off, leaving him his own brave self 
again, I simply laughed at him, advising him 
to go and get his revolver for fear of some- 
thing happening, as for instance Pedro and 
his cut-throats becoming impatient and 
meeting us sooner than we expected, and 
then returned to my berth to lie and think 
and smoke for another hour before sleeping. 

At seven bells (7.30 a.m.) when I stepped 
outside the first person to catch my eye 
was Rafael in his little pantry getting ready to 
lay the cabin table. One hand I noticed 
was bound up with white rag. On my 
asking what was the matter he said he had 
cut it whilst drawing a cork. He looked 
scared; and, in place of the usual dark 
brown, his face seemed to have turned a 
sort of nasty greenish-grey. He was shaky, 
too, for even as I spoke he dropped a 
dish, which smashed to pieces. Phil and 
his man were washing decks, and he gave 
me a wink as I passed aft that told me 
he was ready for anything. All at once I 
heard Rafael singing out, in the shrill 
foreign voice he at times affected, for “ Fer- 
ank ! Fer-ank!” But there was no answer, 
and he called again. 

“Where’s the boy?” I asked of Adams, 
who happened to be at the tiller that 
morning. 

“I couldn’t say, sir,” replied the man. 
“He wasn’t in his bunk when I came on 
deck.” 

Suddenly, all suspicion now, I remembered 
Rafael’s cut hand, and his curious nervous- 
ness awhile ago, and my heart felt heavy as 
lead with the weight of a foregone conclu- 
sion. But who would have imagined the 
scoundrels could have been so quick? I 
suppose my face must have shown something 
of what I thought, for the man said, with 
nevertheless a flash of alarm coming into his 
eyes, “Surely, the kiddy’s all right, Captain ? 
Frank couldn’t fall overboard, not if he tried. 
He’s about somewhere.” 


But he was about nowhere! Search as we 
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might we could find no trace of him except, 
to my mind, that lump of white stuff round 
Rafael’s fingers. And bitterly enough 1 
reproached myself for not having at least 
warned the boy to be on his guard, in place 
of making light of his story. 

Presently Benton and Sinclair appeared, 
the former seeming very shocked, the latter 
totally unconcerned. “ Poor lad, poor lad,” 
exclaimed Benton, “I suppose he must have 
slipped or fallen into the sea, and thus gone 
to his last account without a moment’s warn- 
ing. Let us hope, however, that he was not 
totally unprepared. But the depravity of the 
Australian-born youth ” and he tch-tched 
with his tongue, and shook his head pityingly 
until I could have joyfully shot him where he 
stood. Also, I was aware that both men 
were watching me with a cat-like close- 
ness, that, however, caused me in no whit 
to alter what I felt must seem to them a very 
forbidding and gloomy face. 

With our little crew, and especially Phil, the 
lost lad had been a favourite. And, although. 
the men were quite unwitting of anything like 
foul play, I could see that his mysterious dis- 
appearance seemed inexplicable to them, as, 
frowning and moody, they stared around and 
aloft, or went below and rummaged about in 
the hold, unable to believe that he really had 
gone. To Phil I told my suspicions, unsup- 
ported as they were by the least shred of 
substantial evidence. And, knowing what he 
did, I was quite prepared to learn that 
he had come to much the same conclu- 
sion with regard to Frank. Also, rather 
to my surprise, I found he had a plan, cut 
and dried, to seize Benton and Sinclair and 
carry them back to Australia as prisoners. I 
had thought of this myself. But there were 
difficulties. Suppose, after all, the whole 
thing was genuine, że., that these men’s story 
was true, and they really were escaping from 
Nihilists, or whatever they might be. ‘Then, 
likely enough, furious at such treatment, they 
would call the law to their aid, careless of 
personal consequences, and make us all 
smart finely for our trouble. Altogether it 
was a tangled hank, and I scarcely knew 
which end to begin on first. 


IV. 


AT midday I made our position 32deg. 
15min. S., godeg. 21min. E., or only some 
two hundred miles from Juan Fernandez ; 
so that if anything were to be done it 
behoved us to do it quickly. As it turned 
out, all necessity of decision was taken from 
me presently by a mere accident. 
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In the second dog watch, striving with all 
my might to find a way out of my dilemma, 
whilst staring gloomily along the deck, I 
suddenly heard a scuffle and saw Adams’s 
mate, Fisher, haul the cook out of his galley 
as one pulls a limpet from his shell, exclaim- 
ing, at the same time, “ Ye yaller hound, Pll 
larn ye better manners than to abuse the 
poor kid what’s gone. Blow me, if I’d like 
to swear you didn’t give him a passidge 
yerself! No good, wasn’t he? An’ lazy, 
was he? An’ dirty, was he, ye sneakin’, 
monkey - faced baboon?” And at each 
question Fisher, holding Rafael by the 
back of the neck, kicked and belaboured 
him in great style, letting him go at last with 
a thrust that sent the cook sprawling over 
the main hatch. As he fell I heard the 
report of a pistol from just under where I 
stood, and saw Fisher throw up his arms and 
pitch forward, falling close to Rafael, whilst 


“GRASPED A DRAWN SHEATH-KNIFE.' 


the latter, who had risen to his knees and 
grasped a drawn sheath-knife, buried it with 
a stroke swift as lightning in the sailor’s 
body, and then ranaft. Like an inspiration 
came to me the certainty of an arrived 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


opportunity, and shouting, “ Phil! Adams! 
Johnson! After the murderers!” I drew 
my revolver and rushed into the deck- 
house, hearing the rest pounding along 
behind me with shouts and curses. The 
lamps had not been lit, and it was 
almost dark. There had been no time to 
shut the doors, and we entered nearly to- 
gether, some on one side of the pantry, some 
on the other, to the sound of cracking pistols 
and falling glass as the bullets hit the swing- 
ing tray. 

“Rush ’em, boys!” I shouted, as Phil, 
with a yell, sprang through the smoke to my 
side. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my 
shoulder, and, twisting round and seeing 
Rafael scrambling away across the table, I 
let drive at him. Then everything seemed 
to go round and round in my head, and I 
remembered no more till I came to in my 


‘own bunk, with Phil bending anxiously 


over me. 

“Its all right, old man,” 
said he; “don’t get excited ! 
We've got ’em tied up hard 
and fast. Rafael’s goose is 
cooked. Adams has got a 
bullet through his leg—no- 
thing serious; and the 
Dartheas \ying W. by S., 
homeward bound, with a fine 
breeze after her. You've lost 
a lot of blood, but nothing 
worse. Now, not a word 
more out of you!” 

I had only groaned—not 
with pain, but for thinking 
of what a pretty market I 
had brought all our fine 
pigs to. 

It was a week before I was 
able to get on deck, during 
which time Phil nursed me 
like any professional ; worked 
the cutter, short-handed as 
she was, and navigated her to 
a hair, notwithstanding the 
Marine Board had twice re- 
jected him as incompetent. 
But at last I came out, white 
and shaky, but fast mend- 
ing. Our prisoners, Phil said, 
had been very troublesome 
until one day, rummaging a 
locker, he had happened on some old hand- 
cuffs, which saved endless bother of tying 
and loosing. He had Benton secured in my 
old berth, Sinclair in his, taking theirs so as 
to be near me during his watch below. Also 
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they had offered him and myself £2,000 each 
to be set free—adrift, even, in a boat. This, 
after many threats of prosecution for mutiny, 
murder, robbery, and all sorts of crimes. 
“ And, anyhow,” says Phil, “where were they 
to get the money from? I don’t believe 
they’ve more than a hundred pounds between 
‘em. They must have sent it on to Val- 
paraiso. I had a good overhaul for knives 
and pistols and things after I had shifted the 
beggars out of their berths, and didn’t come 
across much cash. Yes, of course, we buried 
poor Fisher, also the cook. My word, 
Harry, you took him neatly—right through 
the apple of the throat! Id just tackled 
Sinclair when I saw you pot him. And now 
you’re well again, old man,” continued Phil, 
“I suppose we can’t do better than keep all 
on for home, eh?” 

“ Why, no, Phil,” I replied, “I don’t see 
that there’s any other course possible. There’s 
something shockingly crooked about this 
racket that I can’t get the hang of. I’m 
beginning to think we’ve been had from ‘the 
very start. However, the straight plan’s the 
best, and it'll all come out in the washing 
when we get to Sydney.” 

But we had not to wait for that. Seeing 
that I was still weak, Phil insisted on my 
lying down again. Adams, because of his 
game leg, was cook, also relieving Phil as 
mate now and again ; and they were manag- 
ing nicely in the fine weather. But I had 
no desire to interview either Benton or his 
partner. The pair of them had worked us 
mischief enough, and I was thoroughly deter- 
mined to take them back to Australia and 
have the mystery cleared up. 

I awoke about midday to find Phil in the 
berth. 

“ There’s a small steamer, Harry,” said he, 
“coming straight for us with the ‘heave-to’ 
signal flying. Perhaps you’d like to have a 
squint at her. What had we better do?” 

“ Heave to, as she requests us,” I said, 
after taking a good look through the glasses 
at the boat fast meeting us from the west- 
ward. “I may be mistaken, but I fancy by 
her funnels that it’s one of the South Coast 
Company’s steamers, although what in the 
world she’s doing out here beats me. And, 
by the way, Phil, which of those fellows was 
it who shot poor Fisher ?” 

“ Nobody seems to know for certain,” he 
replied. “ Johnson thinks it was Sinclair, 
but he can’t swear to it. You see, when 
they heard Rafael yelling, they both ran out 
with their pistols ready.” 

“T can read the name,” remarked Phil, 

Vol. xxi.—64. 
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presently, working away at his glass. * Why, 
It’s the Cudgegong !” 

“Fastest boat out of Sydney!” I replied, 
“and, as I thought, one of the South 
Coasters.” 

We had already hauled down our square 
foresail and gaff topsail, and brought our 
main-boom amidships ; lying nearly motion- 
less as the steamer ranged alongside and 
without hailing dropped a boat into the 
water. It was fine weather, with a fairly 
smooth sea, and in a very few minutes 
three of her company were climbing up 
our gangway ladder. 

“What cutter is this?” asked the first 
man on board—a short, stout, keen-eyed, 
red-cheeked customer with light, peaked 
beard and a brusque manner, who stared 
about him inquisitively. 

“ Darthea, of Sydney,” I replied; “and 
who might you be, if it’s a fair question ? ” 

The man grinned as he asked, anxiously, 
“ Surely you haven’t landed your passengers 
already and got this far back again? 
Couldn’t be done in the time.” 

“ No,” I replied, “ our passengers are here 
safe enough. We're taking them home, as 
the trip doesn’t suit them. And now, sir, 
what is your business?” I continued. “I’m 
in a hurry, and can’t stop pottering about 
all day answering questions. Gaff-topsail 
halliards there !” 

“ Hold on!” exclaimed the man. “ Perhaps 
I should have told you at first. I’m a 
detective officer in the service of the New 
South Wales Government ; and these with 
me are police-constables. Here’s my warrant. 
I’m in search of three swindlers supposed to 
have left Sydney in your cutter for a South 
American port. Will that satisfy you?” 

“ Amply,” I replied. “Only I wish you’d 
said two in place of three. I’m afraid you're 
looking up the wrong spout this time. How- 
ever, I’m glad to see you. Come inside.” 

“Not half a wrong spout, Captain!” ex- 
claimed the detective. ‘This is business ! 
Not that I understand it yet. Still, it’s some 
comfort to know that we haven’t burnt 300 
tons o’ coal for nothing. Now, sir, fire away, 
if you please. What you don’t know, perhaps 
I can supply. Where’ Number Three, I 
wonder? ” 

But I felt I had done enough talking, and, 
therefore, requested Phil to tell our story, 
omitting nothing. 

“Thank you, Captain Ward,” said the 
detective. “ My name’s Conway, by-the- 
bye. That'll do nicely. I see you’re rather 
off colour,” glancing as he spoke at my slung 
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arm and then at the bullet-marks that 
liberally dotted the walls. “ Bit of a shivoo, 
eh? Well, now, Mr. Scott, don’t think me 
impatient. All the same I am. There’s 
more than you know of depending on the 
yarn. Capital sherry this. Now, gentlemen, 
I’m all attention.” 

But polite and suave as our new friend was, 
I noticed that his men had placed themselves 
at each door, and that they kept their hands 
in their jacket-pockets. 

Not by a word did he interrupt Phil, and 
but for a slight twitching about the corners 
of his mouth as my mate mentioned the 
Nihilist story, his face might have been that 
of some attentive image. When, however, 
Phil got to the fight and described the death 
of Rafael, I noticed that he gave a start and 
a muttered exclamation. 

As Phil finished there was silence for a 
few minutes. Then said Conway, in a sharp, 
curt tone, “ And now, gentlemen, where’s the 
money ?” 

For answer Phil rose and, going to the 
after-berth, returned with a couple of large 
writing - desks, which he put on the table, 
saying, “You'll find it all there. I came 
across it when I was hunting for weapons. 
Somewhere about £90, I should think, 
although I didn’t count it.” 

“ Rubbish!” exclaimed Conway. “I want 
420,000! Where is it?” 

At this I burst out laughing, whilst Phil 
said, angrily, “What do we know about 
420,000? Do you think weve stolen it? 
Anyhow, I don’t believe there’s such a sum 
of money on this boat. Better search and 
make sure, though !” 

“ It must be here,” replied Conway, rising ; 
“they never had time to send it away. All 
in gold too! Hang it!” he continued, 
losing his temper for a minute, “did ever 
anybody hear such a wild story as I’ve sat 
here and listened patiently to? Do you mean 
to tell me,” he cried, “that you never had 
any suspicions before that unfortunate boy 
came to you? Well, I tell you now that 
you’ve been conniving—I won’t say know- 
ingly—at the escape of three of the biggest 
rogues and swindlers on earth. Croft, that’s 
Benton, was the business manager of the 
great Westralian Land Mortgage and Mining 
Company. The other two, the brothers 
Carlton, supposed to be South American 
Spaniards, and their real names Espartero, were 
directors of the same affair. And after convert- 
ing every security they held into cash, besides 
taking a big sum in ready money, the trio 
cleared, leaving ruin and misery behind them.” 
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“But there were only two,” I said, the 
first long pause of surprise over. 

“Three,” replied Conway, cooling down ; 
“the younger Carlton, your cook and 
steward, was Sinclair’s brother. Oh, a clever 
scheme and three clever rogues ; and, excuse 
me for saying so, two very simple sailormen. 
They disappeared like a dream, leaving no 
clue ; and, until the Redvers Buller arrived 
saying she had met a small boat in mid- 
Pacific that fought very shy of her, we hadn’t 
the least idea which way to turn. Then the 
shareholders chartered the Cudgegong yonder, 
and on spec we came at a fifteen-knot bat 
after you. Probably, if things hadn’t taken this 
curious twist, we might have been just in 
time to steam over where you all lay at the 
bottom of the sea with your throats cut. A 
narrow squeak you’ve had! But the money’s 
what I want. I must search the cutter— 
every inch of her!” 

“Search and welcome,” I replied. “Take 
her and do what you please with her. I’m 
sick and tired of the whole business. Seems 
to me that Phil here and I are apt to get 
more kicks than ha’pence for what we've 
done already.” 

“Only let us find the money,” replied 
Conway, “and we'll talk about that. And 
don’t forget that, at any rate, you’ve saved 
your own skins. Now, I think TIl have a 
word with Messrs.—what ?—oh, yes, Benton 
and Sinclair. One at atime, please.” And, 
Phil giving him the keys, he entered the 
former's berth. He was not more than five 
minutes with each prisoner. 

“Yes,” he said, when he re-entered the 
cabin, “they're my birds all right. I’ve only 
seen them once before this. But there’s no 
possible doubt. Look!” and he threw a 
couple of photographs on the table, in 
whose features, even lacking whiskers and 
moustaches, were easily recognisable those 
of the men who had got us into such a mess. 
A third picture that Conway produced showed 
Rafael attired like the others in tall hat and 
frock-coat, and with a skin several shades 
lighter than we were accustomed to, but still 
unmistakably the late cook and steward of 
the Darthea, and as unmistakably resembling 
his brother the passenger. „Presently it was 
arranged that the Cudgegong should take us 
in tow. Also Conway decided to transfer 
his prisoners to the steamer in charge of the 
constables, himself staying on board to make 
a search for the treasure. I was astonished 
to see the change a week had made in 
Benton and his “partner,” as, with an 
officer guarding each, they came on deck. 
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Benton had obviously lost many pounds in 
weight, and the skin hung in folds and creases 
about his great face as he smiled and bowed 
to me and suavely hoped that I felt none the 
worse for my “little accident.” Sinclair, too, 
was a shadow of his former self, and looked 
like a lean, yellow wolf as he showed his 
white teeth and scowled at me, staring out of 
torpid eyes, but saying naught. 

Conway began his overhaul in high feather, 
Phil having told him of the offered £2,000 
each—a detail forgotten at the first hurried 
recital. But as the days passed whilst we 
dragged along in the wake of the swift 
Cudgegong, and the detective, aided by the 
rest of us, nearly took the cutter to bits in 
fruitless endeavour to find the money, he lost 
heart somewhat. And certainly Phil and I 
could give him no encouragement, for both 
of us were morally sure that no such amount 
of gold could have come on board without 
our knowing of it. 

At last one day he went on the Cudgegong 
to see if he could pump anything out of 
the prisoners. He returned in a very bad 
temper. They had 
indignantly denied 
having offered Phil a 
bribe, and declared 
that they possessed 
no money other than 
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which we had rooted up in all directions 
during our searchings. . 

“ What do they want with Adams, I 
wonder ?” said Phil. 

“To tell him where the stuff is,” replied 
the detective ; “or, at any rate, to sound 
him as to his willingness to secure it for ’em 
after we give up.” 

At this Phil and I both smiled. “TI tell 
you it’s here!” exclaimed Conway, in a rage, 
seeing us. “Im as sure of it as that this is 
india-rubber.” 

At the moment he was sitting upon one 
of the packages we had dragged out from 
amongst a lumber of provision-cases, etc. 
The big coil was sewn up in canvas, attached 
to which, as I have before mentioned, were 
the trade tickets of a celebrated Sydney 
firm. Someone had drawn a sharp knife 
across the wrapper, exposing to view a 
section of the tubing that bulged black and 
shiny. There were three more similar pack- 
ages, and I remembered now noticing that two 
had been shifted into Sinclair’s half of the 
berth whilst the others remained in Benton’s. 

“Perhaps it isn’t,” 
chaffingly remarked 
Phil, in reply to the 
detective. The former 
was sitting near, and, 
leaning over, he gavea 


“THE KNIFE HAD MADE A GLEAM OF YELLOW METAL,’ 


the sum already found. 
however, as a favour, that 
be allowed to see Adams. 
refused. 

When the detective was telling us all this 
we were, Phil and I, in the big stern berth 
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They asked, 
they might 
But this Conway 


pull at the stuff, a short end of which sprang 
out and came away in his hand. ‘Oh, yes, 
it’s india-rubber all right,” said Phil, examin- 
ing it closely. “ Dashed solid stuff, though 
—eh—what ? Oh, blazes!” The last word 
was a perfect shout. Whilst bending the stiff 
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hose over he showed us through a broad 
slash the knife had made a gleam of yellow 
metal. A minute more and a foot of ripped 
tube disclosed a nest of golden coins packed 
in such a way as not to interfere with the 
coiling of the loaded short lengths each 
parcel was composed of. ‘Truly, a cunning 
device! And a most jubilant man was 
Conway as, together, we split up the portions 
with our knives and extracted the golden 
hoard. 

“A tradesman’s been at this business,” 
said he. “You see, this is made specially 
for the occasion. Look at this seam, and 
notice how thin and yet strong the rubber is. 
First the gold was inserted, and then the 
pipe neatly closed. I shall have something 
to say presently to the skilled worker who 
fixed this up. These labels were. a good 
notion. Blow me if it isn’t the cutest dodge 
I ever heard of! No wonder they wanted to 
see Adams! Why, it’s the greatest fluke in 
the world they didn’t euchre us after all! 
Bet your life, once we got to Sydney, some 
of their friends would have been making 
inquiries about rubber-hose. And what 
finer fashion could be found of evading pry- 
ing eyes if they had managed to reach the 
West Coast? Expect to find the lot? Not 
much, I don’t! If it only comes out £1,000 
short we'll be thoroughly satisfied. And I 
tell you what, I’m as pleased as Punch that 
one of you fellows sprung the plant and not 
myself. There’s a reward for this job, and 
T’ll see that you don’t lose your whack of it— 
at least, I’ll do my best. Gad! so far as I 
can see at present you're entitled to the lot.” 

“Tf I get the cutter for mine and Phil’s 
share, together with enough to pay the men, 
I'll be satisfied,” I replied. 

“Well,” said Conway, “we won’t count 
our chickens before they’re hatched. And 
if I’m not mistaken these chickens, as I 
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expected, are a bit short. However, the 
shareholders can’t growl, considering they 
never expected to see a penny of it. This is 
like shelling peas, isn’t it? What’s that last 
thousand? Nineteen? Well, there ain’t 
anything like another though left.” This 
was at the close of our second day’s work at 
“shelling” and counting. And £19,200 
was the grand total, exclusive of nearly 
another £100 in odd cash—a very satisfac- 
tory one, indeed, looked at full and by. 

The shareholders evidently thought so, too, 
for they not only made Phil and me a present 
of the Darthea, but of £250 into the 
bargain. So that, after all, we did even 
better out of the adventure than if everything 
had been fair and above-board from start to 
finish. 

Penal servitude for life fell to Benton and 
Sinclair, the latter only saving his neck 
through Johnson’s inability to swear that he 
shot Fisher. I never had the slightest doubt 
about the matter myself. Nor that they 
instigated the death of poor little Frank and 
should both have hanged for it. The affair 
made some noise at the time—in fact, many 
people were good enough to say that we had 
behaved very well ; whilst others averred that 
we were as deep in the mud as our employers 
were, and should by rights have gone to gaol 
with them. ‘Those who know us only smile 
when they hear this. To the public at large 
who read the newspaper accounts of the 
“ Darthea Tragedy: A Strange Story of 
Rascality by Land and Sea,” I hope this 
plain tale of plain facts will sufficiently 
demonstrate that we were the “mere instru- 
ments in the hands of designing and crafty 
knaves” that Judge Bonnor held us to be, 
adding, at the same time, “that we had very 
bravely and to the utmost of our power done 
our best to repair any mischief of which we 
had been the unwitting cause.” 
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ROBABLY in no sphere of 
| art is there so much conflict 
of opinion as in music. 
Putting a- ADA 

side the à 
J controversy i 
of connoisseurs, to what 
extent does popular taste 
correspond with the ex- 
pert judgment of pro- 
fessional artistes? With 
the hope of determin- 
ing, in part at least, 
this very interest- 
ing question, I have 
been in communication 
with our most distin- 
guished composers and 
interpreters of music. The 
answers I have received 
are sufficiently representa- 
tive to serve this purpose, 
although in one or two 
cases they are somewhat 
embarrassingly compre- 


hensive. 
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Dr. Joachim, to begin with, replied to my 
leading question—“ Which piece of musical 
composition would you quote as an example 
of the most perfect art ?”—with a list which 
comprised the following :— 

All Bach’s ; Beethoven’s nine symphonies, 
his quartets, sonatas, and concertos, and his 
“ Fidelio”; many of Handels Oratorios ; 
Mozart’s “ Don Giovanni,” “ Figaro,” and 
“ Zauberfloté,” four great symphonies, 
quartets, and quintets; Haydn’s “ Seasons,” 


“ Creation,” symphonies, and quartets ; 
Mendelssohn’s_ overtures and ‘ Elias” ; 
Schuberts songs; Schumann’s __ songs ; 


Brahms’s songs, his ‘German Requiem,” 
and chamber music. It will be noticed that 
the choice of the greatest of living violinists 
is confined to German music, but it covers a 
period of nearly 200 years. 


Sir Walter Parratt, the distinguished 
organist, treated my question in a similar 
spirit, although he was able to impose a 
greater restriction upon his selection. Sir 
Walter, who is Master of the King’s Music, 
wrote to me from Windsor Castle as 
follows :— 

“Tn varying moods I should give you 
different answers. Beethoven’s C Minor 
Symphony, Bach’s B Minor Mass, Brahms’s 
‘Schieksalied,’ even a far-off Palestrina would 

each at the psychological 

moment stir me most 
deeply.” The “ far-off 

Palestrina,” it may be 

added, lived through the 

greater part of the six- 
teenth century and is 
sometimes referred to as 

“Princeps Music”; 

whilst the three works 

specially mentioned by Sir 

Walter were written at 

long intervals from each 

other during the past two 
centuries. Bach’s Massin 

B Minor dates from about 

1734, but with the rest of 

this master’s work had to 

wait many years before its 
genius was appreciated. 

Brahms’s “ Schieksalied ” 

was composed some years 
oribefiere his death in 1894. 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 
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Beethoven’s Symphony in C Minor (No. 5), 
which was written in 1805, is also suggested 
by Dr. F. H. Cowen. 

“There is so much music,” remarks the 
composer of “ The Better Land” and many 
other well-known songs, “ which, at least in 
parts, deserves to be called great. But, in my 
opinion, the work which, taken as a whole, 
best embodies all the elements of perfect art 
is undoubtedly the C Minor Symphony of 
Beethoven.” 

The symphony was produced by Beethoven 
when he was about thirty-five—the composer 
himself was never certain on the subject of 
his age—and is usually regarded as the first 
work in which his genius freely expressed 
itself. As was the case with nearly all his 
other works, it was produced when Beethoven 
had lost the sense of hearing, and conse- 
quently he himself never knew its beauties. 
The symphony was written moreover in the 
country near Vienna—at Heiligenstadt, now 
a suburb of the Austrian capital—during a 
French invasion. On its first production in 
a Vienna theatre, on December 22nd, 1808, 
the symphony failed to please. ‘This may be 
fully explained, however, by the theatre being 
unwarmed in intensely cold weather, and by 
the inefficiency of the performers, who 
actually broke down in another part of the 
concert. 


To Beethoven Miss Ada Crossley, the 
famous Australian contralto, likewise goes. 
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“I hardly know,” says Miss Crossley, 
“ how to reply to your question! In relation 
to the public! The demands and associa- 
tions of a singer’s life are in the main of such 
a direct and personal character that I have 
long since ceased to marvel at the-undesirable 
reputation vocalists possess of being the 
least catholic section in the whole world of 
art. The request for an opinion as to the 
most perfect example of musical composition 
is on that account, I fear, of far greater 
breadth than popular tradition will allow a 
singer to answer. None of us enter the 
circle of our own activities wholly without 
prejudice, and that is why I deliberately go 
outside it and devote my brief reply to a 
phase of music in which I now take no direct 
part. As a student of sixteen—fresh from 
the Australian backwoods—I first heard 
Beethoven’s “Emperor Concerto.” In its 
absorbing unity there was much to remind 
me of the great forest fastnesses I had 
recently left, and the riper knowledge 
that has come in the intervening decade 
has but deepened my youthful impres- 
sion of its inspiring glory. By reason of 
its sublimity, vigour, melodic perfection, 
lofty thought, exquisite balance, and simple 
grandeur it appeals to me as an ideal work. 
And I also share the opinion that its 
composer’s influence has been the most 
potent in the whole development of music 
during the century just closed.” 
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The concerto, like the 
symphony, was written by 
Beethoven during war’s 
harsh discords. Whilst 
he was at work upon it 
in Vienna in 1809 the 
French were actually 
bombarding the city. 
Beethoven’s lodging was 
unfortunately on the wall, 
and it is recorded that 
on one occasion, dis- 
turbed by the firing, he 
took refuge in a cellar 
at his brother’s house. 


M. Jean de Reszke 
wrote to me from New 
York, stating simply that 
his favourite composition 
is the prelude of “ Parsi- 
fal,” by Richard Wagner, 
a work which is not 
yet twenty years old. 
“ Parsifal,” it will be 
remembered, was the last 
work which Wagner pro- 
duced, and, as with his 
other operas, he wrote 
both words and music. 
The score was begun at 
Bayreuth in 1877, when 
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Wagner’s house at Bay- 
reuth, the Villa Wahn- 
fried, on Christmas Day, 
1878, the Duke of Mei- 
ningen lending his own 
private orchestra for the 
purpose. The prelude has 
been described by a dis- 
tinguished musical critic 
as “a foretaste of the 
solemn and ecstatic emo- 
tions inspired by theGrail, 
and of the sorrows of the 
sinful Amortas. Love, 
Faith, and Hope are its 
themes, and it is built 
up principally of the Holy 
Supper, the Grail, and the 
Faith motives.” 


“In my opinion,” de- 
clares Mr. Henry J. Wood, 
the admirable conductor 
of the Queen’s Hall Con- 
certs, “the greatest musi- 
cal art work is Richard 
Wagner’s ‘Ring des 
Nibelungen.” 


This is the work, too, 
first mentioned by Sir 
Hubert Parry, the distin- 


Wagner was sixty-five, and was finished guished composer and Principal of the Royal 


five years later at Palermo, whither he had College of Music. 
gone to recover from an attack of erysipelas. 


The opera was first pro- 
duced at Bayreuth on 
July 26th, 1882, when it 
aroused among Wagner’s 
admirers the enthusiasm 
with which it has ever 
since been regarded, six- 
teen performances being 
given. The opera has 
never been given on the 
English stage, it being 
thought that its mysti- 
cally-religious character— 
the story is the legend 
of the Holy Grail—-would 
be offensive to our 
national feelings. 

The prelude itself, 
which is singled out by 
the renowned operatic 
artiste as the greatest 
achievement in music, 
was first played at a 
family gathering in 


MR, HENRY J. Woop. 
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But Sir Hubert adds : 


“There are such a lot of great achievements 


in music that seem much 
ona par. I cannot decide 
between the claims of 
Wagner’s ‘Ring des 
Nibelungen’ and his 
‘Meistersingers,’ Beeth- 
oven’s Ninth Symphony 
and his ‘Fidelio,’ J. S. 
Bach’s ‘Wohitemperirte 
Clavier’ and the ‘ Mat- 
thew Passion’ music, and 
Brahms’s ‘German Re- 
quiem.’ So many things 
are great in different ways. 
Some are intrinsically 
great, some for the effect 
they have produced on 
the course of art; some 
little things are great in 
depth of thought, and 
some in style.” 
Wagners well-known 
group of operatic com- 
positions, “ Der Ring des 
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Nibelungen,” to which Sir Hubert Parry 
and Mr. H. J. Wood are thus united 
in giving a premier position in the art 
of music, were first produced at Bayreuth 
in August, 1876: “Das Rheingold” on 
the 13th of the month, “Die Walküre ” 
on the 14th, “Siegfried ” 
on the 16th, and “Gotter- 
dammerung” on the 17th. 
Wagner meditated the 
theme of the work as 
long ago as 1850, and 
he published the libretto 
in 1863, between which 
date and 1876 the music 
was completed. The tetra- 
logy, which embodies the 
old Teutonic legend of 
the “Nibelungenlied,” was 
performed in the German 
cities 1,817 times in the 
course: of fifteen years. 
Wagner himself, however, 
did not regard it as a 
work of equal merit, and 
he used to be much an- 
noyed by the preference 
which theatre managers 
showed for “Die Wal- . 
küre.” Its initial production, which sig- 
nalized the opening of the theatre specially 
built for Wagner at Bayreuth, resulted in a 
deficit of £7,500, but this was quickly 
made good by the profit on subsequent 
performances. 


Wagner and Beethoven both claim the 
vote of Sir Alexander 
Mackenzie, who, since 
the death of Sir Arthur 
Sullivan, must probably be 
regarded as the first of 
living English composers. 

“The first three move- 
ments of Beethoven’s 
Ninth Symphony,” writes 
Sir Alexander from 
Florence, where he was 
recruiting his health, 
“have always appeared 
to me to be the highest 
achievement in purely 
instrumental music. In 
answering your question, 
however, I find it difficult 
to ignore opera, and in 
this art Wagner’s ‘ Meis- 
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Beethoven’s Ninth or Choral Symphony 
was begun in 1817, and it is said that the 
theme of it, Schiller’s “ Hymn of Joy,” was 
contemplated in his boyhood. It was six 
years before the great work was finished. It 
occupied him incessantly during the summer 
of 1823, which the com- 
poser spent at Baden. At 
this time Beethoven was 
so absorbed in the work 
that, according to the 
testimony of friends, he 
was quite insensible to 
such mundane matters as 
the weather, his meals, 
and so forth, and would 
rush in and out of his 
house without a hat. 

Great enthusiasm is 
said to have been evoked 
by the first performance 
of the symphony at a 
Vienna theatre, and 
Beethoven had to turn 
round on the conductor’s 
stool to see the applause 
which he could not hear. 

The manuscript of the 
Ninth Symphony, it may 
be interesting to add, is in the library 
of the London Philharmonic Society, which 
paid Beethoven £50 for it. ‘The symphony, 
when published, was dedicated to the King 
of Prussia, but the MS. records the fact in 
Beethoven’s handwriting that it was written 
for the London Phitharmonic Society. 

“The Meistersingers,” which Sir Alexander 
Mackenzie couples with 
the Choral Symphony as 
the greatest achievement 
in music, was even longer 
maturing in its creator’s 
mind. Wagner made the 
first sketches for the opera 
in 1845 at the age of 
thirty-two—and it was not 
completed until twenty- 
two years later. It was 
produced at Munich on 
June 21st, 1868, under 
the direction of Herr von 
Bülow as conductor and 
Herr Richter as chorus- 
master, and was an im- 
mediate success. Both 
libretto and music were 
Wagner’s original work, 





tersingers’ holds the first 
place in my estimation.” 
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although the former 
was founded on some 
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incidents in the life of Herr Sachs,’ the 
popular poet-cobbler of Nuremberg. 





I saw Mr. Ben Davies on the 
subject at his house in Compayne 
Gardens, Hampstead, where the dis- 
tinguished tenor was taking his ease 
in the interval of important pro- 
vincial engagements. 

“I think highest,” said Mr. 
Davies, as he reflectively puffed at 
a pipe, “of the composition which 
in the smallest compass contains the 
greatest amount of expression. And 
I am naturally disposed to select 
something from my own répertoire, 
because it is the music with which 
I am necessarily most familiar. 
Regarding the matter in this way, 
I have decided after a good deal of 
consideration to suggest to you the 
air, ‘Behold and See,’ from ‘The 
Messiah.’ Itis only a little thing,” 
added Mr. Davies, as he brought 
forth a copy of “The Messiah” 
from his music cabinet. “ There 
are only twelve bars, as you see—a 
very small part of the Passion music 
as a whole —and it is, of course, 
very soft in tone. But there is 
more feeling in this little thing than 
anything else that I know of in 
music. I shall never forget the 
intense impression ‘Behold and See’ 
made upon me when I first heard 
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Hall. Of course, I never heard Sims Reeves 
in his glory, but I think that on this occasion 
he must have sung with as much power as 
ever. Many musicians would doubtless look 
to opera for examples of the finest achieve- 
ment in music, and some will deny that there 
is any music at all in ‘The Messiah.’ But 
in England religion is closely associated 
with music, and it is as an expression of 
religious feeling in music that I regard 
‘Behold and See.’ On the other hand, of 
course, if it is not given with proper feeling, 
the artistic effect is lost.” 


After weighing the matter for some time in 
her mind Madame Albani also chose a song 
from “The Messiah,” with which her own 
name is closely associated, “ I Know that My 
Redeemer Liveth.” “It is,” in her opinion, 
“most musicianly, melodious, and ex- 
pressive.” 

The great oratorio to which our leading 


‘tenor and soprano thus pay tribute is by far 
the most popular of all 


Handels works, 


although “ Israel in Egypt,” in the frequency 





Sims Reeves sing it at the Albert 
Vol. xxi.—66. 
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of its performance, is a good second. The story 
of “The Messiah” is one of the most extra- 
ordinary in the annals of music. It was written 
in twenty-four days! The words were chosen 
from Scripture by Mr. Charles Jennens, 
an English friend at whose country house 
Handel was staying. To Dublin belongs 
the honour of its first production, on April 
18th, 1742. Handel was on a visit that 
spring to the Duke of Devonshire, Lord 
Lieutenant of Ireland, and with the aid of 
the Viceregal influence he was able to com- 
mand for the performance the best musical 
resources of the Irish capital, the Cathedral 
choir, for instance, giving the choruses. ‘The 
performance was given 
for the benefit of three 
Dublin charities, and 
there is reason to think 
that the frequency with 
which “The Messiah” has 
always been utilized for 
philanthropic purposes is 
only according to the 
purpose with which it 
was written. 

I cannot find any record 
that in the early days of 
“The Messiah” either 
solo, “I Know that My 
Redeemer Liveth” or 
“Behold and See,” at- 
tracted exceptional atten- 
tion. As to the impression 
the oratorio created on its 
first hearing our only 
source of information is 
Faulkner's) Dublin Jour- 
wal, whose critic wrote: 
“Words are wanting to 
express the exquisite 
delight it afforded to the admiring crowded 
audience. The sublime, the grand, and 
the tender, adapted to the most ele- 
vated, majestic, and moving words, con- 
spired to transport and charm the ravished 
heart and ear.” “The Messiah” was pro- 
duced in London on March 23rd, 1742, 
but although Handel was then at the height 
of his fame no reference to the oratorio is to 
be found in the London Press of that year. 
Charles Jennens, Handel’s “collaborator,” at 
any rate, can have had no suspicion of the 
immortality to which such airs as “I Know 
that My Redeemer Liveth” were destined. 
“I shall show you,” he writes to a friend in 
1745, “a collection I gave Handel called 
‘Messiah,’ which I value highly, and he has 
made a fine entertainment of it, though not 
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near as good as he might and ought to have 
done. I have with great difficulty made him 
correct some of the grossest faults in com- 
position.” 


Courage is generally required to recognise 
the greatest achievement in contemporary 
work, and Miss Clara Butt has certainly 
shown this quelity in her reply to my 
question. “Of all the later works,” declares 
the eminent singer, “ Edward Elgar’s ‘The 
Dream of Gerontius’ shows the highest art 
and genius, in my opinion.” 

It may be said, however, that Miss Butt 
has only crystallized into one sentence the 
judgment generally passed 
by the critics on this musi- 
cal setting of Cardinal 
Newman’s well-known 
poem when it was first 
heard at the Birmingham 
Festival last October. In 
a musical review of the 
year 1900, too, I find 
this reference to the 
work: “ The cantata made 
a very deep impression, 
and for its scholarly at- 
tributes, in union with 
beautiful treatment of a 
sublime theme, was 
deemed worthy to rank 
among the best modern 
productions of its kind.” 
The cantata, which treats 
of the feelings and emo- 
tions of the dying Geron- 
tius, was sung by Mr. 
Edward Lloyd as the 
Roman soldier and Miss 
Marie Brema as the angel. 
Mr. Elgar, it may be added, is a Worcester- 
shire man, residing at Malvern, who has 
been writing successfully for the festivals 
since about 1892. 


My question was unfortunately misunder- 
stood by Dr. Saint-Saëns, and before the 
misunderstanding could be removed the 
French musician was beyond reach, having 
left home for two or three months’ travel. 
The reply, although not strictly within the 
scope of this article, will have its own 
interest, however, for the many admirers 
which Dr. Saint-Saëns has in this 
country, inasmuch as it indicates that 
of his own compositions the Third Sym-- 
phony in C Minor has the first place in 
his own heart. 
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WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY FRANK FOULSHAM AND A. C. BANFIELD. 


ACCORDING to the late Dr. 
SY! Percy, who held the office of 
Superintendent of Ventilation 
at the Houses of Parliament 
1865 up to the time of 
his death in 1889, human 
sensations are not always infallible with 
respect to judging of atmospheric tempera- 
ture, as the same external temperature does 
not always equally affect the same individual. 
The state of the stomach as to the quantity 
of food which it contains, the amount of 
alcoholic liquor circulating through the 
system, previous muscular exertion, and the 
stimulation of mental excitement all tend to 
modify our susceptibility to atmospheric 
temperatures. Different individuals ex- 
perience different sensations according to 
their habits (particularly as to the use of 
cold ablutions), their clothing, and the 
climate of the country in which they have 
mostly resided. 

It has actually occurred that two mem- 
bers sitting in the Debating Chamber of 
the House of Commons have simultaneously 
complained that the temperature was atro- 
cious—one declaring that it was most un- 
comfortably low, the other asserting that it 
was intolerably high ! 

The task allotted to the Chief Engineer of 
the Houses of Parliament has been both 
complex and difficult; the difficulty has 
arisen largely from the site and construc- 
tion of the present buildings and from the 
delicate conditions to be fulfilled. It has 
puzzled many brains to find a satisfactory 
solution to this problem. How can the 
most perfect hygienic arrangements be em- 
bodied in a huge 





pose of improving the ventilation of the 
building generally. Sometimes the com- 
mittees distinguished themselves by totally 
reversing the opinions of their immediate 
predecessors ; but by the help of competent 
men some few years ago a system was 
adopted which appears to give general satis- 
faction. 

After an inspection of the present system 
of ventilating the Houses of Parliament the 
visitor cannot fail to regard the members 
as very spoilt darlings indeed, so elaborate 
are the devices and such enormous space 
sacrificed for the purpose of keeping the 
brains of our legislators at a normal tem- 
perature. 

At one time the Clock and Victoria 
Towers were used as down-cast shafts for the 
admission of fresh air to the building, but 
as it was sometimes a puzzle to find the 
needful freshness amidst the smoke and 
other constituents of an elevation of from 
25oft. to 300ft. above the level of London 
streets, the plan was finally abandoned. 

One would think that a much healthier 
atmosphere could be captured higher up than 
the famous Terrace, which is almost ona 
level with the Thames, but notwithstanding 
the risk of occasional contamination due to 
passing barges containing refuse, the smoke 
issuing from the funnels of steamboats, and 
the plentiful supply of old-fashioned mud laid 
bare at low water, it was decided that the 
Terrace was the more favourable for the 
purpose, owing to the width of the river and 
the practical immunity from  road-dust ; 


whilst it was also argued by a distinguished 
scientist that the action of the tide was of 





and intricately- 
planned building 
designed more in 
consonance with 
sentimental and 
historical feelings 
than in compli- 
ance with hygienic 
arrangements ? 
During the past 
fifty or sixty years 
the subject has 
met with much 


attention, and 
committees have 
been appointed 





for the pur- 
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NO. I --THE FRESH AIR INTAKES ON THE TERRACE, 
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which the air 
passes to be cooled 
and cleansed from 
the smutsfor which 
atmospheric Lon- 
don is infamous 
(No. 2.) The air, 
travelling through 
a passage (No. 3), 
may, if considered 
necessary, be fur- 
ther cooled by a 
series of similar 
sprays. ‘The floors 
are, of course, 
waterproof. 
Screens of light, 
Open canvas pro- 
tect the walls and 
roof, at the same 
time acting as cool- 











NO. 2.—ALL AIR USED PASSES THROUGH THIS 
GATEWAY. 





advantage in producing a change or 
supply of air. 

The House of Commons obtains 
its necessary ventilation, in the first 
place, from several intakes on the 
‘Terrace. ‘Three of these, as shown 
in photograph No. 1, are exclu- 
sively appropriated to the ventila- 
tion of the Debating Chamber and 
lobbies. The air is drawn through 
the barred openings to three separate 
chambers in the basement of the 
building. In each of these chambers 
are fitted spray jets, forming, when in 
action, a sort of water-curtain through 








NO, 4. —1CE-RACKS OVER 
WHICH THE AIR IS DRAWN 
IN HOT WEATHER. 


ers. Here there is 
also an apparatus 
for humidifying the 
air when the tem- 
perature calls for 
such treatment. 
At the end of the 
passage are huge 
shelves or racks 
upon which blocks 
of ice are placed 
(No. 4), so that 
there is not much 
chance of the air 
retaining its sum- 
mer warmth after 
NO. 3-—TROUGHS AND WATER-SI'KAYS FOR PURIFYING fiie ar reaching this point. 
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Passing through a side pass- 
age, usually kept closed, the 
visitor comes in view of a 72in. 
diameter fan (No. 5), which is 
only used in foggy weather, for 
the purpose of forcing the air at 
greater velocity along the pass- 
ages from the intakes on the 
Terrace towards an ingeniously 
constructed fog-filter to be de- 
scribed later. 

When the atmosphere is free 
from fog a considerable inward 
draught is created by a huge 
coke fire always kept burning 
at the base of the Clock Tower, 
through which the contaminated 
air finally makes its exit. 
























NO. 5.—THE GIGANTIC FAN FOR FORCING THE 
AIR THROUGH THE FILTER, 






that only pure air shall reach the 
Chamber above. The fan already 
referred to is put in motion. This 
has the effect of forcing the air 
farther beyond the canvas screen 
intoa most ingeniously constructed 
fog-filtering apparatus. 

This isa V-shaped chamber, the 
sides being fitted with double 
frames of strong wire netting, be- 
tween which are placed two layers 
of the finest cotton-wool. ‘The 
doors of this chamber (No. 7), 
of which there are three, all dust- 
tight, are closed. The inrushing 
air from the canvas screen has, 
in its progress through the 





NO. 6.—CANVAS SCREENS THROUGH 
WHICH THE AIR IS FILTERED, 


After passing through 
the ice-rack the incoming 
air passes along until it 
is discharged against a 
screen of canvas having 
the area of 600 superficial 
feet (No. 6). This effect- 
ually arrests any particles 
of dust or smuts that may 
have escaped through the 
water - sprays, whilst it 
permits a free passage of 
purified air through the 
corridor beyond. 

In foggy weather still 
more elaborate precau- 
tions are taken to insure 











NO. 7.— ENTRANCE TO THE FOG-FILTERK, 
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latter, left most of its “blacks,” smuts, 
or dust behind, but its foggy character 
is not yet destroyed. The filter does the 
trick. Forced against the sloping sides of 
the chamber, the air pierces a double thick- 





through regulating openings to one overhead, 
wherein is placed the warming apparatus, 
consisting of rows of steam-heated batteries, 
the invention of the late Sir Christopher 
Gurney. Each battery consists of a number 





NO. 8.—INTERIOR OF THE FOG-FILTER—LAYING ON THE SHEETS OF COTTON-WOOL. 


uess of cotton-wool (No. 8), leaving behind 
it all traces of impurities, as the outside 
layer of the material testifies after three 
days’ use: it has turned from a pure and 
snowy white into a something strongly re- 
sembling a stoker’s oil-rag! (No. 9). The 
fog-filtering surface exceeds 1,000 square feet 
in area. Should there be a continuance of 
foggy weather very frequent renewals of the 
wool are necessary, otherwise the filter 
becomes entirely 
clogged with 
sooty matter. 

In fine weather 
the sloping fog- 
filtering screens 
are not used. 
The doors are 
open wide, allow- 
ing the air to 
enter from the 
passage leading 
from the canvas 
screen. 

The air, as 
soon as it reaches the interior of the V- 
shaped chamber shown in the photograph 
(No. 8), is as pure as the ingenuity of man 
can make it in London. 

From this chamber the air passes upwards 
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NO. 9.—COTTON-WOOL BEFORE AND AFTER USE IN THE FOG-FILTER. 


of rectangular plates of copper or zinc 
The plates are fixed on a steam-pipe running 
through their centre, about two inches 
apart (No. 10.) 

The thin layers of air between the plates 
are speedily warmed, and ascend to make 
room for other layers. Thus an upward 
current of gently warmed air is established. 
The flow of the heated current may be 
checked effectively by placing cloths over the 
batteries. This 
prevents the 
warm air escap- 
ing from the bat- 
teries to make 
room for a fresh 


supply, whilst the 
change is less 


noticeable than 
would be the 
case were the 
steam turned off 
altogether, an 
event likely to 
prove unpleasant 
to the members of Parliament assembled 
above. 

From the battery-room the air, whether 
heated, cooled, or filtered, rises into another, 
the ceiling of which is low and sloping at 
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NO, 10.—THE AIR-HEATING CHAMBER, 


each side, corresponding exactly with the 
tiers of seats in the Debating Chamber of the 
Commons, immediately above. 

Here, under the feet of the legislators, is 
the necessary apparatus to insure an equable 
temperature in the Chamber. Here are the 
controlling flaps and valves, in charge. of 
experienced attendants during the sittings, 
whoare ready at any moment to send upwards 
currents strong enough, if necessary, to 
almost blow the mats off the Chamber floor ; 
to direct a warm current to one corner, which 
may need it, owing 
to a lack of mem- 
bers on that par- 
ticular spot; or to 
admit a cooler 
draught to the 
crowded portions 
of the House 
(No. 11). 

Over each open- 
ing a thermometer 
is suspended, to 
guide the attendant 
in his endeavours 
to please the 600 
odd men whose 
idiosyncrasies on 
the subject of 
ventilation are 
many and varied. 

The air passes 
into the all-im- 
portant Chamber 
through its floor of 
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perforated iron plates, covered with a matting 
of net. In front of the benches are heavier 
mats, to protect the members’ feet whilst they 
sit or stand up to address the House. Much 
of the flooring, however, is used for the ingress 
of air. Then there are side panels which 
are utilized for the same purpose, when 
desirable ; and beneath the galleries are a 
number of flues, discharging fresh air from 
behind the fretwork of the cornice above the 
panelling, but at such an elevation as not to 
inconvenience members sitting near. Above 








Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


440 


the floor-line right around the Chamber are 
means of air- ingress, whilst the Visitors’, 
Ladies’, and Press Galleries are also care- 
fully supplied. 

And what becomes of the vitiated air? 
The lighting of the Chamber helps in no 
little way-to send it ‘merrily on its way 
skyward. For this reason gas is likely to be 
retained in: the Chamber for some time to 
come. There are sixty-four great lights in 
the ceiling, to each. of which is fitted a 
3%4in. diameter flue-tube. The draught 
created here is immense, and helps to rush 
the vitiated air to .a huge flue, which is 
carried a considerable distance through the 
spent-air passage to } 
the Clock Tower = 
shaft, where a coke 
fire creates -the 
necessary upward 
draught (No. 12). 

The glass panels 
in the ceiling of 
the Debating 
Chamber are 
raised sufficiently 
to give a consider- 
able area of space 
between their 
edges and the 
beams that give 
support to the 
ceiling. Through 
these openings a 


ties 
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great deal of the vitiated air escapes into a 
large space above, where there is a perfect 
network of ventilating tubes and shafts. This 
space is fitted with a great shutter, which 
can be hydraulically operated from the air- 
equalizing chamber beneath the floor of the 
House. When this shutter is opened the 
vitiated air rushes towards a wide-mouthed 
shaft, at ‘he base of which a huge coke fire 
burns with a similar purpose to that already 
mentioned. In this way the bad air finds an 
outlet 20o0ft. above. 

The Houses of Parliament throughout are 
ventilated with an equal amount of elaborate 
care. Over seventy hands are continuously 
employed in this 
department alone. 

‘There is one 
thing that very for- 
cibly strikes the 
visitor who may 
be privileged to 
see over this won- 
derful system of 
providing fresh air 
for the nation’s 
legislative brains : 
His Majesty’s 
Houses of Parlia- 
ment must be the 
healthiest place in 
England wherein 
to spend a few 
hours daily ! 





NO, 12,—FIRE FOR HEATING THE AIR. 
THIS FIRE HAS NOT BEEN OUT SINCE 1840. 
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PRONS A MOTOR, CAR 





ANDAL was just about to 
|| start for the station to meet 
his aunt, Miss Ilchester, when 

A] word was brought that he was 
į required at Mrs. Cranfield’s 
J immediately. It was a sum- 
mons which a doctor could not possibly 
neglect. The motor-car was actually at the 
door. I was at the door; Holmes was at 
the door; and so was Randal. Mrs. Cran- 
field’s house was within ten minutes’ walk. 
The station was at a distance of about four 
miles. 

Randal rubbed his chin. 

“T shall have to go to that old woman’s 
—and pretty quickly too—or I shall hear of 
it. And Miss Ilchester will have to be met ; 
we shall have all our work cut out to get 
there. There’s no time to put the mare in; 
not to speak of her being still lame. I suppose, 
Holmes, you couldn’t drive the motor-car ?” 

“No, sir, begging of your pardon, but I 
could not.” 

The expression on Holmes’s face as he said 
this was remarkable. He could not have 
looked more acidulated had Randal requested 
him to murder his mother. 

Randal glanced my way—interrogation in 
his eye. 

“ Eh, Short ?—think you could ?” 

Vol. xxi. —66. 
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“Well; I never have driven a motor-car, 
but that’s no reason why I never should.” 

“Tt certainly isn’t; all the other way. 
You’ve seen me drive. I’ve explained to 
you about the starting, stopping, and steering 
—all thats necessary for you to know. 
There’s nothing in it—would you like to try 
your hand? My aunt will have to be met, 
and it seems that I can’t meet her.” 

“Well; that’s just what I was feeling.” 

“Then that’s all right ; off you go; there’s 
no time to waste. Aunt will jacket you like 
anything if she’s there first. Holmes will 
show you the way. I hope, Holmes, you do 
know the way to the station ? ” 

“Yes, I do know the way to the station.” 

“Then jump up and sit by Mr. Short— 
unless you’re afraid ?” 

“No, I’m not afraid.” 

“You understand, Short—you pull this 
handle when you want to start, and the 
farther you pull it the faster you go. This is 
the brake ; this is the alarm; and this is the 
steerer—turn this way when you want to go 
to the right, and that for the left. Only have 
a light hand, because it answers to the 
slightest touch.” 

“I see. You pull this handle when you 
want to start—halloa !” 

I must have moved the handle in question 
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quite inadvertently ; because, on a sudden, 
the machine began to move in a forward 
direction, and in another couple of seconds 
we should have dashed into the one chestnut 
tree which gives Randal’s house its name 
had I not, with great presence of mind, 
pulled up in time. 

“ Precisely,” remarked the doctor. ‘Only, 
don’t pull the handle unless you do want to 
start; as I’ve said, the whole machine 
answers to the slightest touch.” He glanced 
at his watch. ‘ Now you ought to be off.” 

An instant conviction flashed across my 
mind that he was right; though in a different 
sense to that which he intended. A glance 
which I caught at Holmes’s countenance 
showed me that his conviction upon that 
point was even stronger than mine. The 
unexpected rush which the machine’ had 
made for that chestnut tree had given me 
quite a curious sensation. But Randal gave 
me no opportunity for that calm reflection 
which the matter demanded. 

“Now then, start away.” We did start; 
again almost inadvertently. It was with what 
almost amounted to a thrill of relief that I 
realized that we had cleared the gate and, 
after a sharp turn, were heading straight 
along the road. Randal’s voice came after 
us: “ Don’t be afraid of giving her her head. 
She won't tire. You've ‘only got just over 
twenty minutes to do it in.” 

No sooner was The Chestnuts being left 
behind and we -were really off than it 
was borne in on to me with irresistible 
clearness that I was a person who was, 
in many respects, wholly unfitted to drive 
a motor-car. The puzzle of how I ever 
came to allow myself to occupy such 
a position was already filling me with 
bewildered amazement. In the first place, I 
never could drive anything. I hate driving. 
I have always been unhappy on the few 
occasions on which I have held a pair of 
reins. Then, I am short- sighted. For 
instance, on that particular occasion we 
had not gone a hundred yards before I 
became aware that my glasses were crooked. 
Although that fact naturally impeded my 
vision I dared not release either hand for 
the purpose of setting them straight. What 
might become of the machine if, while it 
was careering along at that rate, I let go of 
it for an instant, I did not like to think. 
And I did not know how Holmes would 
take it if I were to ask him to set 
them straight upon my nose. Again, I 
am of a nervous disposition, especially 
when I find myself in a situation to 
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which I am unaccustomed. As the car 
wheezed and rumbled along I was becom- 
ing more and more conscious that I knew no 
more about the thing really than about the 
man in the moon. To my anxious fancy 
there seemed to be an unusual tone in the 
panting noise which it was making; while 
—although I did no more than keep my 
hand near the steering - wheel—it wobbled 
about in a manner which was distinctly 
unbecoming. 

With a view of obtaining reassurance on 
certain points on which I was in doubt I 
addressed to Holmes what was intended to 
be a cheerful little observation. 

“Going along nicely, don’t you think ? ” 

I do not hesitate to say that his reply was 
unexpected. 

“Glad I’m insured. I’ve paid my club 
money regularly every week for two-and- 
twenty years.” 

What could have induced him to suppose 
that that was a subject in which I was in- 
terested at that particular moment, I was at 
a loss to imagine. No theme could have 
been farther from my thoughts. The idea 
that, in consequence of my innocent remark, 
he should have dragged it in by the head and 
heels really pained me. Yet, as I had 
gathered from Randal that the man was, in 
his way, a character, I felt that it perhaps 
might be as well not to show resentment. 

“Very praiseworthy of you to persevere, 
I’m sure. Every person ought to have an 
eye to the future, no matter what his position 
in life may be. You seem to enjoy excellent 
health.” 

“Tt isn’t only a question of health. 
insured against accidents, too.” 

“ Accidents? Ah! it is just as well to be 
prepared for every eventuality. Though why 
you speak of that just now I don’t quite 
gather.” 

“Don’t you? Then I do. I can't help 
it if the doctor discharges me to-morrow, but 
if I come back from this little trip alive it’s 
as much as I expect! Are you going to take 
us through that hedge, sir?” 

The fellow’s words so startled me that I 
suppose that, without intending it, I must 
have given the steering-wheel a turn, because, 
without the slightest warning, swerving to 
one side, we began racing across the road 
towards the quickset hedge. I gave the 
wheel a twirl, which brought us back upon 
the road, and going pretty straight. Only in 
my anxiety to get the steering apparatus in 
the proper position I must have given an 
extra tug at the starting handle; in con- 
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sequence of which we began tearing along at 
what seemed to me to be a pace of about 
sixty miles an hour. Before I could correct 
my error and bring the machine to a stand- 
still—which I did with a jerk which almost 
threw us on to the road—my glasses were all 
aslant, and my cap had been torn off my 
head by the rush of air. 

My feelings, when we were stationary, 
were of a somewhat complicated kind. I 
was at any rate able to take advantage of the 
pause to place my glasses in their proper 
position on the bridge of my nose. Holmes 
indulged himself with comments of his own. 

“That was a lively bit. This motor-car’s 
a kind of aacrobat. It’s all over the place 
at once.” 

“It was the remark you made which 
startled me.” 

“And it was the way you jumped us 
about which star- 
tled me. There’s 
one thing to be 
thankful for — we 
are still alive!” 

“ May I ask you 
to get down and 
fetch me my cap? 
I fancy it must be 
lying some little 
distance behind us 
on the road.” 

“You'll excuse 
me, sir, but if I 
once do get off this 
beauty Pll never 
get on again, so 
long as I’ve my 
seven senses. 
Understand that.” 

I looked at the 
fellow. Randal had 
certainly been right 
in describing him 
as a character. I 
should have added 
to that description a few remarks of my own. 
But as, under the circumstances, I had no 
wish to be left in sole custody of that evi- 
dently erratic machine, I judged it prudent 
to go in search of my hat myself. 

“ I suppose if I leave you while I go and 
look for it, I can trust you not to play tricks 
with the machinery ?” 

“ Play tricks with the machinery !—me! I 
wouldn’t touch anything not if you was to 
give me £1,000.” 

The sincerity of his tone was unmistakable. 
While I hunted for my cap, which proved to 
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be farther in the rear than I had supposed, I 
had reason to congratulate myself that 
that was a lonely country road. It proved 
to have found a haven in the ditch. 
As I endeavoured to free it from some 
portion of the wet and mud I was 
beset by a temptation to march straight 
back to The Chestnuts, leaving the motor- 
car—with Holmes in it—planted exactly 
where it was. But something which was not 
exactly principle prevailed, so that I retraced 
my steps towards that latest example of 
human ingenuity. When I reached it I tried 
to parley with Holmes. 

“ After all, Holmes, you know a great deal 
more about driving than I do, and you can’t 
know less about a motor-car ; so thať I can’t 
help thinking that the thing will be much 
safer in your hands than in mine. So 
strongly do I feel this to be the case that if 





“MY CAP PROVED TO HAVE FOUND A HAVEN IN THE DITCH.” 


you'll drive for the remainder of the distance 
I—I'll give you half a sovereign.” 

“Thank you, sir; but not for a hundred 
half a sovereigns. If you don’t know more 
about a motor-car than I do, then I’m sorry 
for both of us. That’s all I can say.” 

“ But you are a coachman !” 

“ A ’oss coachman ; but not a motor-car 
coachman—as yet ; and that I never sha’n’t 
be. I was as good as born in a stable, and 
was used to the ways of ’osses before I was 
breeched. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do 
for a ’9ss—nothing. And all the ’osses ever 
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I come across knows it as soon as they get a 
smell at me. I never thought I should come 
to be sitting in a thing like this. And as to 
driving one—why, if I was to meet a ’oss as 
I was going along, I should have to get down 
and beg his pardon. I shouldn’t be ’appy if 
I was to let him see me doing a thing like 
that.” 

Since, after such a confession of faith, 
reasoning would be plainly thrown away, I 
resumed my seat and we re-started. I am 
not about to suggest that the rest of the 
journey was a period of complete enjoyment, 
for either Holmes or myself. Or that it was 
wholly devoid of incidents. When we had 
gone some way farther—at varying rates of 
speed f I found it difficult to maintain the 
same rate ; the fingers which held the starting 
handle would fidget—I descried, or thought 
I descried, an object in the distance. Pre- 
viously we had had the road to ourselves. 

“Isn’t that someone in front ?” 

“Its a woman. She’s half a mile away. 


You needn’t get ready to pass her just at- 


present.” 

For this remark I was indebted to the fact 
that the mere sight of a person who would 
have to be passed began to worry me right 
away. Possibly I did make a sudden move- 
ment across the road with the object of 
letting her have her side entirely to herself 
when we did draw near. With that cautious 
policy which always does actuate me in 
moments of difficulty I moderated the 
pace at which we were moving, apparently 
to a degree which Holmes considered un- 
justifiable. 

“I should say you was going under four 
miles an hour, sir. It’s about three miles to 
the station, and you’ve got about ten minutes 
to do it in. At this rate I don’t see how 
you're going to get there in the time.” 

“Three miles in ten minutes; it’s im- 
possible !” 

“Ts it? I have been told these things 
can do sixty miles an hour, and Mr. Trafford 
Smith, who lent this one to the governor, I 
heard him say that he himself has done forty 
mile an hour in it.” 

“Forty miles an hour! I can assure you, 
Holmes, that I don’t intend to attempt to do 
anything of the kind.” 

“No, nor yet four, not by the look of it. 
Only Miss Ilchester, she won’t like being 
kept waiting—and the governor won’t like it 
neither.” 

“ Goodness, man! what do you want me 
to do? I’m doing the best I can, although 
I'll go faster if you think it’s necessary.” 
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“Tt’s not so much that as it is that if you 
don’t go faster it won’t be no good going 
at all; because, from what I know of Miss 
Ilchester, she'll have gone back home before 
you get there.” 

Although I was well aware of the hazard 
attending any hasty manipulation of the 
mechanism of the car, particularly as the 
foot-passenger—from whom I had never 
once removed my eyes—was now within 
sixty or seventy yards of us, the man’s 
insistence so annoyed me that I resolved 
to increase our rate of progress. With that 
view I moved the starting handle just a little 
forward—at least, such was my intention. 
But, in my anxiety—for the propinquity of 
the female, who still seemed unconscious of 
our approach, made me ridiculously nervous 
—I must have moved it farther than I 
desired. Instantly the machine gave a kind 
of jump—a performance in which it seemed 
disposed to indulge on the slightest pro- 
vocation — and we were rushing onward 
at goodness alone could tell what speed. 
Wishing to sufficiently advertise our coming 
I squeezed the india-rubber bulb which 
Randal had described as the “alarm.” 
Immediately the air was rent by the most 
discordant sounds. The woman in front of 
us—who, I am convinced, must have been 
pretty nearly stone-deaf—seemed to be for 
the first time roused to a consciousness of 
our existence. The “alarm” affected her to 
an extent which was entirely unlooked-for. 
She positively leaped right off her feet. 
When, on twisting round her head, she saw 
us rushing towards her, she made not the 
slightest attempt to get out of our way, but 
collapsed—just as we were close upon her— 
in a heap upon the ground. The singularity 
of her behaviour caused me to make such a 
sudden attack upon the steering-wheel that 
it was a wonder we did not go right over her. 
Mercifully, however, we just grazed the hem 
of her dress, though, from the jolt we had, 
we must have come in contact with a basket, 
or a parcel, or something which she had 
dropped from her hand. 

So unstrung was I by the thought of how 
nearly I had been the cause of the annihila- 
tion of a sentient human being that I was 
trembling like a child. 

“Thank Heaven,” I murmured, “that we 
didn’t kill her quite.” 

The strange creature at my side imme- 
diately gave utterance to sentiments which 
filled me with amazement. 

“Pity you didn’t. It would be just as 
well if some of them old women was killed off. 
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“í SHE POSITIVELY LEAPED RIGHT OFF HER FEET.” 


Seem to think that all the roads in the 
country was made for their own private and 
particular use. It’s no use shouting at ’em 
—not a bit. The only way to get past is to 
drive straight into the hedge. And then if 
you do get upset they want to know what 
you think you was a-doing of.” 

I made no reply ; feeling that it would be 
worse than waste of time to bandy words 
with an individual who could give utterance 
to sentiments of that description. 

We did reach our destination at last, 
after one or two other little incidents. 
The railway company have placed their 
station at the extreme end of the village— 
Berrymead is a village, though its inhabitants 
amuse themselves by calling it a town. 
Its principal, and practically only, street is 
not a very wide one, nor a very straight one 
either. And as the people thereabouts have 
a way of leaving their vehicles by the road- 
side in charge of no one in particular, while 
their owners waste their time in what they 
are pleased to call “ business,” our progress 
was the cause of one or two rather lively 
diversions. A frisky pony dashed off with a 
governess-cart, under the apparent impression 
that something was going to happen ; while a 
huge cart-horse insisted on standing on its 
hind legs, as if the very sight of us was 
sufficient to cause it to suppose itself a star 
performer in a circus. But these were 
trivialities. What was no trifle was the fact 
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that when we did 
arrive at the 
station we were 
something like 
an hour behind 
the appointed 
time; while I 
was a mixture of 
heat, worry, rage, 
nervousness, and 
misery. 

A large, fresh- 
complexioned 
lady was stand- 
ing on the steps. 
At sight of her 
Holmes nudged 
me in the side. 

“Thats her,” 
he murmured. 
Immediately 
adding, by way 
of increasing my 


comfort: “ Now 
were agoing to 
get it.” 


I brought the car to a standstill, not, I 
was aware, in very workmanlike fashion, nor 
as near to the steps as I had intended. I 
had found it difficult to arrest the machine 
exactly where I desired, and experience had 
already taught me that it was better to stop 
at what might be called a prudent distance. 
I had no wish to let the thing run right up 
the steps and into the station. 

“Miss Ilchester?” I inquired, as I 
removed my muddy cap with a tremulous 
hand, painfully conscious of my dishevelled 
appearance. The lady looked at me, then at 
Holmes, thei at the machine—very much at 
the machine—then back again at me. 

“Who are you?” she demanded. I ex- 
plained ; so far as I was able. Her manner 
was not conciliatory. “It’s a pity you should 
have troubled. There’s a train starting in 
ten minutes to take me back again.” 

I remarked that I was aware that we were 
a little late, which I sincerely regretted. 

She favoured the motor with another stare. 

“Do you mean to say John Randal has 
sent that thing to carry me to his house ? ” 
I was about to repeat my former attempt at 
an explanation when she cut me short, 
addressing herself to Holmes : “ Isn’t there 
a Christian vehicle about the place, adapted 
to the requirements of a Christian woman ?” 

Holmes touched the brim of his hat. 

“Mare’s lame, miss. Ain’t been no time 
to get another.” 
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She marched round the car, examining it 
in detail. By this time a little crowd of 
loafers had assembled, who also evinced a 
disposition to be curious. My sense of 
dissatisfaction was not growing less. Finally, 
planting herself beside me, she regarded me 
with a pair of keen eyes. 

“Ts the thing perfectly safe ? 
you an expert driver ?” 

“Good gracious, no. 
other way. Are you?” 

“ Am I ?—Man !—What do you mean ?” 

“T can only tell you, madam, that I never 
drove a machine of the kind before ; and Pil 
take uncommonly good care that I never do 
again.” 

Ido not know what there was about my 
remark—which was spoken in a perfectly 
audible tone of voice—to cause certain of 
the bystanders to giggle. They did. My 
candour seemed to surprise Miss IIchester. 

“It’s very extraordinary that John Randal 
should send such a thing, in charge of such 
a person, to carry me to his house. I hope, 
at least, that you don’t career along at the 
rate of a hundred miles an hour, as I have 
been told that these things can do.” 

At this the wretched Holmes—towards 
whom I was becoming conscious of a feeling 
almost amounting to positive hatred—broke 
into a distinct chuckle. 

“Mr. Short, he don’t do no hundred miles 
an hour, miss. More like one. We've took 
two hours to get here. I could have ’opped 
it in less time.” 

The statement was a preposterous €x- 
aggeration. But I could not consent to 
argument with a common coachman. The 
fellow’s words — whieh certain members of 
the crowd seemed to find amusing; if I 
had not exercised great self-control I should 
have resented the behaviour of an individual 
who, I am persuaded, was a butcher—appar- 
ently tended to reassure Miss Ilchester. She 
directed the porter to bring out her luggage. 
It was brought out, proving to be contained 
in thirteen or fourteen packages, as is the 
manner of a particular kind of female when 
travelling. The various articles were dis- 
tributed about the car in such a manner 
that I really thought we should have to get 
off to make room for them. Finally, I found 
that my feet were resting on what looked 
like a bundle of rugs, causing my knees 
to be hunched up in the neighbourhood 
of my chin. A bonnet-box was on the seat 
between Holmes and myself, nearly forcing 
both of us into the road. A huge dress- 
trunk was on the dash-board, while how they 
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found space for Miss Ilchester and her 
property on the seat behind was a problem I 
do not pretend to solve. 

“ Now for the hundred miles an hour!” 

The remark emanated from the person 
who I was convinced wasa butcher. As a 
matter of fact we were so encumbered with 
Miss Ilchester’s impedimenta that it was 
actually dangerous for us to move at all, as 
events quickly showed. But I had been so 
annoyed by the remarks which had been 
made in my own hearing, and by the manner 
in which they had been received, that I was 
quite resolved to show Holmes and Miss 
Ilchester, and everybody else who had been 
good enough to show themselves interested 
in the matter, that there were occasions on 
which it might be difficult to out-hop that 
motor-car. The butchers observation—I 
am sure he was a butcher!—clinched the 
matter. 

“Out of the way!” I shouted—just to let 
them understand that I did mean business. 

Before one or two of the loiterers had 
really time to leap aside I had pulled the 
starting-lever, twisted the steering-wheel, and 
we were tearing down the village street at a 
pace which, I rather fancy, took some of 
their breath away. I know it took nearly all 
mine. Miss Ilchester screamed ; I could 
hear her voice above the cries of the people. 

“ Give her her ’ead!” exclaimed Holmes. 
“Lord save us all from sudden death !— 
There’s a cart in front !” 

I had learnt that in such cases it was 
wiser to leave the task of getting out of the 
way to the other side. 

I was dimly conscious that some sort of 
vehicle was dragged, as it seemed, from right 
under our wheels. Observations of a dis- 
tinctly objectionable kind reached my ears. 
I believe they proceeded from the driver, 
who, I have a faint notion, was standing up 
in the cart in an attitude of violent indigna- 
tion. But details went unnoticed. We were 
going very much faster than I had intended. 
‘That diabolical machine seemed to have an 
incendiary inclination to increase its speed 
upon the slightest provocation. But allusions 
had been made to a hundred miles an hour ; 
and also to hopping. I was quite determined 
to let everybody see that there were moments 
during which pace was to me absolutely no 
object. So I made not the slightest effort to 
moderate our mad career. 

There is a vague impression in my mind 
that our proceedings created no slight amount 
of interest. People ran to the doors, and 
sonie of them rushed off the footpaths into 
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the houses. Windows were thrown up; 
heads thrust out. The whole place was in a 
condition of excitement. Something tumbled 
off the car. I am confirmed in the belief 
by a remark which came from Holmes. 

“There goes two boxes and a bundle!” 

I have a faint notion that someone— 
probably Miss Ilchester—shrieked out to me 
to stop and pick up the fallen property. But 





` U MISS ILCHESTER SHRIEKED OUT TO ME TO STOP.” 


the lady kept indulging in a series of shrill 
exclamations ; and the car was making such 
a noise upon its own account, that it was 
difficult to distinguish exactly what was said. 
All at once, however, some unmistakably 
audible observations did salute my ear. 


“Stop! Stop there! You're going too 
fast!” 
By whom the words were uttered I, 


personally, had not the least idea. But it 
seemed that Holmes had. I should not have 
been surprised to learn that he had eyes all 
round his head. 

“That’s the p'liceman ; that’s old Coppard. 
I owe him one. Mr. Short, sir, don’t you 
stop for no such man as him.” 

I did not. To be frank, I could not. An 
unpleasant suspicion was beginning to dawn 
on me that the motor was beyond my control; 
that the jerk I had given the starting-lever 
had caused something dreadful to happen to 
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the machinery. It seemed to me that the 
handle was resisting the attempts I was 
making to persuade it to move. There was 
a sudden jolting. 

“Run over something!” exclaimed Holmes. 
“Ts ita baby?” He looked behind. My heart 
was in my mouth. “ Mail-cart. Took the baby 
out just in time. We shall run over something 
worth running over if we go on very long like 
this.” 

I was becom- 
ing aware that 
people were call- 
ing at us as we 
passed, that 
warnings were 
being shouted to 
moderate our 
pace. The thing 
was easier talked 
about than done. 
The lever would 
not act. It was 
becoming mo- 
mentarily more 
obvious that 
something had 
gone wrong. 

“Im afraid,” 
I ejaculated, be- 
tween the inter- 
vals of tugging at 
the handle, “that 
I can’t go slower. 
Something’s— 
broken.” 

Holmes’s com- 
ment filled me— 
not for the first time—with amazement. 

“Then that’s all right. I dare bet Coppard 
means business. Hes run himself off his fat 
old legs, and now I shouldn’t be surprised 
but what he telegraphed over to ’em to lock 
us up at the other end. Lets hope that if 
we do kill someone it won’t be no one what’s 
of any account.” 

There was another jolt. Yells seemed to 
assail me from every side. Again Holmes 
twisted himself round in his seat. 

“Unless I’m wrong, that’s Mrs. Perkins. 
She ain’t dead. Only leg broke, or some- 
thing. So long as you keep to them kind 
you won’t do much harm. Old woman like 
her’s better off in ’ospital than she is out 
of it.” 

The man’s sanguinary sentiments made 
my blood run cold. Metaphorically, that is ; 
for as a plain matter of fact the perspiration 
was dropping off my brow., The motor-car 
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was running away. There was not the 
slightest doubt about it. The more I tugged 
at the lever the more it declined to move 
even so much as the fraction of an inch. I 
have no notion what was our rate of speed. 
I know that we seemed to be flying past 
surrounding objects on the wings of the 
wind, and the air pressure against my features 
was unpleasantly 
conspicuous. Merci- 
fully, as I dragged 
at the lever with 
both hands, I had 
to leave the steering- 
wheel alone, or I do 
not know what 
would have hap- 
pened. What actu- 
ally did take place I 
am not prepared to 
state. I can only 
hope that every jolt 
did not mean thet 
we had run over 
someone or some 
thing. 

At last, realizing 
that the case was 
hopeless, I ceased 
to struggle with the 
handle which was 
supposed to keep the 
murderous monster 
under proper con- 
trol, exclaiming :— 

“Its no good. Heaven help us, for no 
one else can!” 

“This is better than ’opping,” was all that 
Holmes observed. 

All at once the car began to tremble— 
almost as if it were gasping for breath. 

“Whats going to ’appen?” demanded 
Holmes. “If it’s going to bust up, the 
question is if itd be better to jump off and 
get smashed up that way or sit tight and get 
blown to pieces t’other.” 

Hardly were the words out of his mouth 
than the car stopped dead. I am unable to 
say why. Possibly it had run itself to a 
standstill; though I am not in a position to 
furnish a logical and scientific disquisition as 
to the why and the wherefore. Throughout 
the creature’s erratic proceedings had been 
quite beyond my comprehension. I know 
that it did stop dead. And that was enough 
for me. 

In a remarkably short space of time we 
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were surrounded by an excited, and distinctly 
abusive, crowd of persons. There seemed 
to be a general impression that I was to 
blame. To attempt to explain, either then 
or afterwards, was simply to waste my 
breath. 

I was summoned for furious driving ; and 
fined, with costs. The persons on the Bench 





“THERE SEEMED TO BE A GENERAL. IMPRESSION THAT I WAS TO BLAME.” 


delivered themselves of some exceedingly 
objectionable remarks, which were reported 
at full length in the local Press. I had to 
compensate the woman Perkins for injury 
to her leg, which was not broken, and which 
I do not believe was really damaged. All 
sorts of ridiculous claims were made against 
me for all sorts of ridiculous things. Miss 
Ilchester actually suggested that I should 
pay her money because — owing to there 
being so much too much of it—some of 
her property tumbled overboard. 

But I kept my temper on that peculiarly 
trying occasion. I wish to preserve it now. 
And would merely remark that the next time 
John Randal sends a motor-car to meet his 
aunt I hope he will intrust it to the hands 
of a more efficient conductor. I have had 
one experience of the vagaries of that kind 
of vehicle. I came out of it alive, even 
physically uninjured. I have no intention of 
tempting fate again in that particular form. 
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The German “ Punch.” 


For the first time in its history the proprietors of the German Punch have allowed a number of their drawings 
to be reproduced in another publication, and this exception to a hitherto invariable rule has been 
made in favour of THE STRAND MAGAZINE, which presents in this paper twenty-three 
excellent drawings from the last three volumes of F/tegende Blatter. 














ay, 






nere ry) |] UST as for sixty years Punch 
Biase Ly has been a national institution 
BSG ai in this country, so has Fviegende 
ESN Di Biätter been a national insti- 
BY aS tution, parallel in almost every 
T SES) way, in Germany ; though for 
a period shorter by 
three years. For while 
our own Punch first 
offered itself to the 
public in July, 1841, it 
was not until October, 
1844, that the German 
Punch began its equally 
and similarly brilliant 
career. And justas our 
own Punch (to speak of 
its past artists alone) re- 
cords with pride the 
names of Keene, Leech, 
Doyle, Tenniel, du 
Maurier, and H. K. 
Browne, so in the pages 
of the German Punch is 
preserved the finest work 
of Braun, Schwind, IIlé, 
Spitzweg, Busch, Ober- 
lander, and Barth. While 
in Steub the German 
publication still has the 
services of one of its old 
brigade, a man of amaz- 
ing industry as well as of 
remarkable ability; in - 
parallel, perhaps (though 
the character of their 
work is wholly different), 
with our own Linley Sam- 
bourne, whose work now 
takes the place of honour 
lately held by that of Sir 
John Tenniel. 
In the year 1843 Kas- 
par Braun, an artist, and 
junior partner in the firm 








and with the view of making an outlet for 
such work in the following year F/regende 
Blatter was instituted. And truly from 
the first the paper has been distinguished 
for superlative excellence in the art of its. 
founders, and even at the present day, when 
wood - engraving is in 
most places looked 
upon as an extinct art, 
Fliegende Biätter con- 
tinues to give many fine 
examples every | week. 
The'last number for 1900, 
for instance, now before 
us, out of nineteen illus- 
trations has eight beautiful 
woodcuts, in addition to 
the title design. 

The title Stegende 
Blatter (Flying Leaves) 
was first conceived as an 
expression of the idea that 
loose sheets of drawings 
and writings had blown 
through the office window, 
and were collected to 
make up the periodical ; 
the words having the col- 
lateral advantage of sug- 
gesting the publication of 
fugitive writings. At first 
the paper dealt freely with 
political matters, but of 
fate years all political 
allusion has been strictly 
excluded. Of the original 
partners, Schneider died 
in 1864, while Kaspar 
Braun survived to see the 
thirty-fifth anniversary of 
the paper’s birth, dying 
late in 1879. But the 
firm is still Braun and 
Schneider, for the eldest 
sons of the old partners 





Business AtLways.—Sfrawiling Be ‘ 
of Dessauer and Braun, ser. “Sir! You have assaulted me ! sve still carry on the business 
? kicked me downstairs! I shall summon you before Efe 
wood engravers, of Mun- a magistrate instantly! I meanit! And here! at Munich. 
i i You had better be prepared with this little manual Z a ? , 
ich, left his firm and eee be prepared with chis af many Kaspar Brauns own 


made a fresh. partnership 
with Friederich Schneider, 
under the style of Braun and Schneider. The 
idea of the young firm was to carry wood- 


engraving to its highest possible perfection, 
Vol. xxi.--57. 
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I can do it on special terms!” 


drawings, of course, made 
a prominent part of the 
attractions of the earlier numbers; and 
here we have still another parallel between 
our own Punch and the German paper. 
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sheets over here; one re- 
presenting the fate of the 
two naughty little Athenians 
who set Diogenes’s tub, 
with the philosopher in it, 
rolling down hill, must still 
be fresh in the memory of 
many. But it is time to 
come to the Fliegende- 
Biätter of to-day, in no 
way less excellent than the 
Fliegende Biätter of old 
time. 

The first- is a specimen 
of the work of Hengeler, 
an artist of considerable 
comic power and force. A 
joke does not always trans- 
late well, though we can 
all appreciate this instance 
of the ruling passion strong 
in defeat. Until the last 
book-canvasser has been 





A Jiguio EcHo.— Tourist. “Isn't there an extraordinary echo to be heard just 
ere 


here? 
Guide, “Extraordinary ! Why, yes, sir. I should think so. Just try now. Shout 
t Two pots of beer’ as loud as you can.” 


Tourist shouts. A pause. Then :— finally kicked down the 
Tourist. ‘* The sound doesn’t seem to come !’ A è k 
Guide (with triumphant fervour). “No, sir—but here comes the beer !” ultimate flight of stairs 


and the world is whelmed 
For Braun’s admirable work bears a remark- in chaos a good book - canvasser joke 
able resemblance in conception, spirit, and will always be welcome to the patrons 
manner to that of Richard Doyle, appearing of comic journals. Next is a drawing by 
contemporaneously in Punch. In the very H. Stockmann, of whom we present other 
early days Filizgende Blitter ap- 
peared (or didn’t) with a certain 
free and easy irregularity, it being 
no uncommon thing for a week’s 
issue to be missed altogether. But 
that state of affairs did not last 
long. Still, the notion of binding 
the publication in half- yearly 
volumes does not seem to have 
struck the proprietors ‘till 1857, 
since which time they have been 
bound and issued regularly, the 
last—to the end of rgoo—being 
numbered 113, volumes being 
counted as from the beginning. 

We have here little space to 
speak in detail of the fine work 
contributed during the first half- 
century of the paper’s existence 
by such men as Moritz Schwind, 
Eduard Illé (still living); Hors- 
chelt, the delineator of horses ; 
Edmund Harburger, who made 
drawings of student life; Dietz, 
Vogel, and Oberlander. Perhaps 
of all the artists of this period 
Wilhelm Busch is the best known 
in this country. His comic en- : Mies 
gravings were often sold in A TICKLISH SITUATION. 
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THE SHORT-SIGHTED ELEPHANT, OR— 


specimens later ; and, following that, 
one by Gratz, who is a forcible 
and usually very humorous draughts- 
man. ‘The tricks of guides on 
travellers, common material of the 
funny story - teller, receive an 
- accession in Stockmann’s drawing 
by the presence of mind of the sly 
old chap who makes a supposed 
echo the occasion for extracting 
an extra drink from his employer. 
You observe his foresight. If he 
had suggested the shout of “4 
pot of beer” his principal might have 
turned the joke disastrously against 
him by emptying the pot himself. 
But two pots—to drink 40/h would 
be merely piggish, and so he is 
sure of his reward, and already 
cocks his eye in thirsty anticipa- 
tion. In Gratz’s drawing of “A 
Ticklish Situation” the tortured 
waiter’s face is put in with a 
freedom of grotesqueness that is 
distinctively German. Who shall 
say what wildernesses of gravy- 
anointed backs, what acres of 
sauced shirt-front, what loads of 
slopped entrée are avenged by the 
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point of that feather! Truly he 
must have been a waiter wicked 
beyond the common to come on 
such a punishment in this world. 
Two other drawings of Gratz, 
making a pair, present a quaint 
conceit of an elephant and a 
bicycle. The bicyclist, arrived at 
a fair, has placed his machine 
against a show platform and has 
presumed to gaze, with something 
of derision, through his double 
eye - glasses at the performing 
elephant. The intelligent pachy- 
derm, having no eye-glasses of its 
own, rather than be at a dis- 
advantage in returning the stare, 
borrows the bicycle for the pur- 
pose, and very good pince-nez it 
makes. Some other of Gratz’s 
drawings here reproduced may be 
superior pictorially, but the idea 
of this pair is new and quaint. 
The other drawing, of the ladies 
with their “lap dog,” is in his 
best vein of humour. The dis- 
concerted official, the ponderous 
quadruped, and the  chorusing 
ladies all alike are admirable. 





STARE FOR STARE, 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


452 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


tea" NurSchoosshunde dirfen Sil sais: wigs. The in- 
Ea Coupé milena’ vor ee stinct of the in- 


a J Mi nocent pug 
teaches it that 
the person it is 
anxious to fondle 
lies somewhere 
buried under 
that extraneous 
pile of hair, and 
it dives ; whereat 
the sleeper 
wakes, and all is 
horror. 

In Fliegende 
Blitter, by-the- 
bye, never-end- 
ing fun is ex- 
tracted from the 
slowness of the 
train service in 
most parts of the 
country, and 
Stockmann has 
made many draw- 








Another artistic contri- 
butor of later times is A. 
Roeseler, an excellent 
draughtsman, and one 
who can draw dogs. The 
great interest shown of 
late in’ Germany in-air- 
ships -— the Zeppelin” par- 
¥ zi Pao 
tigjlarly — gives him the 
chance to show us, in the 
next picture, a little mob 
of dogs of all sorts and 
kinds collected, eager and 
hungry, to await the fall 
of what seems to them 
quite the biggest sausage 
Germany ever produced. 

We return, now, to 
Stockmann, the draughts- 
man who gave us the 
artful guide in an earlier 
page. Here we have from 
him a set of five little 
drawings -— one of those 
comic series of which 
Wilhelm Busch was so 
great a master. Here we 
have one of those calam- 
ities that (rather cruelly, 
perhaps) always overtake 
—<t any rate in comic 
papers—ladies who wear 
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ings to that end. Not 
more than others, 
perhaps, for every 
artist has a turn at 
the theme — repre- 
senting passengers 
tying on their dogs 
behind, reaching to 
pluck wayside flowers 
as they pass, run- 
ning beside, and 
occasionally leaping 
over, the engine to 
warm themselves, and 
the like. 

We give next, 
indeed, a specimen 
of a railway joke by 
E. Reinicke, whose work has something in 
common with both Gratz and Hengeler, 
though he often allows himself a freer play 
of pictorial fancy. The patient and comfort- 
loving old cow is good, indeed, as is the 
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5. Despair. 


“ PUNCH.” 


uy: 





joke she illustrates, 
though probably no 
slow-train joke 
comes quite up to 
the good old English 
one of the man who 
attempted to . com- 
mit suicide by lying 
across the rails on 
a certain line, and. 
died —of starvation ! 

Another railway 
joke we give is the 
work of Schliess- 
mann, a Vienna 
draughtsman, and 
then we have a 
specimen of the work 
of Steub, whom we mentioned earlier as 
an old and prolific worker on /iegende 
Blatter. We perceive in it all the fine 
detail that distinguishes but never con- 
fuses his work. He has drawn a promising 
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A Dairy Comrort.—What is the old cow waiting for? Don't you 
know? She waits like that every day for the ten o'clock express 
to rub her sides, poor old th ng. 
along one side, and 
then turns the other. 
Wonderful how it com- 
forts her ! 


She just lets half the train rub 


shop - boy, who 
will make his 
way in the 
world if only he 
can escape the 
trick of being 
found out. 

An artist 
whose work is 
familiar both in 


England and 
behind !” 





Proor Positive.—Master. “What? said it wasn't a real ti 


Assistant. 
own hands |' 
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fancy. 


America is a fre- 
quent contributor 
to Fiiegende 
Biätter—Henry 
Mayer, who is 
German by birth, 
though he lives 
in New York. 
Mayer is a most 
prolific worker, 
and he has a very 
free and smart 
command of line, 
as well as a quaint 


We reproduce a drawing of 


his wherein he shows us a young 
gentleman dexterously blowing 


smoke - rings 


over 


the somewhat 


prominent nose of a neighbour who 


has fallen asleep. 





'' Yes, sir, and he wouldn't buy it, though I assured him I'd strangled the tiger with my 
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Roeseler, a 
crowd of whose 
dogs we lately 
caught a glimpse 
of hungering for 
the Zeppelin air- 
sausage, next 
offers another 
little dog - joke, 
this time at the 
expense of the 
dachshund, who 
has afforded 
amusement pro- 
portionate to his 
length in most 
countries where 
his processional 
appearance is 
familiar. The 
joker suggests 
selling him by 


GERMAN 


“ PUNCH.” 





INTELLECTUAL RECREATION AT A BEER-HOUSE, 


the yard, giving him wheels in the middle to 
keep him from wearing in half against the 
ground, kennelling him ina stove-pipe, and the 
like. And now he is objected to because of 





another useful source of fun. And here is a 
very good joke, indeed, on that theme. And 
with that we come again on a drawing of 
Steub’s. This time it is a jest of sport—a 





A Summer Doc.—‘‘I say, Mr. Forester, I don't like that sort of dog this cold weather!” 
“ Why not?” 
“ He keeps the door open such a long time coming in. 


the prolonged draughts caused by his entry! 
The servant who borrows her mistress’s 
clothes without the formality of asking first is 


Digitized by Goc gle 


The draught’s enough to kill one !” 


beater peppered, reminding one of the classic 
case in our own country when the short- 
sighted novice shouted, “ Ah ! at last I’ve hit 
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a—a—a pheasant, isn’t it? No, 
no, it’s a peasant, I do believe !” 

Next we come back to Hengeler, 
who gave us the first of our speci- 
mens. Here we have a simple 
rustic who, having come a cropper 
over a broken fence, finds himself 
as he sprawls face to face with a 
most amazing and threatening mon- 
ster with a vast mouthful of sharp 
teeth, a wrinkled forehead, and alert 
ears. It is a monster, however, as 
familiar in this country as in Ger- 
many, much frequenting rubbish 
heaps and suburban spaces, in in- 
timate society with tin cans and 
broken crockery. 

Our second example of Reinicke 





Beater. * Beg pardon, 
Herr Baron, but--at the 
shoot last week you pep- 
pered my leg with shot!” 

Baron, ‘Well, I know 
that. And didn't I com- 
pensate you — pay you 
handsomely?” 

Beater.“ Certainly, 
Herr Baron, thank you 
kindly. But there's to be 
another shoot on Tuesday, 
and I thought perhaps—a 
little on account would 
be very convenient !” 


illustrates an awk- 
ward incident dur- 
ing drill at the 
German man- 
œuvres. German 
discipline is notor- 
iously strict, and 
what would be 
done to the florid 
countryman 
(whose flaming 
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Composite.—“ Do you know the lady?” 
““Well—the dress is my wife's. The parasol—that’s 
my daughter's. The hat's my sister's; and the face— 
yes, the face is my cook's!" 


countenance the wandering cow seems 
to mistake for a beet or something 


What 
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equally desirable) if he ventured to 
budge from the “order arms” to 
defend his face, imagination fails to 
realize. Exactly how a cow’s tongue 
feels about the features one may not 
know, but one is reminded, with a 
shudder, of Leech’s unhappy sand- 
wich-man, boxed tight between four 
boards, running frantically but hope- 
lessly while a demon boy trots 
leisurely by his side, tickling his ear 
with a straw. 

We have two more pictures, and 
the first introduces us to Kirchner, 
a regular contributor to Fliegende 
Blatter, and a very able artist, who 
usually works in wash. It is to be 
trusted that the patient is deriving 


ip a 


hot. 


— 

























last selection is by 
Henry Mayer, and 
a very neat speci- 
men. And with 
that we finish our 
brief view of /e- 
gende Blatter, sorry 
that it cannot be 
made longer. For 
all these “flying 
leaves,” from the 
first that fluttered 
modestly from the 
Munich engrayer’s 
office more than 
fifty-six years ago, 
are distinguished 
by good drawing 





E Kirchwer, | 


Ses remlsy ine 


CHEAP AND THOROUGH.— Visitor. ‘Why, why! You're not well, are you? What's all this?” and good fun. 


Victim. ‘No, I'm not well, and the doctor’s ordered me heavy massage treatment. So with the 


help of my nephews 
I'm getting it!” 

real benefit from 
his “cure,” and 
it seems a pity 
that the father of 
the classic Bud- 
gie and Toddie 
(you will remem- 
ber his flat chest 
and their rides 
on it) went 
through his afflic- 
tion before this 
sort of treatment 
was fashionably 
prescribed ; for a 
prescription 
might have con- 








soled bim. Our An Optimist.—‘ Come, Elsa! come and sit here in the shade ! 


Vol. xxi.— 58. 
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THE Maure EWS | 
a A 


IRED ?” 
E “Yes, very. What a 
confession to make to 
my hostess !” 

“Your face first 
made the confession.” 
my dear Barbara, you 
I am suffering 
I don’t know 





“Yess 


but, 
should pity me. 
from nerves —-it’s horrible ! 
how I have managed to drag through the 


season. Arthur did not want to leave town 
till the Parliamentary recess, but last week 
he grew suddenly frightened about my health, 
so we are going to Lichen Hall to-morrow for 
absolute quiet. No house party this summer 
—by doctor’s orders—rural simplicity, early 
hours, a sort of rest-cure, in fact.” 

“Ts Denise in town with you?” 

“No, I think children are better in the 
country. I left her with a governess at 
Lichen Hall, where she runs wild to her 
heart’s content. Her holidays begin to- 
morrow—poor little Denise, she is simply 
longing for our return.” 

Barbara Annesley, who would not willingly 
-have parted with her own children for a 
single day, looked critically at the nervous, 
fair-haired woman, with the wide, blue eyes 
and sensitive mouth. Marian Howard was 
known as a beauty, but lately she had lost 
her lovely colouring through ill-health, and 
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_the vivacious society woman was now languid 


and tired’ looking. 

“ The country will do you good, Marian,” 
said Barbara, with that cheerfulness so 
frequently adopted by healthy women 
towards their weaker sisters. ‘Nerves are 
frequently imagination, the result of hysteria. 
You have overtaxed your strength, but you 
will soon pick up again.” 

Mrs. Howard smiled wanly. The buzz of 
conversation wearied her. She thought, with 
a sense of relief, that to-morrow she would 
be far away from the hum of the busy world, 
in the dear old ivy-covered house standing in 
its great, grand gardens, with the sombre fir 
trees, pale fountains, and frowning yews. 

Barbara turned to her other guests, a 
fresh voice occupying Marian Howard’s 
attention. 

“Ts it true that Lichen Hall has the 
reputation of being haunted?” asked Miss 
Fowkes, a long-necked individual, heavily 
laden with barbaric ornaments. 
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“Oh, yes; all the village people believe 
firmly in our haunted grove, an avenue of 
trees much frequented by ghosts. Even my 
little girl, Denise, has grown up rooted and 
grounded in the family superstition. She 
hardly dares to look out of her window on 
moonlight nights for fear of seeing an 
apparition !” 

“Ah!” murmured Miss Fowkes, “that 
comes of leaving children too much to them- 
selves ; the servants tell such silly stories. I 
hear your little girl is quite sweet, so pretty 
and bright.” 


“You heard that? Well, I am not sur- 


prised ; it is one of the reasons why I do not 
People talk about 


bring Denise to London. 
her, and I am 
afraid she 
may grow con- 
ceited. At 
present she is 
absolutely 
natural — has 


not an idea 
she is even 
pretty. It is 


a great charm 
in a child.” 
“Yes,” said 
Miss Fowkes, 
thoughtfully. 
“I wondered 
how you could 
part with her 
for months at 
a time, but 
perhaps you 
are right.” 
Miss Fowkes 
found herself 
interrupted by 
the entrance 
of the men, 
of whom the 
Majority 
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open, and in the twilight following a brilliant 
summer afternoon a carriage passed up the 
haunted grove, so named for centuries by 
the Howard ancestors. Denise, in a white 
frock, her picturesque little face framed by 
curls of burnished copper, waited excitedly 
on the steps. 

Her eyes sparkled as they caught the first 
glimpse of the carriage ; her feet moved. im- 
patiently, as if eager to dance an impromptu 
pas de seul, her voice sounded breathless 
as she gasped the single word, “ Mother !” 

The pale lady in the carriage flushed as 
she strained the child to her heart. They 
made a pretty picture, the lovely miniature 
of the once lovelier woman, lip to lip— 
Denise tremb- 
ling with joy 
as she disen- 
tangled her- 
self in order 
to give her 
father a wel- 
coming hug. 

“It is so 
nice, your 
coming back 
—alone— just 
you two!” 
said Denise, 
as she tripped 
after them 
into the 
house. “I 
shall have you 
all to myself 
for once. Last 
summer we 
got no time 
for nice long 
talks, did we, 
mother ?” 

“ No, dear,” 
replied Mrs. 
Howard, with 


drifted to- a sigh, as she 
wards Mrs. thought of 
Howard. It the fatigues 
was a fashion of the pre- 
to consider He mar Gor vious year, 
her beautiful “THEY MADE A PRETTY PICTURE.” when Royalty 
under any cir- had been 
cumstances. Very agreeable and very entertained at lichen Hall. 


clever she certainly proved, yet on that last 
evening of her London treadmill she bore 
some resemblance to those portraits which 
wear an eternal smile. 


The gates of Lichen Hall were set wide 


vigitizea ty Google 


It did not strike Denise to wonder why 
there was no house party, till her father 
remarked upon his wife’s health. 

“ Mother has been doing too much 
lately, Denise,” he said. “You must take 
great care of her. I shall constitute 





460 
you nurse. How would the 7é/e suit Miss 
Merrylegs ? ” 

Denise looked at her mother’s tired face. 
She put her gentle little fingers against the 
faded cheeks, and stroked them ever so softly. 

“Are you ill?” she asked, and the bright 
eyes dimmed at the mere idea. 

“Not really ill—only silly !” laughed Mrs. 


Howard. “I dream more than is good for 
me, and wake with a bad headache. The 
country is going to cure all that.” 

“Oh!” said Denise, earnestly. “I hope 
you won’t see the ghost!” 

The thought struck her suddenly; the 


words slipped out. 

“ My dear, the ghost is a humbug ; nobody 
ever sees it, because there is nothing to see,” 
replied Mrs. Howard, reassuringly. 

“ But Charlotte saw it only last night,” 
Denise continued, mysteriously, “and she had 
a terrible fit of hysterics in the kitchen. She 
went out to look for the yellow kitten, which 
we thought was lost—she forgot about the 
haunted grove, till suddenly she saw a dark 
figure creeping along the ground and vanish- 
ing into the monk’s tree !” 

“Don’t let me ever hear such nonsense 
again,” said Mr. Howard, quite sternly. “ The 
servants have no right to tell you these absurd 
stories. Be sure, Denise, there is not a word 
of truth in them !” 

A pensive look came in the child’s eyes; 
something which would have told a keen 
observer that Denise still believed. Small 
wonder, considering the lonely months passed, 
without parents or childish companions, at 
Lichen Hall. She was afraid to own with 
what dread the thought of the haunted grove 
possessed her. Never had she dared walk 
alone under the shade of those noted yew 
trees after dusk, since they held a thousand 
terrors. 

Rumours of spiritual visitants lurking 
beneath the dark branches and vanishing 
into the gnarled trunks infected her with 
their contagion, filling the child’s innocent 
soul with unhealthy fear. She was environed 
by a superstitious atmosphere which touched, 
enfolded, and marred her young life. 

As she did not answer Mr. Howard 
thought she had forgotten, and no further 
allusion was made to the apparition seen by 
Charlotte. 


The following morning Denise learnt that 
her father had received an important business 
telegram summoning him to London. 

“I shall only be away one night,” he said 
to the child, drawing her aside and speaking 
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in low, confidential tones. “I want you, 
Denise, to take great care of mother; be 
with her as much as ever you can, and 
promise me you will sleep with her. If she 
seems restless, or in any way frightens you, 
call her maid at once—you have a lot of 
sense for your age, I think I can trust you.” 

Denise put up her face and kissed him, 
as if to seal the promise, and whispered, 
fervently :— 

“Oh! Dll take such great, great care, you 
don’t know! TIl be ever so careful!” 

She noticed he looked worried and her 
mother seemed upset. He whispered re- 
assuring words as she blinked back a tear at 
parting, ashamed of her weakness. Almost 
the first request she made to Denise after he 
drove away re-echoed Mr. Howard’s last 
injunction :— 

“ You will sleep with me to-night, Denise ? ” 

“Oh! yes. I promised papa.” 

“ So he asked you?” 

Denise nodded, and at the same time 
wrinkled her brow. What had he meant by 
those mysterious words: “Or in any way 
frightens you”? She wished she had asked 
him, for now it was too late. She remem- 
bered he hesitated, as if he had more to say, 
then seemed to change his mind and closed 
his lips again. 

All that day Denise remained like a helpful 
little shadow by her mother’s side. Usually 
given to running about, climbing trees, and 
generally playing the tomboy, this enforced 
quiet proved a strange effort. But the child 
kept a firm hold upon herself, and watched 
for the smallest opportunity of doing her 
mother service. 

“Come and sit down,” said Mrs. Howard, 
as they strolled in the garden after tea. “I 
love this old seat by the monk’s tree.” 

She led Denise to a lichen-covered bench 
under one of the frowning yews. 

“ Doesn’t the house look sweet from here? 
You would not like to give it up, Denise— 
you would not like to be obliged to go 





away ?” 

“Oh, no H 

A very genuine note rang in the child’s 
reply. 


“We love it so, don’t we, Denise? But it 
is just possible we may have to sell the dear 
old place —if things go wrong. We shall 
know to-morrow. It is all about money, a 
law-suit, to be decided immediately. The 
anxiety has preyed on my mind, though your 
father is quite confident of success.” 

“ Poor mamma,” whispered Denise. ‘ You 
must not sit here if you are sad. This is 
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where Charlotte saw the black figure. Let 
us go back to the rose garden.” 

Mrs. Howard smiled. 

“ Are you really frightened of these funny, 
quaint trees? It’s such nonsense, you know.” 

“ Everybody is frightened—except you and 
papa,” replied Denise, in self-defence. “The 
village people always use.the other path—they 
call this the devil’s entrance.” 

“ Very rude of them! I don’t invite devils 
to Lichen Hall.” . 

“No, but they come uninvited, and that’s 
the bother of it,” said Denise, gravely, as she 
coaxed her 
mother away to 
a more congenial 


spot. 


Denise did 
not sleep easily 
that night, 
though the soft 
air blowing 
through the open 
window kept the 
room deliciously 
cool. She 
watched her 
mother fall into 
deep slumber 
before she al- 
lowed herself to 
close an eyelid, 
then the voices 
of the nightin- 
gales outside 
grew hushed, 
and Denise also 
slept. 

Some hours 
elapsed, time 
drifted, then she 
woke suddenly, 
a flood of moon- 
light falling full 
upon her face. 
The blind had not been drawn, and the pale 
rays gave the room a singularly ghostly 
appearance. 

“The light will wake mamma,” she 
thought ; “ I must pull the curtains, 1 must 
shut it out.” 

With this intention Denise stole on tiptoe 
to the open window. She thought involun- 
tarily of the sombre yew trees with their 
gloomy verdure silvered by the moon. 
Through summer, through winter—ever the 
same, they seemed devoid of sensitiveness, 
hard, mysterious, unfeeling ! 


A TALL, 
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Denise, shivering slightly with fear, yet 
emboldened by the knowledge that her 
mother was with her in the room, peeped 
cautiously at the bright garden lying so 
silently under the stars. Her eyes strayed 
from the gay flower-beds sending up their 
mingled odours to the dark grove, and as 
they did sc a chill blast stirred the dis- 
hevelled curls framing her terrified face. 

Beneath the dark line of waving boughs 
a tall, white figure moved slowly—a pale, 
transparent form—which seemed to carry the 
light along with it. Denise could see loose 
strands of hair, 
like that of a 
human being, 
floating from the 
creature’s upright 
head. It glided 
like a moon- 
beam, as if 
wafted by the 
faint breeze. 

With a cry of 
terror Denise hid 


her eyes and, 
rushing wildly to 
the bed, flung 


herself down 
with her face to 
the pillows. 

“ Its there! 
It’s there! I saw 
it! I saw it!” 
she found her- 
self moaning 
aloud before she 
realized she was 
betraying her 
father’s trust. 
Then, pulling 
herself together, 
she looked up 
quickly to dis- 
cover if she had 
disturbed her 
charge. She looked, but could see nothing 
—she felt with both hands —she called to 
her mother, but the room was empty — 
Mrs. Howard had disappeared ! 

An idea came to Denise in that moment 
of terror which sent her running back to the 
window, with her heart thumping like a steam- 
engine. The white figure took a familiar 
form in her mind’s eye, and she looked for it 
now with an equal sense of alarm, though 
her fear was of a different kind. 

Yes—now there could be no mistake, the 
pale wanderer she had mistaken for an 
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apparition was a flesh-and-blood woman— 
her own mother—out alone in the solitary 
garden at midnight. 

Denise watched her slowly vanishing down 
the haunted -grove, at the end of which lay a 
broad lake. Where was she going and why 
was she up? Evidently she had not wished 
Denise to know. It was all very mystifying ! 
And, oh! how could she walk under those 
terrible yews? The child experienced a great 
thrill of admiration as she thought of her 
mother’s courage, 
knowing personally 
that she herself would 
never have dared. 

But even as these 
thoughts passed with 
their vivid sensations 
a fresh idea came to 
Denise. Her father 
had told her to stay 
with mamma, to take 
care of her, to be 
with her as much as 
possible, and clear 
along the path of 
duty stood the 
haunted grove, the 
deserted moonlit 
garden, with its 
mysterious legends ! 

Oh, no, no; of 
course she need not 
follow ; she would 
hide her head under 
the bedclothes and 
wait till her mother 
came back. Physical 
terror spoke the 
smooth words, but 
stern reality echoed 
her promise, “PI 
take such great, great 
care; Pll be ever so 
careful !” 

For some moments 
she stood battling 
with cowardice, strug- 
gling to muster cour- 
age. To face the un- 
seen foes of darkness 
seemed a petrifying 
task for the nervous, 
overwrought child, and her very fear made 
Denise doubly a heroine, as she mastered 
self, obeying her nobler instincts. 

Braving the terrors of the night, the little 
white-robed figure ran noiselessly down the 
broad staircase, across the hall, paved in 
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black and white marble, over numerous 
Turkey rugs, passed an old Indian lac screen 
to a narrow doorway leading into the garden. 
A stream of moonlight told her this door 
stood open ; in another moment she would 
be crossing the dreaded ground, running 
swiftly in her mother’s footsteps. 

Hesitation meant retreat, so Denise rushed 
blindly forward, hardly conscious of the cold 
air blowing on her bare neck and fluttering 
the thin, white gown. She held her breath as 
she neared the monk’s 
tree, keeping her eyes 
cast down, quite sure 
she would have seen 
something super- 
natural had she ven- 
tured to glance round. 

Denise flew like 
lightning, for at the 
end of the grove she 
overtook the 
wanderer, whose feet 
were on the brink of 
the lake, just as 2 
small hand grasped 
her arm, drawing her 
gently back. 

“What are you 
doing, mamma?” 
Denise asked, in a 
whisper. 

She looked up as 
she spoke into the 
vacant face. The 
unanswering eyes, the 
rigid features, told 
their own story. 
Denise guessed in 
that painful moment 
what had happened : 
her mother was sleep- 
walking, and for this 
reason needed guard- 
ing with the greatest 
caution. This, then, 
explained those mys- 
terious words: “If 
she in any way 
frightens you !” 

“T am glad I came 
by myself,” thought 
the wise little Denise. 
“ Mother would not have liked anyone else 
to see.” 

She put her arms round Mrs. Howard 
without waking her, leading her back 
under the shade of the yews. Quite 
slowly they walked, each rustle of the 
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leaves overhead making the child’s heart 
beat faster. 

As they reached the lichen-covered bench 
Mrs. Howard sighed deeply and, drawing 
away from Denise, seated herself under the 
monk’s tree, with folded hands. 

It was the very spot of all others which 
petrified the child, but she kept her presence 
of mind. 

“Poor mother wants to rest a few 
moments,” she told herself. ‘“ How lucky I 
stopped her from falling in the lake ; it would 
have made her so very wet and cold.” 

Denise did not realize she had in all proba- 
bility saved Mrs. Howard’s life. She stood 
patiently by the haunted 
tree, in which the wraith 


of a sinful monk was 
supposed to have en- 
shrined itself, her gaze 
fixed upon the old 


house, the much -loved 
home whose fate hung 
in the balance. 

Was she 
dreaming? 
Could she 
believe her 
eyes? Some- 
one was surely 
standing by 
the open door 
at the side of 
the house—a 
man, holding a 
lantern. Den- 
ise watched 
curiously. 
That was no 
ghost, but a 
human form, 
in ordinary 
dark clothing. 
But why was 
he there at 
such an hour? 
A moment 
later and a 
second figure 
joined him, a 
very short 
man, almost a 
dwarf, carrying a basket which seemed 
familiar to Denise. She looked again, 
and as she did so the moon burst from 
under a thin, white cloud, shedding its 
full light upon surrounding objects. Yes, 
the basket was one Denise knew well: it 
belonged to the pantry, and contained silver. 
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A sudden idea struck her. These men 
were robbing her house, these thieves had 
the audacity —— 

She did not wait to consider further, for 
the thought set her blood boiling. No 
living creature could make Denise afraid ; the 
nervous child trembling at a shadow was a 
perfect lioness when real danger threatened 
and her parents’ interests suffered. 

With arms upraised, as if denouncing 
vengeance, the romantic little form sprang 
from the shade of the grove, speeding like a 
lapwing towards her enemies. The men saw 
her—saw, too, the motionless woman seated 
under the monk’s tree, and never doubted 
for a moment 
the gruesome 
stories of the 
haunted 
avenue. 

As Denise 
advanced they 
retreated in 
fear, but, look- 
ing back, the 
moonlight 
showed them 
the white 
child follow- 
ing, gaining on 
their steps. 

The horror 
of her pre- 
sence shat- 
tered nerve 
and reason. 
Dropping the 
spoil, they 
vaulted a gate 
and made 
away across 
the fields, 
leaving the 
garden of 
phantoms far 
behind. 

“They knew 
I meant to 
hurt them,” 
said Denise, 
as she stooped 
down to gather 
the scattered silver carefully into the basket. 
“I would have killed them if I could.” 

To carry the stolen goods back to the 
house was no light matter, and Denise 
staggered under the weight of the plate- 
basket, her face crimson with the effort, her 
forehead moist, her teeth set. More than 
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once she stumbled and fell, cutting her knees 
on the gravel, but returned with fresh zeal to 
her task, determined not to be baffled. 

As she reached the open door she saw her 
mother, still wrapt in slumber, slowly moving 
towards the house. Together they entered, 
the calm, statuesque woman and the hot, 
exhausted child panting slowly after her, 
with strained and aching arms. 

Back, up the wide staircase into the moon- 
lit room, a silent little heroine, in no way 
proud of saving life and property, fell half- 
fainting on her mother’s bed. 

Thus she lay, her hands still clutching the 
handle of the heavy basket, listening to Mrs. 
Howard's even breathing, which seemed to 
mingle with her own loud heart-beats. 

When day dawned, and the delicious 
breath of an early summer morning stirred 
fresh life in the child’s pulses, Denise crept 
forth again at the first sound of the house- 
maid busy in the passage. The child looked 
very pale as she deposited a burden of silver 
before Charlotte’s astonished eyes. 

“I thought this plate-basket wasn’t very 
safe downstairs, so I brought it up. It got 
dropped, and the things are all in a muddle ; 
that was my fault. You might tell Johnson 
mother and I left the side door open ; it was 
rather hot in the night, so we went for a stroll.” 

Before Charlotte could answer Denise 
darted back to her mother’s room, where she 
waited for Mrs. Howard to wake. 

“Mother must never know,” thought 
Denise ; “it would only frighten her.” 


There was joy at Lichen Hall. It seemed 
as if an angel with glittering rainbow wings 
had come with a gift straight from Heaven— 
yet the angel after all only wore the prosaic 
garb of a telegraph boy, carrying a yellow 
envelope. 
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Mrs. Howard opened the message with 
trembling fingers, and Denise peeped over 
her shoulder. ‘Then the sun burst through 
the mist of doubt, and each knew the dear 
old home was safe—the malicious enemy had 
been conquered ! 

Two radiant faces awaited Mr. Howard at 
the station, while he, equally elated, waved 
his hat out of the window before the train 
had time to stop and allow Denise to fly 
into his arms. 

A happy trio drove back through the 
country lanes, with so much to say to each 
other that even the beauty of the summer 
twilight escaped them. 

As they passed the haunted grove Denise 
glanced disdainfully at the monk’s tree. 

“The ghosts are all a fraud,” she told 
herself, “or they would never have let us sit 
there last night without doing something un- 
pleasant.” 

Denise dined with her parents that evening 
and drank prosperity to the old home in 
what she called “ fizzy wine.” 

After dinner she begged her father to 
come into the garden just to look at the 
yews by moonlight. 

Under the shade of their sombre branches 
she told him, quite simply, the tale of her 
night’s daring, the adventures of which her 
mother was blissfully unconscious. 

Denise could not see his face as she 
listened, but she never forgot the kiss he 
gave her as she concluded the story with a 
stifled yawn. 

“You know you told me to take great 
care of mother,” she said, “and I’m just a 
little sleepy, for—you see, it was rather a 
long sort of night.” 

Her head fell wearily on his shoulder. 

“ I feel so safe now,” she whispered as he 
carried her in to bed. 
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XIV.—SAND-PICTURES. 


By ALFRED BURKHOLDER. 











MR. W. S. O'BRIEN, THE SAND-ARTIST. 
From a Photo. by A. Horning, McGregor, lowa. 


ICTURES made with different 
| coloured sand is a new art 
which has been developed by 
Mr. W. S. O’Brien, manager 
of the Western Union Telegraph 
Company’s offices at Mc- 
Gregor, Iowa. The art 
consists in so arranging 
sand of different colours 
in glass bottles as to 
make perfect pictures and 
lettering. Even natural 
scenery can be set forth 
by this wonderful art, as 
the accompanying illustra- 
tions will show. 

“l cannot claim,” 
said Mr. O’Brien, “to 
have been the originator 
of this unique and fasci- 
nating art, for it was 
really evolved by 


Andrew Clemmens, a 
Vol. xxi.—59. | 
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deaf-mute ; but following in his foot- 


steps I have made many beautiful 
pictures, which are now scattered 
throughout the country in possession 
of private individuals. I have not 


made a business of the work, having 
had my profession to furnish me a 


livelihood. Any success which I may 
have won is due to the inspiration 
derived from the marvellous accom- 


plishments of Mr. Clemmens. 
“To begin with, the sand which 
I have used has not been ordinary 
sand, but is a special kind obtained 
from the pictured rocks in the vicinity 
of McGregor. These rocks form a 
canyon between cliffs about 4ooft. high, 
facing on the Mississippi River. The 
formation of the rocks is massive, running 
back several miles from the river. 
“The colours in some places are in 
regular layers, and in others mottled 
and variegated most fantastically. A 
cascade at the head of the ravine 
causes dampness, and lichens soon 
grow over the exposed faces of the rocks, 
hiding many beautiful colour effects 
and substituting many beauties of their 
own. The colours in the rocks are caused 
by waters flowing from the mineral deposits. 

“In glacial times, when the rest of the 
country was ‘planed off,’ so to speak, a 





€ASE FOR HOLDING SANDS OF VARIOUS COLOURS. 
From a Photo. by A. Horning, McGregor, lowa. 
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From a Photograph. 


skip seems to have occurred in the neigh- 
bourhood of McGregor, and a strip about 
200 miles north and south by about fifty 
miles wide was left standing in pristine 
ruggedness, through the centre of which 
flows the mighty Mississippi River. It is 
necessary to ex- 
plain this forma- 
tion in order that 
the peculiarity of 
the sand manipu- 
lated may be bet- 
ter understood. 
“Having 
secured my sand 
I proceed to place 
it in the bottle, 
layer upon layer, 
and with very 
simple tools work 
in the designs or 
letters desired. 
While the sand is 
being placed in 
the bottle the 
latter is held at 
varying angles. 
“According to 
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From a Photo. by) SPECIMEN 


the law of gravitation the picture cannot be 
worked in from the back or sides, as will be 
understood. The sand is placed in the bottle 
perfectly dry, and I often have difficulty in 
convincing persons who have not seen it 
done that no glue or oil has been used 





OF MR. O’BRIEN'S SAND PICTURES, 
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to make the grains remain in 
their proper positions. 

“In order to prove that 
nothing is used but the sand 
I have frequently broken 
bottles and thus destroyed 
pictures. This is not the 
only way in which bottles get 
broken, however. Quite often 
in pressing the sand down 
tight, which process requires 
much care, the bottle breaks, 
it being absolutely necessary 
to have the sands as tightly 
packed as they will go, and, 
on the other hand, impos- 
sible to gauge the strength of 
the glass. 

“ After the bottle is pro- 
perly filled and sealed down 
it will stand any amount of 
shaking and can be trans- 
ported in safety anywhere. 
Moreover, the colours of the 
picture will never fade, not 
having been dimmed by the 





THE STARS AND STRIPES IN SAND. 
From a Photo. by an Horning, McGregor, 
jowa. 


use of oil, water, or spirits. 
They maintain all the pris- 
tine brightness of their 
hues. I have thus far 
obtained thirty-three shades 
in sands, and expect to 
secure more. One illus- 
tration shows the way in 
which I keep these differ- 
ent shades separated. 

“The number of shades 
used naturally varies with 
the picture produced. 
Some of the work that I 
have done shows the 
natural scenery in the 
vicinity of McGregor. One 
represents a waterfall and 
others are of similar 
pastoral subjects. ‘The 
words shown in some of 
the pictures are worked in 
simply to produce odd 
effects. It is possible to 
produce in these pictures 
anything desired.” 


XV.—THE HUMAN OSTRICH—THE GREATEST PUZZLE TO THE 


As is well known, the ostrich evinces a 
strong propensity for devouring such in- 
digestible comestibles as nails, glass, china, 
and various flotsam and jetsam of a similar 
character. This peculiar tendency, however, 


is attributed to 
eccentricity on 
the part of the 
bird, since there 
is no accounting 
for tastes. Yet 
the ostrich is not 
the only member 
of the brute crea- 
tion to dine off 
such unique edi- 
bles, since Mr. 
Henry Harrison, 
a native of 
Syracuse, U.S.A., 
is afflicted with a 
similar peculiar- 
ity, and in fact 
outrivals the 
ostrich in the 
selection of his 
delectable dain- 
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the delicate nature of the internal organisms 
of the human body it comes somewhat as a 
shock to know that this man consumes such 
fare as blades of pocket-knives, pins, nails, 
screws, and_ glass with as perfect impunity 


as the ordinary 
individual par- 
takes of the 
more conven- 
tional articles of 
diet. But Mr. 
Harrison neither 
suffers from in- 
digestion nor ex- 
periences the 
slightest ill-effects 
from such a re- 
past. Under 
these circum- 
stances, there- 
fore, he is cer- 
tainly entitled to 
the strange 
sobriquet ‘ The 
Human Ostrich,” 
as which he 
is familiarly 


MR. HENRY HARRISON, THE HUMAN OSTRICH, AT HIS DINNER OF KNIVES, 
Photo. by) 


ties. In view of Froma 


Digitized by Goc gle 


PINS, NAILS, AND GLASS. 
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Mr. Harrison is a typical young American 
of middle stature. There is nothing in his 
appearance to suggest his remarkable pro- 
clivity, for he is of splendid physique. He 
possesses prodigious strength, his muscles 
being as hard as iron—attributable perhaps 
to the vast quantity of that metal which he 
has eaten during his life. His chest measure- 
ment normally is 38%4in., but he is capable 
of expanding it an additional 103/in., making 
4gin. in all. Another 
peculiar feature is that 
he can make any of the 
muscles throughout his 
body dance at will, with- 
out moving a limb, a 
circumstance which is 
due to his remarkable 
muscular energy. Indeed, 
one would opine from his 
splendid athletic: build 
that he indulged in 
violent and regular train- 
ing, but, strange to say, 
he does not follow any 
exercise whatever beyond 
a little walking. 

Harrison first dis- 
covered his unique pro- 
pensity when he was a 
small boy, six years of age. 
One day he swallowed a 





THE HUMAN OSTRICH DINES ON A LAMP CHIMNEY. 
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which he discovered. A few months later he 
ran away from home and joined a travelling 
circus, where he exhibited his unique 
gastronomical accomplishments, and has 
continued the performance for the last 
eighteen years. 

During this prolonged period he has 
swallowed a huge variety of articles of a more 
heterogeneous nature, probably, than was 
ever eaten by an ostrich. Yet he has never 
suffered the slightest in- 
convenience, and has 
never experienced any 
illness, with the excep- 
tion of that which he 
contracted during the ex- 
posure of an X-ray photo- 
graph of his stomach, and 
is in possession of all his 
faculties. He always eats 
a good, hearty meal of 
starchy foods before he 
commences his perform- 
ance. After he has swal- 
lowed each piece of hard- 
ware he takes a driak of 
water. When the enter- 
tainment is concluded he 
enjoys another sound 
meal, similar in nature 
to the first. By thus 
eating a large quantity 


pin. Feeling nodiscomfort, From a Photo, by The Helios, New Fork. of farinaceous sub- 
several other pins rapidly stances the inside of his 
followed the course of the first. His mother, stomach becomes well lined, thus obviat- 


somewhat alarmed, summoned the assistance 
of a physician, who extracted three pins. He 
also paid £50 for permission to operate upon 
the child, and succeeded in removing forty 
other pins from the boy’s stomach. The 
surgeon was intensely interested in the case, 
and feeling convinced that the boy would 
live but a short while, if he continued 
swallowing such articles, offered the parents 
#200 for the child’s body when he died. 
That was eighteen years ago, and still 
Harrison is in robust health, notwithstanding 
the physician’s convictions regarding ‘his 
early demise. 

Young Harrison continued to pursue his 
inexplicable idiosyncrasy. One day he broke 
a glass lamp chimney, and was duly castigated 
by his mother for the offence. When the 
punishment was concluded, either as a 

nance for his misdemeanour or to spite 

is mother, he deliberately devoured the 
glass fragments of the chimney he had 
broken. He then concluded this peculiar 
meal by eating an assortment of rusty nails 
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ing the possibility of any of the points 
of the nails, glass, or knife - blades 
injuring him. The most remarkable 
circumstance in connection with the achieve- 
ment is that the gullet is not lacerated, not 
even by the sharp edges of the glass, during 
the passage of the substances down the 
throat. 

He is considered an inexplicable prodigy 
by the whole of the medical profession 
throughout the United States. He has 
visited all the principal medical colleges 
and placed himself unreservedly in the 
hands of the most brilliant savants of the 
profession. They have closely diagnozed 
his peculiarity, but they have all been ab- 
solutely baffled. Innumerable theses have 
been advanced to account for the pheno- 
menon and animated discussions have 
raged in the columns of the medical Press 
from time to time, but no feasible solution 
or explanation of the case has yet been 
advocated. On nine occasions eminent 


surgeons have paid Harrison £50 for per- 
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Mission to operate upon him, so that they 
might carry out théir investigations at close 


quarters. His body is literally covered with 
scars showing where the surgeons’ knives have 
been at work. The last operation was 


made upon his neck, the doctor desiring to 
examine his throat. But Harrison still 
remains.a human puzzle. Personally he does 
not regard the feat as very extraordinary. 
He naively opines that “any man with 
a good constitution and 
a strong nerve can do 
the same thing. It is 
simply a matter of culti- 
vating the palate. Rusty 
nails are very nice when 
you acquire a taste for 
them, and glass is a par- 
ticular dainty.” A 
plausible explanation of 
his powers, no doubt, 
but one that is scarcely 
likely to tempt the pro- 
saic man in the street to 
emulate his efforts. 

Probably the finest ex- 
hibition of his peculiarity 
was that given at the 
Medico-Chirurgical Col- 
lege, in Philadelphia, on 
Thanksgiving Day last 
year. This festival is one 
of the greatest of the 
American institutions, 
and the dinner on this occasion resembles 
very closely in character that enjoyed 
by Englishmen on Christmas Day—roast 
turkey and other dainty victuals in season. 
Harrison’s dinner on this auspicious day, 
however, was indubitably the most original 
on record. This was the menu :— 


Forty Carpet Tacks. 

Six Pieces Broken Glass. 
Twenty Lath Nails. 
One Glass Milk Pitcher. 
Six Horseshoe Nails. 
Five Two-inch Screws. 
One Broken Lamp Chimney. 
Aqua Pura. 


DESSERT. 
Two Bone-handled Pocket- Knives. 
Three Minced Pen-knife Blades. 

The table was set in the amphitheatre of 
the college, in view of a large concourse of 
prominent members of the medical profession 
and students, by all of whom the progress of 
the dinner was followed with intense interest. 

Harrison swallowed the forty carpet tacks 
without the slightest hesitation. It must not 
be imagined, however, that he swallows the 
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HIS NEXT COURSE CONSISTS OF A COUPLE 
From a Photo. by) OF SCREWS. 
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articles in an indiscriminate manner. “ Incur 
no risks,” is his motto, and to prevent one 
stopping in his throat and choking him he 
adopts a certain method of swallowing them. 
On one occasion he consumed a packet of 
tacks, and by some mischance the package 
lodged in one of his digestive organs. It 
did not entirely obstruct the passage of his 
food, however, but it caused a certain 
amount of discomfort, and he was compelled 
to undergo an operation 
to have it removed. This 
is the only misadventure 
he has ever experienced 
during the whole of the 
eighteen years. His modus 
operandi is to place the 
tack, or screw, carefully 
on his tongue, point out- 
wards, give a gulp and it 
is gone, head foremost. 
The broken glass was 
then eagerly devoured. 
This, to a certain extent, 
is the most noteworthy 
part of his performance. 
Glass possesses so many 
sharp edges and fine 
points, and yet his gullet 
is so hardened and elastic 
that the glass passes 
through without injuring 


(The Helios, N.Y. it in the slightest. The 
twenty lath nails con- 
stituted the next dish on the menu, 


and they vanished from sight in an in- 
credibly short space of time. ‘The glass 
milk pitcher came next, followed in turn 
by the six horseshoe nails. The latter 
are particularly formidable articles of diet to 
consume, owing to their length—3in.—and 
large pyramidical heads. Before swallowing 
these Harrison bends the point into the shape 
of a staple, and thus gulps it down, staple 
foremost. His rapacity was then somewhat 
further allayed by the five large 2in. screws, 
supplemented by the broken glass lamp 
chimney, which the human ostrich consumed 
with as much relish as a child eats a biscuit. 
He now partook of a copious drink of water, 
which concluded the first section of the 
dinner. Dessert was now brought forward, 
but the strangest dessert ever yet offered to a 
human being. There were two bone-handled 
pocket-knives on the dish. But without any 
comment Harrison opened the knives and 
quickly severed the blades from the handles 
with his teeth, with the greatest facility, and 
the blades soon followed in the wake of the 
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previous dishes. The final course was three 
pen-knife blades minced together, at the con- 
clusion of which the unique diner rose from 
the table. 

The performance aroused the greatest 
attention, and many of the doctors of the 
college regarded the feat 
` with undisguised wonder. 
One of the most pro- 
minent surgeons present 
declared that he had 
“never seen the human 
system subjected to such 
marvellous misuse,” in 
which statement he voiced 
the opinion of the major- 
ity of people who have 
witnessed the spectacle. 

But several members 
of the profession were 
sceptical. Doubts on this 
point were soon allayed, 
however, by Dr. Nihran 
K. Kassabian, who re- 
quisitioned the X-ray 
apparatus to photograph 
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articles of hardware that Harrison had 
swallowed. This proof was incontrovertible, 
and the sceptics immediately speculated as 
to how it was the man could so abuse 
his system without suffering injuries of any 
description. Their theories were as deficient, 
however, as those of the 
other physicians who had 
previously, and have since, 
examined Harrison, and 
they were reluctantly com- 
pelled to acknowledge the 
futility of their diagnoses. 

The human ostrich 
has an extensive collec- 
tion of pocket-knives, the 
blades of which he has 
consumed, and he natur- 
ally regards this assort- 
ment with a certain touch 
of pride. When he obtains 
a knife from a spectator 
he makes it a sine gud non 
that he retains the handle, 
which after the blade has 
been removed is relegated 





the stomach of the human 
ostrich. Harrison has 
good cause to recollect 
this part of the proceedings, since he was 
so burned by the application of the rays 
that he was incapacitated for nineteen 
months, and has ever since experienced a 
certain weakness. 

When the negative was developed a dark 
spot was present in the region of the 
abdomen, showing the location of the various 


THE BLADE OF A KNIFE FORMS HIS DESSERT. 
From a Photo. by The Helios, New York. 





to his museum. Harrison 
has also swallowed on 
several occasions doses 
of powerful poisons such as strychnine, 
without experiencing any illeffects. He 
proposes to pay a visit to England shortly to 
display his wonderful gastronomical pro- 
clivities, and doubtless they will create as 
much interest in that country, both among 
the ordinary public and the medical profes- 
sion, as they have done in America. 


XVI.—’POSSUMS AND ’SIMMONS. 


WHEN Indian summer paints the Missouri 
woods with red and gold and the ground is 
white with frost to the morning sun, the 
persimmon is ripe. Among the hills and 
valleys the trees abound, laden with the 
orange - coloured fruit, and the opossum 
grows fat and sleek with the coming of 
plenty. 

Inherited instinct makes the opossum 
nocturnal in his habits, and he dreams the 
day away in cosy hollow tree or log till the 
night falls. Then he awakes. Full of 
woodcraft, and equipped by Nature for fierce 
battle, the opossum is the bully of the woods 
among the smaller quadrupeds, but in man 
and dog he recognises his superiors in craft, 
and yields up his life without battle. 
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Go out into the woods on a frosty autumn 
night with lantern and axe. Far off in the 
darkness the dog ranges ahead casting to and 
fro, testing the fugitive air-currents for scent 
of game. Under foot the leaves, softened by 
the white frost, scarcely rustle and the smell 
of the woods rises pungent. Above the stars 
prick out the blackness of the sky with glit- 
tering points of light and the wood birds 
twitter uneasily at the invasion of their 
solitude. Borne up from the cool ground, 
the scent of the opossum rises and drifts 
through the woods on vagrant air-currents. 
In his persistent hunt the dog breathes 
it in and traces it to the very spot, then 
with head up he roars out his find. Far in 
the blackness of the woods the roar is thrown 
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back from the 
hills till the air 
vibrates. The 
sound falls on 
the alert ears of 
the game, and 
starts him into 
mad flight. Up 


among the broken 
hills is a rocky 
den that means 
safety, and forget- 
ful of his wood- 
craft in his sud- 
den fear the 
opossum flees 
noisily. 

Down the trail 
comes the dog, 
a whirlwind of 
sound, and far 
behind the hunt- 
ers yell en- 
couragement. 
Through the 
uproar the patter 
of swift feet 
comes to the 
back-turned ears 
of the quarry, 
and he scales the 
nearest tree, 


perching far up in the darkness. 
rush the dog reaches the end of the chase 
and tears at the rough bark of the tree till his 
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SOME WONDERS FROM THE WEST. 





tE TREED.” LPhotograph. 


With a patience of ages, the 


for escape is 


‘* POSSUMING ”—I.E., FEIGNING DEATH BEFORE AN ENEMY. 


Original from 


swiftly seized, 
a rush the dead is alive. 
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mouth bleeds; 
then through the 
sudden stillness 
rings his sharp 
yell telling that 
the game has 
“ treed.” 
Probably the 
most wonderful 
governing trait 
controlling any 
animal is the in- 
stinct that makes 
the opossum curl 
up inert and 
grinning “ ’pos- 
suming,” a hor- 
rible picture of 
death, at the ap- 
proach of the 
only enemies he 
fears. With lips 
drawn back from 
needle teeth and 
eyes half open, 
glazed with the 
semblance of 
death, the opos- 
sum is far from 
it. Possessed of 
enormous vital- 
ity and the 
first opportunity 
and with 
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A Ten-Year-Old Sapper. 


A TALE FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 


JN 1812 there was in the oth 
Regiment of the Line a little 
drummer who was only ten 
years old. He was the child of 
the regiment, whose real name 
was Frolut, but to whom the 
soldiers had given the nickname of “ Bilbo- 
quet.” To those English readers who do not 
know the meaning of the word “ Bilboquet ” 
I may explain that it is the French name of 
the game known to us as “ Cup-and-Ball.” 
The application of the word to the little 
drummer Frolut will be easy to understand. 
His body was so long, so thin and slight, 
surmounted as it was by a very large head, 
that he really looked not unlike the plaything 
whose name was given him by the soldiers. 
Except for this grotesque resemblance to a 
cup and ball his appearance was in no way 
remarkable. 

The drum-major had taken a dislike to 
him, and far more frequently than was neces- 
sary he was in the habit of beating the tattoo 
upon the boy’s shoulders with his long cane, 
in order, as he said, to give him a practical 
idea of his trade. 

Everybody laughed at poor Bilboquet. 
His comrades played no end of tricks upon 
him. They kicked him about without cere- 
mony, and called him a “knock-kneed 
skulk,” on account of his thin and ill-formed 
legs, and whenever he showed an inclina- 
tion to complain they dubbed him “The 
Sniveller.” 

One day, the 12th July, 1812, the General 
who commanded the brigade to which the 
regiment of Bilboquet belonged received 
from the Emperor the order to seize upon a 
position which was on the other .side of an 
enormous ravine. This ravine was defended 
by a battery which mowed down entire ranks 
of soldiers, and, in order to reach the place 
which the Emperor had designated, it was 
absolutely necessary to silence this terrible 
battery. At this moment the regiment of 
Bilboquet was on the bank of the Dwina, for 
the story I am relating to you took place 
during the campaign in Russia. 

Suddenly there arrived at the top of his 
speed an aide-de-camp, bringing the order to 
two companies of Voltigeurs to charge the 
battery. It was a bold and difficult operation, 
and to effect it it was foreseen that more 
than three-quarters of the men engaged in 
the enterprise would be killed or wounded. 
Thus the Voltigeurs, in spite of their bravery, 
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looked at each other, shaking their heads 
and shrugging their shoulders. 

“Soldiers!” cried the aide-de-camp, “it 
is the order of the Emperor!” and he 
galloped away. 

“Why didn’t you say so before, green- 
horn?” growled an old sergeant, fixing his 
bayonet at the end of his gun. “Well, well, 
I suppose we mustn’t keep the Little Cor- 
poral* waiting. When he tells you to go and 
get killed, he doesn’t like any answering back.” 

Still, there remained some hesitation among 
the troops of the company, and already the 
captain had twice given the order to the 
drum - major to take two drummers and 
advance in beating’ the charge. But the 
drum-major remained leaning upon his long 
cane, shaking his head and’ very little dis- 
posed to obey. 

During this time Bilboquet, seated astride 
of his drum and his eyes fixed upon his 
chief, whistled a lively air and beat the 
charge with his fingers on the side of his 
drum. For the third time the order to 
advance was given to the drum-major, who 
showed no disposition to obey ; when, all at 
once, little Bilboquet rose, hung his drum at 
his side, seized his drum-sticks, and passing 
before the drum-major looked him up and 
down with scorn, returning in a single 
sentence all the abuse which his superior 
had so often inflicted upon him. 

“Why don’t you come along, you big 
skulk ?” 

The drum-major lifted his cane, but 
already Bilboquet was at the head of the 
two companies, beating the charge with 
enthusiasm. 

At sight of this the soldiers rushed after 
him and ran towards the terrible battery. In 
another instant a broadside of fire burst 
from the enemy’s cannon, and entire ranks 
of the brave Voltigeurs fell, never to rise 
again. The smoke driven by the wind 
enshrouded them, the noise of the cannon 
stunned for a moment the brave fellows who 
were unhurt ; but as the smoke finally lifted, 
and the noise ceased for an instant, they saw, 
proudly standing twenty paces in front of 
them, the intrepid Bilboquet, still vigorously 
beating the charge. It was enough for them 
to hear his drum, whose beat seemed to 
taunt all the big cannon levelled against the 
advance of the little troop. 


*“The Little Corporal was the nickname given to 
Napoleon I. by his soldiers, 
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““WHY DON'T YOU COME ALONG, YOU BIG SKULK?” 


Forward, still forward, ran the Voltigeurs, 
and still in front of them could be heard the 
tattoo of the drum calling upon them to 
follow. Then there was a second volley 
from the battery, and a whirlwind of grape- 
shot again mowed down the two heroic 
companies. At this moment Bilboquet 
turned round and saw that there remained 
scarcely more than fifty of his comrades out 
of two hundred who had commenced the 
charge. Instantly, as if transported by the 
fury of vengeance, he commenced beating 
his drum louder than ever—one might have 
imagined twenty drums all rattling together, 
and certainly the drum-major himself had 
never so boldly beaten a drum. With a 
final “ Hurrah!” the soldiers rushed forward 
like an avalanche and entered the battery, 
Bilboquet the very first, shouting to the 
Russians :— 

“ The bits of us left are all right! Here 
they are! So look out for yourselves ! ” 

During all this time Napoleon was on a 
hillock surveying the performance of this 
heroic exploit. At every discharge of the 
battery he started with excitement upon his 
white horse. Then, when the soldiers at 
last carried the battery, he lowered his 
field-glass, muttering to himself, “ My brave 
boys!” 

Immediately afterwards, by order of 
Napoleon, an aide-de-camp rode to the 


battery and returned at the top of his speed. 
Vol. xxi.—60. 
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“How many 
of them have 
reached it?” 
asked the Em- 


peror. 

“Forty,” replied the 
aide-de-camp. 

“There shall be forty 
Crosses of the Legion 
of Honour for them to-morrow,” said the 
Emperor, as he returned to his head-quarters. 

The next day the entire regiment formed 
a circle around the remnant of the two com- 
panies, the names of the forty brave men 
who had taken the battery were called in 
succession, and to each was given the coveted 
Cross of the Legion of Honour. The cere- 
mony was finished, when a childish voice 
from the ranks exclaimed, with a singular 
accent of surprise :— 

“How about me? 
thing?” 

The General who distributed the Crosses 
turned round and saw standing before him 
our little comrade, Bilboquet, his cheeks 
reddened and his eyes filled with tears. 

“You!” said the General. ‘ What do 
you want ?” 

“Why, General,” said Bilboquet, in a tone 
of repressed anger, “I was one of them. I 
went forward and beat the charge, and I was 
the first to enter the battery.” 

“ Never mind, my lad,” replied the General. 
“It seems you've been forgotten. More- 
over,” he added, “you are still very young, 
but you shall have the Cross when you get a 
beard on your chin. In the meantime, here 
is something to console you.” 

With these words the General offered him 
a twenty-franc piece, which Bilboquet looked 
at without attempting to take it.. There was 
a dead silence around him, and everyone 


Don’t I get any- 
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looked at him attentively. He remained 
motionless before the General, and great tears 
rolled down his cheeks. Those of his com- 
rades who had most turned him into ridicule 
were softened, and perhaps they would have 
clamoured that the Cross should be given to 
him, when all at once he raised his head, as 
if he had just taken a great resolution, and 
said :— 

“ All right, General. Give me the twenty 
francs. ‘The Cross will do next time.” 

And without further ceremony he put the 
money in his pocket and returned to the 
ranks, whistling with a deliberate and satisfied 
air. 

Some time after this the French troops 
entered Smolensk, victorious and full of 
ardour. Bilboquet was amongst them, and 
on the very day they entered the town, stroll- 
ing about the place, he saw a little shop 
kept by a man with a magnificerit beard. 
The merchant approached the drummer and 
asked him humbly, in bad French :— 

“What can I sell you, my little gentle- 
man?” 

“T want your beard,” said Bilboquet, 
bluntly. 

“ My beard ?” said the stupefied merchant. 
“ You must be joking.” 

“I tell you, I want your beard,” replied 
Bilboquet, proudly, placing his hand on the 
hilt of his sabre. “But don’t imagine that 
I wish to steal it. Here is a napoleon in 
payment. I suppose you don’t want more 
than that for it ?” 

The poor man tried to argue the question 
with the little drummer; but he was as 
obstinate as a blind horse, and presently the 
two were engaged in such a hot dispute that 
the attention of some 
passing soldiers was 
attracted. They gather- 
ed round to learn the 
cause of the quarrel, 
and the idea of the 
drummer-boy seemed 
to them so droll that 
they compelled the Rus- 
sian shopkeeper to give 
up his beard. One of 
them, a Gascon, and 
barber of the regiment, 
brought forth a razor 
from his pocket and 
commenced shaving the 
poor merchant, without 
either water or soap, and 
after scraping him for 
some time finally got 
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off his beard, which he gave to Bilboquet, 
who carried it off triumphantly. 

On returning to quarters he had his trophy 
sewn by the tailor to a bit of ass’s skin from 
the top of a broken drum, and put it in thẹ 
bottom of his kit. The soldiers joked about 
it for several days, but it was not long before 
they had more serious matters to think 
about. The march of the army was resumed, 
and no one thought more about little Bil- 
boquet and his beard when Napoleon arrived 
at Moscow. . 

Then terrible misfortunes took place. The 
intense cold and the devastation of the 
country deprived the French army of every 
resource. It suffered from famine, and soon 
was obliged to retreat through a country 
deserted and covered many feet deep with 
snow. Each man dragged himself along as best 
he could, and there remained very few regi- 
ments in sufficient order to obey their 
generals. In some, however, order was still 
maintained, and the regiment of Bilboquet 
was one of these. It formed part of the 
rear-guard which prevented the Cossacks 
from butchering the miserable stragglers of 
the army. 

One day they succeeded in crossing a 
small river, and, in order to retard the pur- 
suit of the enemy they had attempted to 
blow up two arches of the wooden bridge 
they had just crossed ; but the barrels of 
powder were so hastily placed that the ex- 
plosion produced little effect. The arches, 
however, were shattered, but the framework 
of the bridge was still upheld by a stout 
beam which, should the enemy arrive, would 
have enabled them to partially reconstruct 
the bridge. 





““THE BARBEK OF THE REGIMENT BROUGHT FORTH A RAZOR AND COMMENCED SHAVING 
THE POOR MERCHANT.” 
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The General in command, perceiving that 
the safety of the army absolutely depended 
upon the total destruction of the bridge, gave 
orders to some sappers to cut down the 
beam and thus destroy the remains of the 
framework ; but at the moment when they 
were about to undertake the work the enemy 
arrived on the other side of the river and 
commenced a 
fire so terrible 
that it seemed 
unlikely that 
any of the sap- 
pers would be 








able to reach 
the fatal beam 
alive. In fact, 


they were about 
to retreat, 
defending them- 
selves as well 
as they could, 
when all at once 
a soldier was 
seen to throw 
himself into the 
river, with an 
axe on his 
shoulder. At 
first he plunged 
under water, 
but soon re- 
appeared above 
the surface. 
By his beard 
it was seen that 
he was a sapper 
who was risk- 
ing his life for 
the safety of his 
comrades and 


the army. The 
entire regiment 
attentively fol- 


lowed him with their eyes and saw him 
swim towards the bridge, whilst a hail 
of bullets struck the water all round 
him, but the brave sapper still continued 
to swim vigorously. At last, after unheard- 
of efforts, he reached the bridge, mounted 
upon the arch, and with a few strokes 
of his axe cut through the remains of 
the beam, which at a distance seemed 
enormous, but which in reality had been 
fortunately partly destroyed by the explosion. 
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Immediately afterwards the entire woodwork 
of the bridge fell with a great splash into the 
river, and the brave sapper could no longer 
be seen. 

But all at once his comrades spied him 
amongst the floating fragments swimming 
towards the bank. The soldiers sprang for- 
ward, filled with joy and admiration ; hun- 
dreds of hands were stretched 
out to the swimmer by way 
of encouragement ; the Gene- 
ral himself approached the 
bank of the river, and was 
greatly astonished to see 
Bilboquet come 
out of the water 
with an immense 
black beard 
hanging from his 
chin. 

“What’s all 
this?” he cried, 
“and what is the 
meaning of this 
beard ? ” 

“Oh, Gene- 
ral,” replied the 
drummer, “it is 
only Bilboquet, 
to whom you 
said that he 
should have the 
Cross of Honour 
when he got a 
beard on his 
chin. This is a 
famous one, I 
think you’ll 
admit. You see, 
General, I have 
done my best to 
obtain full value 
for the money, 
and, in fact, I 
spent the whole twenty francs you gave me 
to decorate my chin.” 

The General, surprised at so much courage 
allied with wit and cunning, took Bilboquet 
by the hand, as if he had been a man, and 
gave him on the spot the Cross of the Legion 
of Honour which the General himself wore 
on his breast. And from that moment the old 
soldiers of the regiment saluted Bilboquet 
with friendship, and the drum-major never 
again beat the tattoo on the boy’s shoulders. 
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(We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 





DARKY’'S CHUM. 

Mr. E. C. Skelt, of 45, Lordship Lane, Wood 
Green, N., writes: ‘I think the photo. I send you 
may interest your readers. As you will see, it is a 
peure taken at Bournemouth of a little boy and 
is ‘coloured’ attendant. You will be surprised to 
hear that the negro boy is simply a figure and not 
flesh and blood. I think the il- 
lusion is made more complete by 
the expression on the face of the 
figure, and also if you will 
notice you will find that the left 
hand is raised as if to catch the 
hat when it falls off, or to 
prevent the youngster tumbling.” 
The photograph was taken by 
the Royal Central Photographic 
Co., Bournemouth. 





AN AMPHIBIOUS TRAIN. 

“ The next photo. was taken 
during the spring floods in 
the St. Francis Valley, Canada, 
last year, when they were ex- 
ceptionally high. The photo- 
graph is of a Boston and 
Maine freight train running 
about five miles an hour on 


a track under water to a depth varying from 

2ft. to 3f. The tree to the left is quite roft. 

or 12ft. under ‘water, as there is a sharp em- 

bankment on that side, so that the „perilous 

position of the train can be well imagined.” Thus 
r, 


E. M. Morris, B.C.S., of Lennoxville, P.Q., 
Canada. 





A MOTHER'S CARE. 


This photograph is a proof of what even rats will do 
to protect their young. Mr. Livingstone, Port Askaig 
Hotel, the owner of the trap, says he had been in 
the habit of catching two and three young rats in it 
almost every day, but his surprise may be imagined when 
one day he found the opening had been completely 
closed up with some teased rope. This occurred 
within twelve hours of his previous visit, and the 
only explanation is that during the night the 
mother-rat had teased a piece of rope which had 
been lying in the place and closed up the trap- 
way (as will be seen in the photo.) in order to 
prevent her young ones being trapped. Miss Mina 
Clark, Port Askaig, Islay, sends this photo. and 
description. 





* Copyright, 1901, by George Newnes, Limited. 
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CURIOSITIES. 


A FREAK OF AN EXPLOSION. 

Mr. le Moyne L. Parkinson, of Beaver Falls, Pa., 
sends a curious instance of a lucky escape from the 
effects of a terrible explosion. He says: ‘‘ Part of the 
stone foundation of this frame house was blown out, 
the rear of building completely blown away, and the 
front extended out in an obtuse angle, while, strange 
to relate, the family and visitors were not injured in 
the least. The photograph shows a heavy leather 
couch turned upside down and sticking in the ceiling, 
caused by the force of the explosion.” 





WHEN IS AN EGG NOT AN EGG? 


Miss Clara Tilling, of Highfield, West- 
moreland Road, Bromley, Kent, is the for- 
tunate possessor of an extraordinary egg, or, 
to be more accurate, eggs, for the curiosity 
in her possession consists of two perfectly 
formed eggs found one within the other. 
This extraordinary find was laid on Michael- 
mas Day, September 29th, 1900, by a 
Plymouth Rock hen. It weighed 60z., and 
was larger than that of a goose. When it 
was blown an ordinary egg was found float- 








John Bee, 
It represents a curious old gum tree in the paddock at 
the back of Mr. 
walking past when 
curious though unexpected result shown here was noticed only 
on developing. 
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ing in the white of the large one, which had no yolk. 
The inner egg had the usual white and yolk, and the 
shell of the outer one was very thin. The hen had not 
laid for four days before the occurrence, and has not 
laid since. 





HOW DID IT GET THERE? 

Mr. R. C. Hardman, of Meadhurst, Uppingham, 
has been the fortunate finder of a coin dated 1397 
embedded in a lump of coal, which formed part and 
parcel of a ton of that useful commodity bought at 
current prices. 





NATURE'S LITTLE JOKE. 
The weird picture shown above was sent to us by Mr. 


of Avonville, Albert Street, Kew, Melbourne. 
Bee’s house. The cow happened to be 


Mr. Bee took the snap-shot, and the 
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THE 

WOODEN HAND 

OF NATURE. 

This hand-like 
curiosity was taken 
from a branch of a 
tree grown in the 
Cairns District, 
Queensland, and 
was obtained from 
Ranger Duffen on 
a recent visit to the 
north by Mr. L. 
Board, the Inspec- 
tor of State Forests, 
who kindly sent 
the photograph to 
us. 


A CURIOUS BEE STORY. 

An admirer of THE STRAND sends the next picture 
from New Rochelle, N.Y. It appears that while 
repairing his sail-boat in the spring he noticed a hole 
bored in the mast, and on opening it found this nest 
of bees. The mother-bee had bored out a tunnel 
about 8in. in length, boring both forward and back, 
making the. entrance in the middle of the tunnel. 
She then laid four eggs, walling up each within a 
space by a partition formed of the sawdust made in 
boring the tunnel. This partition was a thin but a 
very firm and tough membrane. When found, three 
of the eggs had developed into bees, perfectly formed, 
but white ; the fourth was still in the pupa form, and 
the mother-bee was lying outside the last wall, dead. 
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Shortly the two oldest 
bees died, the third 
and the fourth, the 
pupa, developed into 
bees ; they laid on 
their backs and slowly 
changed to brown and 
finally black, beautiful 
bees ; the only signs of 
life noticeable for days 
was a vibratory oscilla- 
tion sideways when the 
stick was moved or 
shaken. Each compart- 
ment had a store of 
little black seed in it 
when found. When 
the remaining two bees 
were fully grown they 
were fed with a little 
sugar and water, which they ate greedily. They 
grew strong enough to walk, and finally one day 
were put out in the fresh air, and on learning 
the strength of their wings flew away. Several 
puzzling questions were suggested during these 
Interesting developments. Does the mother-bee 
always die and block the entrance to her prospective 
family’s home? Again, how does the oldest bee, 
which is the farthest fror the entrance, make its way 
out, and how does this wonderful mother-bee make 
her partition so delicate and yet so strong ? 


A REVERSIBLE DATE. 

1061. In this year reigned King Edward the 
Confessor, the first English Sovereign of that name 
and one of the best of English kings. Turn the 
figures upside down and you obtain gor. In this 
year reigns Edward VII. The above type is taken 


from a January calendar, and sent by Mr. J. H. 
Helps, Beechwood, Tyne Road, Bristol. 





CAUGHT! 
This dog tried to jump a fence ; much to his amaze- 
ment, however, he found himself, though unhurt, a 
risoner between the spikes in the manner shown. 
5 Photo. by 
Redpath Street, Montreal. 


ince when he has gmn no other. 
Mr. A. H. Shorey, 76, 
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AN AERATED VANDAL. 

Mr. J. Ross McMillan, in sending the next photo- 
graph, says: ‘‘I send you the photograph of an 
injured picture hanging in my house, 16, Bon Accord 
Square, Dublin. An ordinary sized soda-water bottle 
was léft standing on the dining-room table on retiring 
at night, and in the morning the splintered pieces of 
the bottle were found strewn round the room, the 
head of the bottle being lodged, as you will see by 
the photograph, in the picture. The piece which has 
thus injured the picture measures 6in. long.” 


SAIL-BIKE v. v. MOTOR. 

“ This is what might be called a twentieth century 
race, and it is undoubtedly the first photograph ever 
published of a contest between an automobile and a 
bicycle ‘under sail.’ The affair came off recently at 
Ormond, Fla. Here the beach along the coast is so 
smooth and hard that it has long been a favourite 
place for trotting horses and for taking bicycle trips. 
This winter several ‘mobile’ owners brought their 
machines with them. Taking advantage of a favour- 
able wind, two of the wheelmen ‘ rigged up’ sails by 
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attaching masts to the 
front framework of 
their bicycles. Hoist- 
ing the sails they 
jumped on and let 
the wind carry them. 
Frequently the wheel- 
men can coast at a 
speed of from twenty 
to twenty-five miles an 
hour. In the contest 
illustrated the auto- 
mobile won by only 
a few lengths.” So 
writes Mr. D. A. 
Willey, of Baltimore. 





A “RIGHT ”- 
MINDED DOG. 
Miss Mildred Hunter, 
of 30, Clarence Square, 
Gosport, sends a pretty 
dog story, together 
with a photo. of her 
pet, who, to say the 
least of it, is a very 
clever dog indeed. 
Miss Hunter says: “I 
send you a photo. of 
my fox-terrier dog, who 
will refuse all food if 
offered in the left hand. In the picture he is being 
tempted with a piece of biscuit of which he is par- 
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H Jis 
tic oiai iad, and 
you can see from 
his appearance 
that it is not be- 
cause he is dainty 
that he will not 

ike it, but that he 
is only waiting for 
it to b changed 
to the right hand, 
when he will snap 
e. How- 
try 
him he 
nises the left 
hand at un- 
less you stand back 
» him, and then 

is not certain.” 
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AN ACCIDENTAL 
PUZZLE. 

Mr. Jos. O’Donoghue, of 
Dingle, Ireland, writes: ‘‘ In- 
closed please find a letter for 
your ‘Curiosities.’ It is a 
copy of a letter written by me 
to a firm asking for their latest 
catalogue. The figure shift- 
key of the typewriter got out 
of order, with the result that 
neither shift-key would work. 
I wrote the facsimile of the 
letter without knowing it until 
almost finished, then I decided 
to complete it for your Maga- 


zine. It will make an excel- 
lent puzzle for your readers to METES of 
solve.” Perhaps our readers 
will try. It is not at all 
difficult. 
675 46%67E£ 


UMBRELLA-STICK HEROES. 

A dozen years ago or more 
an enterprising firm of umbrella- 
stick manufacturers struck on 
the novel idea of placing um- 
brellas on the market the 
handle of which should contain 
the profile of some notable 
personage. The design was 
duly registered, but, for some 
reason or other, the sale was 
not large. Now that hero 
worship is at concert pitch 
something of the kind might 

ssibly ‘‘catch on.” Some 
adies, for instance, might like to carry about with them 
either Bobs or that general favourite known as B.-P., 
not to mention selections from scores of others. No 
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—— 





one will fail to recognise in the above photograph the 
outline of the late Mr. W. E. Gladstone’s face, and 
it will be noticed that the ever-familiar collar is 
particularly prominent. The handle is made of com- 
position, and the result is obtained by means of a 
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pair of clamps or dies. Mr. C. H. Chandler, of 10, 
Allison Road, Harringay, N., is responsible for this 
interesting contribution. 


WHAT THE KETTLE DID. 


Our next photograph shows how necessary it is for 
good housewives to make adequate provision for the 
prevention of accumulation of lime and fur in the 
kettle, which plays such an important part in every 





household. The marble which may be plainly seen 
in the photo. was placed in a kettle some three 
months ago, and has gathered, ever since the first 
day of its incarceration, a coating of lime and fur, 
which has increased daily to the extraordinary pro- 
portions shown in the photograph. The use of this 
marble has been the cause of considerable saving of 
fuel by its having collected the lime which would 
otherwise have formed a coating on the inside of the 
kettle. Mr. Albert J. Judd, of 36, Clifford Street, 
Watford, Herts, sends this contribution. 
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THE STANDARD FOR 
THE HAIR AND SKIN 


PACKERS 
TARSOAP 


RECOMMENDED BY PHYSICIANS. 


Seine 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., 81-83 FULTON ST., NEW YORK 


Ae SEIS ee, 
BCR REN wip AA SS a 


The ordinary safety pin after a little 
use, looks like this— 


THE 


‘STRONGHOLD 
SAFETY PIN 


nas die: paint locked taino pniota; rey eminent satsstaction for Whooping Cough, 
It will neither bend, unfasten nor Croup, Asthma: Catarih and Bronchitis: oreo 
Hy ene has saved thousands of lives after all other 
pull out. Its life, usefulness and means have failed. As a Germicide it has taken 
an invaluable place in treating Diphtheria, Scar- 
safety are increased twentyfold. let Fever and Membranous Croup. Physicians 
FREE SAMPLES everywhere indorse it. Ask yours about it. Send 
Send us postal-card request, and we wilt i for descriptive booklet with testimonials. Sold 
H by all druggists. 
Surnish sample of a perfect safety pin, ) 


Vapo-Cresolene Co., 179 Fulton St., New York 
OAKVILLE CO., Waterbury, Ct. 
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Established Nearly 50 Years. 








aw, e CLEAR “oO. 
prunita ie fa 


4 : 
(BUENO SIZE) ta VAN > m 
s E INES T TRADE 
Krunswic toe ane 
; DOMESTIC: 
(BONITO SIZE) MES MARK. 
A BE ST TRADE 
OSSY am 
C Re 
(BARATO SIZE) IGA MARK. 


Guaranteed to give the consumer the most value for his money obtainable in Cigars. 


Hrunita Brunswick Bossy 


BONITO SIZE 
(BUENO SIZE) ( ) 








(BARATO SIZE) 
All Havana, Strictly |  $amatra and tavana A SELECT 
Spanish Hand-Made. Domestic Cigars. « NICKEL CIGAR. 


$10.00 for 100 | $7.50 for 100 $4.50 for 100 
Box of 12 for $1.50 12 for $1.00- 25 for $1.25 


Send Your Money by Registered Mail. : 
Woe will not tire you with the usual Parrot chatter that goes with most other brands of cigars regarding their 
worth; our goods are On sale at all the leading stands, hotels and clubs in the United States. TEST THEM! 


e are responsible for their quality and we must bear the severest criticism of the Great American 
Consumer; on his judgment rests the future of our brands. 


Each brand is made in a separate factory, thus avoiding any possible mistake in 
putting together the various tobaccos. 
OSNSUMERS, if you are not within immediate reach of our Cigars, we will forward you goods to any part 
of the world, We will endeavor to supply your regular dealer if you will kindly send us his name and address. 
Our Cigars are on sale in the principal cities of the U. 8. and foreign countries. 
We are seeking wholesale distributors in districts which are not reached by our representatives and invite correspondence, 
Special Terms on Quantities Furnished on Application. 











A. Montanez Company. Jacob Stahl, Jr, & Co. 
All Havana Cigars Exclusively. BRUNSWICK FACTORY: N. Y. CITY. 
BRUNITA FACTORY, BOSSY FACTORY: Stahl City, N. Y. 


149 Duane St., Cor, W. Broadway, Address all Correspondence to 
N. Y. CITY, 168th St. and Third Ave., N, Y. City. 
TELEPHONE: 87 Melrose. CABLE ADDRESS: “Success” Western Union Code. 


The Inter-State Cigar Co , Distributors, 39 Chambers St, N. Y. 
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PLEASURE! 


THE AEOLIAN 


has become an important factor of 
pleasure in so many homes, and 
especially in the homes of those 
whose names are synonymous with 
culture and refinement, that it has 
now reached a stage where it is an 
object of interest to every one who 
gives any thought to his own or his 


family’s pleasure. 


Because one man likes a certain article offers no proof that another 
will. When, however, enthusiasm for the same article spreads 
from one to another, as soon as they understand what it is, 
it affords conclusive proof that it must have unusual value. The 
man who does not give himself a fair opportunity to learn what 
this value is, cuts himself off from the means of judging the 
benefit he might derive from it. 

These are the exact conditions which make the investigation 
of the Aeolian a matter of personal interest for every one. 
The Aeolian is a solo orchestra, upon which any one can play, irre- 
spective of musical training, any class and style of music ever com- 
posed, and control the expression to suit his or her own taste. 

We make Aeolians costing from $10,000 to pls. ,000, chm ‘we 

make Aeolians which can be bought for as little as $75. 


The smallest instrument embodies the same principles, is just as perfect in ne 
struction, and plays just as many selections as the most expensive styles, 

Aleolians may be purchased by moderate monthly payments bie: desired. 
You are invited to visit at our warerooms, if for no other reason than to learn more 
about this remarkable instrument — what it is and what it will do. If you are unable 
to call, and the subject interests you, we shall be pleased to send you a descriptive 
catalogue. 


THE AEOLIAN COMPANY 


NEW YORK, 18 WEST TWENTY-THIRD STREET 














AEOLIAN ORCHESTRELLE, STYLE V. PRICE, $1,500 





Cincinnati, O., 124 East Fourth Street Brooklyn, N. Y., 500 Fulton Street 
Chicago, Lyon & Healy Cleveland, The B. Dreher’s Sons Co. Pitts pute C. Mellor Co. 
Boston, The M. Steinert & Sons Co. Albany, Cluett & Sons S r <ohler & Cha 








thern Califo ate Music Co. 





Philadelphia, C. gE Troy, Cluett & Sons S 1 

Baltimore, Wm. abe & core St. Paul, W. J. Dyer & Bro. on ., Be M: B. Wells 
Washington, Wm. Knabe & Co. Minneapolis, Metropo alitan "Music Co. Toronto Mason & Risch Piano Co. 
Newark, Lauter Co. Duluth, Duluth Mu usic Co. S ay nes Music Co 
Buffalo, H. Tracy Balcom Kansas y, J. W. P aoe Music Co, Mc ontreal, L. E. N. Pratte & Co. 
Detroit, Grinnell Bros- Toledo, Weivey & Currier Denver, Denver Music Co. 

St Louis, Bollman Bros. Co. Millwa: ukee, , Wm. Rohlfing & K Sons Richmond, W. D. Moses & Co, 
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A few weeks in 
Colorado next 
summer will do 


you more good 
than a barrel of 
medicine. 


E issue a handsome little book about [Rae 

Colorado, which is more entertaining and Burlington, 
informative than anything on the subject yet Route | 
published. It is full of interesting illustrations - 
and contains an excellent topographical map of the State. It 
can be had by sending six cents in postage to the address below. 


Excellent hotels, perfect climate and wonderful mountain scenery make Colorado 
the ideal health and pleasure resort. ' 

Colorado is not far away. We run “one night on the road” trains, luxuriously 
equipped, from both Chicago and St. Louis. Comfortable library smoking cars and 
dining cars à /a carte make the trip seem very short. Then during the summer 
months tourist tickets are sold at greatly reduced rates, so the expense is not great. 


P. S. EUSTIS, General Passenger Agent, C. B. @ Q. R. R., CHICAGO 
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“IT WAS THE FOOTPRINT OF A MAN DIMLY OUTLINED ON THE FLOOR.” 


(See page 484). 
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Vol. xxi. JUNE, No. 125. 


Strange Studies from Life. 


By A. Conan DOYLE. 


[The cases dealt with in this series of studies of criminal psychology—studies of which the moral is more 
full of warning than that of many sermons—are taken from the actual history of crime, though occasionally 
names have been changed where their retention might cause pain to surviving relatives.) 


III.—THE DEBATABLE CASE OF MRS. EMSLEY. 


WİN the fierce popular indigna- 
M| tion which is excited by a 
J] sanguinary crime there is a 
j| tendency, in which judges 
& j and juries share, to brush 
— aside or to treat as irrelevant 
those doubts the benefit of which is sup- 
posed to be one of the. privileges of the 
accused. Lord Tenterden has whittled down 
the theory of doubt by declaring that a jury 
is justified in giving its verdict upon such 
evidence as it would accept to be final in any 
of the issues of life. But when one looks 
back and remembers how often one has been 
very sure and yet has erred in the issues of 
life, how often what has seemed certain 
has failed us, and that which appeared 
impossible has come to pass, we feel that 
if the criminal law has been conducted 
upon such principles it is probably itself 
the giant murderer of England. Far wiser 
is the contention that it is better 
that ninety-nine guilty should 
escape than that one innocent 
man should suffer, and that, 
therefore, if it can be claimed 
that there is one chance in a hun- 
dred in favour of the prisoner he 
is entitled to his acquittal. It 
cannot be doubted that if the 
Scotch verdict of “ Not proven,” 
which neither condemns nor 
acquits, had been permissible in 
England it would have been the 
outcome of many a case which, 
under our sterner law, has ended 
upon the scaffold. Such a ver- 
dict would, I fancy, have been 
hailed as a welcome compromise 
by the judge and the jury who 
investigated the singular circum- 
stances which attended the case 
of Mrs. Mary Emsley. 
The stranger in London who 
wanders away from the beaten 
paths and strays into the quarters 


in which the workers dwell is 
Vol. xxi.—61. 
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astounded by their widespread monotony, by 
the endless rows of uniform brick houses 
broken only by the corner public-houses and 
more infrequent chapels which are scattered 
amongst them. The expansion of the great 
city has been largely caused by the covering 
of district after district with these long lines 
of humble dwellings, and the years between 
the end of the Crimean War and 1860 saw 
great activity in this direction. Many small 
builders by continually mortgaging what 
they had done, and using the capital thus 
acquired to start fresh works which were them- 
selves in turn mortgaged, contrived to erect 
street after street, and eventually on account 
of the general rise of property to make con- 
siderable fortunes. Amongst these astute 
speculators there was one John Emsley, who, 
dying, left his numerous houses and various 
interests to his widow Mary. 

Mary Emsley, now an old woman, had 





MRS. MARY EMSLBY. 
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lived too long in a humble fashion to change 
her way of life. She was childless, and all 
the activities of her nature were centred upon 
the economical management of her property, 
and the collection of the weekly rents from 
the humble tenants who occupied them. A 
grim, stern, eccentric woman, she was an 
object of mingled dislike and curiosity among 
the inhabitants of Grove Road, Stepney, in 
which her house was situated. Her posses- 
sions extended over Stratford, Bow, and 
Bethnal Green, and in spite of her age she 
made long journeys, collecting, evicting, and 
managing, always showing a great capacity 
for the driving of a hard bargain. One of 
her small economies was that when she 
needed help in managing these widespread 
properties she preferred to employ irregular 
agents to engaging a salaried representative. 
There were many who did odd jobs for her, 
and among them were two men whose names 
were destined to become familiar to the 
public. The one was John Emms, a cobbler ; 
the other George Mullins, a plasterer. 

Mary Emsley, in spite of her wealth, lived 
entirely alone, save that on Saturdays a char- 
woman called to clean up the house. She 
showed also that extreme timidity and caution 
which are often characteristic of those who 
afterwards perish by violence—as if there 
lies in human nature some vague instinctive 
power of prophecy. It was with reluctance 
that she ever opened her door, and each 
visitor who approached her was reconnoitred 
from the window of her area. Her fortune 
would have permitted her to indulge herself 
with every luxury, but the house was a small 
one, consisting of two stories and a base- 
ment, with a neglected back garden, and her 
mode of life was even simpler than her 
dwelling. It was a singular and most un- 
natural old age. 

Mrs. Emsley was last seen alive upon the 
evening of Monday, August 13th, 1860. 
Upon that date, at seven o’clock, two neigh- 
bours perceived her sitting at her bedroom 
window. Next morning, shortly after ten, 
one of her irregular retainers called upon 
some matter of brass taps, but was unable to 
get any answer to his repeated knockings. 
During that Tuesday many visitors had the 
same experience, and the Wednesday and 
Thursday passed without any sign of life 
within the house. One would have thought 
that this would have aroused instant sus- 
picions, but the neighbours were so accus- 
tomed to the widow’s eccentricities that they 
were slow to be alarmed. It was only upon 
the Friday, when John Emms, the cobbler, 
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found the same sinister silence prevailing 
in the house, that a fear of foul play 
came suddenly upon him. He ran round to 
Mr. Rose, her attorney, and Mr. Faith, who 
was a distant relation, and the three men 
returned to the house. On their way they 
picked up Police-constable Dillon, who 
accompanied them. 

The front door was fastened and the 
windows snibbed, so the party made their 
way over the garden wall and so reached the 
back entrance, which they seem to have 
opened without difficulty. John Emms led 
the way, for he was intimately acquainted 
with the house. On the ground floor there 
was no sign of the old woman. ‘The creak 
of their boots and the subdued whisper of 
their voices were the only sounds which 
broke the silence. They ascended the stair 
with a fecling of reassurance. Perhaps it 
was all right after all. It was quite prob- 
able that the eccentric widow might have 
gone on a visit. And then.as they came 
upon the landing John Emms stood staring, 
and the others, peering past him, saw that 
which struck the hope from their hearts. 

It was the footprint of a man dimly out- 
lined in blood upon the wooden floor. The 
door of the front room was nearly closed, 
and this dreadful portent lay in front of it 
with the toes pointing away. ‘The police- 
constable pushed at the door, but something 
which lay behind it prevented it from open- 
ing. At last by their united efforts they 
effected an entrance. There lay the un- 
fortunate old woman, her lank limbs all 
asprawl upon the floor, with two rolls of 
wall-paper under her arm and several others 
scattered in front of her. It was evident 
that the frightful blows which had crushed in 
her head had fallen upon her unforeseen, 
and had struck her senseless in an instant. 
She had none of that anticipation which is 
the only horror of death. 

The news of the murder of so well known 
an inhabitant caused the utmost excitement 
in the neighbourhood, and every effort was 
made to detect the assassin. A Government 
reward of £100 was soon raised to £300, 
but without avail. A careful examination of 
the house failed to reveal anything which 
might serve as a reliable clue. It was diffi- 
cult to determine the hour of the murder, for 
there was reason to think that the dead 
woman occasionally neglected to make her 
bed, so that the fact that the bed was 
unmade did not prove that it had been slept 
in. She was fully dressed, as she would 
be in the evening, and it was unlikely that 
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she would be doing business with wall-papers 
in the early morning. On the whole, then, 
the evidence seemed to point to the crime 
having been committed upon the Monday 
evening some time after seven. There had 
been no forcing of doors or windows, and 
therefore the murderer had been admitted by 
Mrs. Emsley. It was not consistent with her 
habits that she should admit anyone whom 
she did not know at such an hour, and the 
presence of the wall-papers showed that it 
was someone with whom she had business to 
transact. So far the police could hardly go 
wrong. The murderer appeared to have 
gained little by his crime, for the only money 
in the house, £48, was found concealed in 
the cellar, and nothing was missing save a 
few articles of no value. For weeks the 
public waited impatiently for an arrest, and 
for weeks the police remained silent though 
not inactive. Then an arrest was at last 
effected, and in a curiously dramatic fashion. 
Amongst the .numer- 
ous people who made 
small sums of money by 
helping the murdered 
woman there was one 
respectable-looking man, 
named George Mullins 
—rather over fifty years 
of age, with the straight 
back of a man who has 
at some period been well 
drilled. Asa matter of 
fact, he had served in 
the Irish Constabulary, 
and had undergone 
many other curious ex- 
periences before he had 
settled down as a plas- 
terer in the East-end of 
London. This man it 
was who called upon 
Sergeant Tanner, of the 
police, and laid before 
him a statement which 
promised to solve the 
whole mystery. 
According to this 
account, Mullins had 
from the first been sus- 
picious of Emms, the 
cobbler, and had taken 
steps to verify his sus- 
picions, impelled partly 
by his love of justice 
and even more by his 
hope of the reward. 
The £.,00 bulked largely 
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before his eyes. “If this only goes right 
I'll take care of you,” said he, on his first 
interview with the police, and added, in 
allusion to his own former connection with 
the force, that he “was clever at these 
matters.” So clever was he that his account 
of what he had seen and done gave the 
police an excellent clue upon which to act. 
It appears that the cobbler dwelt in a 
small cottage at the edge of an old brick- 
field. On this brickfield, and about fifty 
yards from the cottage, there stood a crumb- 
ling outhouse which had been abandoned. 
Mullins, it seems, had for some time back 
been keeping a watchful eye upon Emms, 
and he had observed him carrying a paper 
parcel from his cottage and concealing it some- 
where in the shed. “Very likely,” said the 
astute Mullins, “ he is concealing some of the 
plunder which he has stolen.” To the police 
also the theory seemed not impossible, and 
so, on the following morning, three of them, 


‘THEY CAME ON A PAPER PARCEL OF A VEKY CURIOUS NATURE." 
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with Mullins hanging at their heels, appeared 
at Emms'’s cottage, and searched both it and 
the shed. Their efforts, however, were in 
vain, and nothing was found. 

This result was by no means satisfactory 
to the observant Mullins, who rated them 
soundly for not having half-searched the shed, 
and persuaded them to try again. They did 
so under his supervision, and this time with 
the best results. Behind a slab in the out- 
house they came on a paper parcel of a very 
curious nature. It was tied up with coarse 
tape, and when opened disclosed another 
parcel tied with waxed string. Within were 
found three small spoons and one large one, 
two lenses, and a cheque drawn in favour of 
Mrs. Emsley, and known to have been paid 
to her upon the day of the murder. There 
was no doubt that the other articles had 
also belonged to the dead woman. The dis- 
covery was of the first importance then, and 
the whole party set off for the police-station, 
Emms covered with confusion and dismay, 
while Mullins swelled with all the pride of 
the successful amateur detective. But his 
triumph did not last long. At the police- 
station the inspector charged him with being 
himself concerned in the death of Mrs. 
Emsley. 

“Is this the way that I am treated after 
giving you information?” he cried. 

“If you are innocent no harm will befall 
you,” said the inspector, and he was duly 
committed for trial. 

This dramatic turning of the tables caused 
the deepest public excitement, and the 
utmost abhorrence was everywhere expressed 
against the man who was charged not only 
with a very cold-blooded murder, but with a 
deliberate attempt to saddle another man 
with the guilt in the hope of receiving 
the reward. It was very soon seen that 
Emms at least was innocent, as he could 
prove the ‘most convincing a/d: But if 
Emms was innocent who was guilty save the 
man who had placed the stolen articles in 
the outhouse—and who could this be save 
Mullins, who had informed the police that 
they were there? The case was prejudged 
by the public before ever the prisoner had 
appeared in the dock, and the evidence 
which the’ police had prepared against him 
was not such as to cause them to change 
their opinion. A damning series of facts 
were arraigned in proof of their theory of the 
case, and they were laid before the jury by 
Serjeant Parry at the Central Criminal Court 
upon the 25th of October, about ten weeks 
after the murder. 
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At first sight the case against Mullins 
appeared to be irresistible. An examination of 
his rooms immediately after his arrest enabled 
the police to discover some tape upon his 
mantelpiece which corresponded very closely 
with the tape with which the parcel had been 
secured. ‘There were thirty-two strands in 
each. There was also found a piece of 
cobbler’s wax, such as would be needed to 
wax the string of the inner parcel. Cobbler’s 
wax was not a substance which Mullins 
needed in his business, so that the theory of 
the prosecution was that he had simply pro- 
cured it in order to throw suspicion upon the 
unfortunate cobbler. A plasterer’s hammer, 
which might have inflicted the injuries, was 
also discovered upon the premises, and so 
was a spoon which corresponded closely 
to the spoons which Mrs. Emsley had lost. 
It was shown also that Mrs. Mullins 
had recently sold a small gold pencil-case 
to a neighbouring barman, and two wit- 
nesses were found to swear that this 
pencil-case belonged to Mrs. Emsley and 
had been in her possession a short time 
before her death. There was also discovered 
a pair of boots, one of which appeared to fit 
the impression upon the floor, and medical 
evidence attested that there was some human 
hair upon the sole of it. The same medical 
evidence swore to a blood mark upon the 
gold pencil which had been sold by Mrs. 
Mullins. It was proved by the charwoman, 
who came upon Saturdays, that when she 
had been in the house two days before the 
murder Mullins had called, bringing with 
him some rolls of wall-paper, and that he had 
been directed by Mrs. Emsley to carry it up 
to the room in which the tragedy afterwards 
occurred. Now, it was clear that Mrs. 
Emsley had been discussing wall-papers at 
the time that she was struck down, and what 
more natural than that it should have been 
with the person who had originally brought 
them? Again, it had been shown that during 
the day Mrs. Emsley had handed to Mullins 
a certain key. This key was found lying in 
the same room as the dead body, and the 
prosecution asked how it could have come 
there if Mullins did not bring it. 

So far the police had undoubtedly a very 
strong case, and they endeavoured to make 
it more convincing still by producing evidence 
to show that Mullins had been seen both 
going to the crime and coming away from it. 
One, Raymond, was ready to swear that at 
eight o’clock that evening he had caught a 
glimpse of him in the street near Mrs. 
Emsley’s. He was wearing a black billy- 
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cock hat. A sailor was produced who 
testified that he had seen him at Stepney 
Green a little after five next morning. Ac- 
cording to the sailor’s account his attention 
was attracted by the nervous manner and 
excited appearance of the man whom he had 
met, and also by the fact that his pockets 
were very bulging. He was wearing a brown 
hat. When he heard of the murder he had 
of his own accord given information to the 
police, and he would swear that Mullins was 
the man whom he had seen. 

This was the case as presented against the 
accused, and it was fortified by many smaller 
points of suspicion. One of them was that 
when he was giving the police information 
about Emms he had remarked that Emms 
was about the only man to whom Mrs. 
Emsley would open her door. 

“ Wouldn’t she open it for you, Mullins ? ” 
asked the policeman. 

“No,” said he. ‘She would have called 
to me from the window of the area.” 

This answer of his—which was shown to 
be untrue—told 
very heavily 
against him at 
the trial. 

It was a grave 
task which Mr. 
Best had to per- 
form when he 
rose to answer 
thiscomplicated 
and widely- 
reaching indict- 
ment. He first 
of all endea- 
voured to estab- 
lish an alibi by 
calling Mullins’s 
children, who 
were ready to 
testify that he 
came home par- 
ticularly early 
upon that par- 
ticular Monday. 
Their evidence, 
however, was 
not very con- 
clusive, and was 
shaken by the 
laundress, who 
showed that 
they were con- 
fusing one day 
with another. 
As regards the 
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boot, the counsel pointed out that human 
hair was used by plasterers in their work, 
and he commented upon the failure of 
the prosecution to prove that there was 
blood upon the very boot which was sup- 
posed to have produced the blood - print. 
He also showed as regards the bloodstain 
upon the pencil-case that the barman upon 
buying the pencil had carefully cleaned and 
polished it, so that if there was any blood 
upon it it was certainly not that of Mrs. 
Emsley. He also commented upon the 
discrepancy of the evidence between Ray- 
mond, who saw the accused at eight in the 
evening in a black hat, and the sailor who met 
him at five in the morning in a brown one. 
If the theory of the prosecution was that the 
accused had spent the night in the house of 
the murdered woman, how came his hat to be 
changed? One or other or both the witnesses 
must be worthless. Besides, the sailor had 
met his mysterious stranger at Stepney Green, 
which was quite out of the line between the 
scene of the crime and Mullins’s lodgings. 
As to the bul- 
ging pockets, 
only a few small 
articles had 
been taken from 
the house, and 
they would cer- 
tainly not cause 
the robber’s 
pockets to 
bulge. There 
was no evi- 
dence either 
from Raymond 
or from the 
sailor that the 
prisoner was 
carrying the 
plasterer’s ham- 
mer with which 
the deed was 
supposed to 
have been done. 

And now he 
produced two 
new and very 
important wit- 
nesses, whose 
evidence fur- 
nished another 
of those sudden 
surprises with 
which the case 
had abounded. 
Mrs. Barnes, 
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who lived in Grove Road, opposite to the scene 
of the murder, was prepared to swear that at 
twenty minutes to ten on Tuesday morning— 
twelve hours after the time of the commission 
of the crime according to the police theory— 
she saw someone moving paper-hangings in 
the top room, and that she also saw the 
right-hand window open a little way. Now, 
in either of these points she might be the 
victim of a delusion, but it is difficult to 
think that she was mistaken in them both. 
If there was really someone in the room at 
that hour, whether it was Mrs. Emsley or 
her assassin, in either case it proved the 
theory of the prosecution to be entirely 
mistaken. 

The second piece of evidence was from 
Stephenson, a builder, who testified that 
upon that Tuesday morning he had seen one 
Rowland, also a builder, come out of some 
house with wall-papers in his hand. This 
was a little after ten o’clock. He could not 
swear to the house, but he thought that it 
was Mrs. Emsley’s. Rowland was hurrying 
past him when he stopped him and asked 
him—they were acquaintances—whether he 
was in the paper line. 

“Yes; didn’t you know 
Rowland. 

“No,” said Stephenson, “else I should 
have given you a job or two.” 

“Oh, yes, I was bred up to it,” said Row- 
land, and went on his way. 

In answer to this Rowland appeared in the 
box and stated that he considered Stephen- 
son to be half-witted. He acknowledged the 
meeting and the conversation, but asserted 
that it was several days before. As a matter 
of fact, he was engaged in papering the house 
next to Mrs. Emsley’s, and it was from that 
that he had emerged. 

So stood the issues when the Chief Baron 
entered upon the difficult task of summing 
up. Some of the evidence upon which the 
police had principally relied was brushed 
aside by him very lightly. As to the tape, 
most tape consisted of thirty-two strands, 
and it appeared to him that the two pieces 
were not exactly of one sort. Cobbler’s wax 
was not an uncommon substance, and a 
plasterer could not be blamed for possessing 
a plasterer’s hammer. The boot, too, was 
not so exactly like the blood-print that any 
conclusions could be drawn from it. The 
weak point of the defence was that it was 
almost certain that Mullins hid the things 
in the shed. If he did not commit the 
crime, why did he not volunteer a statement 
as to how the things came into his posses- 
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sion? His remark that Mrs. Emsley would 
not open the door to him, when it was 
certain that she would do so, was very much 
against him. On the other hand, the con- 
flicting evidence of the sailor and of the other 
man who had seen Mullins near the scene of 
the crime was not very convincing, nor did 
he consider the incident of the key to be at 
all conclusive, since the key might have been 
returned in the course of the day. On the 
whole, everything might be got round except 
the hiding of the parcel in the shed, and 
that was so exceedingly damning that, even 
without anything else, it amounted to a for- 
midable case. 

The jury deliberated for three hours and 
then brought in a verdict of “Guilty,” in which 
the judge concurred. Some of his words, 
however, in passing sentence were such as to 
show that his mind was by no means con- 
vinced upon the point. 

“Tf you can even now make it manifest 
that you are innocent of the charge,” said he, 
“I do not doubt that every attention will be 
paid to any cogent proof laid before those 
with whom it rests to carry out the finding of 
the law.” 

To allude to the possibility of a man’s 
innocence and at the same time to condemn 
him to be hanged strikes the lay mind as 
being a rather barbarous and illogical pro- 
ceeding. It is true that the cumulative force 
of the evidence against Mullins was very 
strong, and that investigation proved the 
man’s antecedents to have been of the worst. 
But still, circumstantial evidence, even when 
it all points one way and there is nothing to 
be urged upon the other side, cannot be 
received with too great caution, for it is 
nearly always possible to twist it to some 
other meaning. 

In this case, even allowing that the evidence 
for an aibi furnished by Mullins’s children 
was worthless, and allowing also that Mr. 
Stephenson’s evidence may be set aside, there 
remains the positive and absolutely disinte- 
rested testimony of Mrs. Barnes, which would 
seem to show that even if Mullins did the 
crime he did it in an entirely different way 
to that which the police imagined. Besides, 
is it not on the face of it most improbable 
that a man should commit a murder at eight 
o’clock or so in the evening, should remain 
all night in the house with the body of his 
victim, that he should do this in the dark— 
for a light moving about the house would 
have been certainly remarked by the neigh- 
bours—that he should not escape during the 
darkness, but that he should wait for the full 
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sunlight of an August morning before he 
emerged ? 

After reading the evidence one is left 
with an irresistible impression that, though 
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ing one that universal prejudice was excited 
against the accused. Mullins was hanged 
on the 19th of November, and he left a 
statement behind him reaffirming his own 





“A VERDICT OF ‘GUILTY.’” 


Mullins was very likely guilty, the police 


were never able to establish the details of 
the crime, and that there was a risk of a mis- 
carriage of justice when the death sentence 
was carried out. 

There was much discussion among the 
legal profession at the time as to the sufficiency 
of the evidence, but the general public was 
quite satisfied, for the crime was sucha shock- 
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innocence. He never attempted to explain 
the circumstances which cost him his life, 
but he declared in his last hours that he 
believed Emms to be innocent of the 
murder, which some have taken to be a con- 
fession that he had himself placed the in- 


criminating articles in the shed. Forty 
years have served to throw nọ fresh- 
light upon the matter. 
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are such 
wonder- 
y ful possi- 
bilities 
about Baby! 

As he lies on his 
mother’s knee, a 
little bundle of pink flesh and tiny, 
rounded limbs, he represents the 
most unfathomable mystery in crea- 
tion. We guess hopelessly at 
the thoughts that lie within his 
fluffy head. We strive fruitlessly to 
break down ever so little that im- 
penetrable barrier that as yet stands 
between him and all the world. He 
is less than human. He is more 
than human. He is beyond appeal, 
beyond knowledge, beyond reach. 

And for the future? What may 
not that hold? Will those tiny, 
curling fingers that twine so tightly 
round our own one day wield the 
pen or the sword? Behind that line- 
less brow are there nestling the 
germs of great thoughts that shall 
sway men’s minds, or wise counsels 
that will rule the nation, burning eloquence 
or inspired song, music, science, or art? 
When thirty years have rolled over his 
innocent head, will they find Baby a senior 
wrangler or a famous actor ; a rising politician 
or a Royal Academician ; will he be on his 
way to a bishopric or the Woolsack ? 

Who can tell? Whichever way we look is 
mystery, and Baby in the midst is greatest 
mystery of all. And yet, though we can in 
no way hope to lift even a corner of the veil 
that shrouds what is to come, still from 
Baby himself we may perchance gather a 
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Has Baby 


Clever Head? 
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stray hint or two, 
here and there, 
which shall shed a 
spark of light over 
the unknown path 
he has to tread. 

There are many 
who sneer at the 
science of phrenology as elaborated nonsense 
and charlatanism, and deny the possibility 
of arriving at the contents of a head from 
studying its outward form. There are many 
more who do not dispute its tenets in the 
main, but refuse to allow that they can hold 
good in the case of infants. “All babies’ 
heads are alike,” they declare (and it is 
unnecessary to go on to, state that these 
people are all men, and mostly unmarried). 
No mother will be found to allow that babies’ 
heads resemble each other more than the 
heads of adults, and it will need but a moment’s 
glance at the tiny mites whose portraits adorn 
these pages to prove their dissimilarity. 
Compare, for example, the rounded poll of 
Baby No. 15 with the flattened crown of 
Baby No. 8. Contrast the narrow forehead 
of Baby No. 3 with Baby No. 16% broad 
brows. Is there the slightest resemblance 
between the heads of Nos. 9 and 12? 
and so on through our whole assortment. 
Even the most confirmed bachelor will be 
unable to deny the difference. 

Granted then that differences really exist, 
we have next to go to work to find the signi- 
fication thereof, and learn to apply our 
knowledge to the solving of that all-important 
question, “ Has Baby a clever head?” But 
we must always bear in mind that as Baby’s 
faculties and tendencies are as yet unde- 
veloped, so are they proportionately difficult 
to trace ; and that just as time and education 











HAS BABY A CLEVER HEAD? 


will tend to accentuate certain features, so 
will they, in like manner, tend to hide and 
obliterate others that belong exclusively to 
childhood. For if, as is averred, the heads 
of grown people continually change and alter, 
then the soft skull of an infant will change 
within far larger limits, and each succeeding 
year will leave its well-marked trace. It is, 
therefore, but upon the broadest outlines that 
we must build up our inferences concerning 
these little people. 

One of the first teachings of phrenology 
tells us that the outward expression of purely 
intellectual qualities is found in the fore- 
head and fore part of the head, while those 
that we possess in common with the animal 
world are at the back. In other words, the 
cleverness is in front and the J/ovadleness 
behind. Suppose we begin by studying Baby 
side-face, and 
see what we 
can learn from 
the length of 
his or her skull. 
This is a view 
of a baby that 
is very rarely 
to be obtained 
in ordinary 
photographs, 
which are 
almost invari- 
ably ‘taken full 
face. There is 
no denying it 
that profile is 
not these tiny 
ones’ strong 
point. There 
is a lack of character in the wee dab which 
does duty as a nose, and the rosy mouth 
over the toothless gums, though very sweet 
and kissable, is neither very definite nor very 
indicative of what it may presently grow to. 
Nevertheless, it is the profile we should first 
examine. 

If the head is long, as seen sideways, 
measured from the ear backward, then Baby 
has a well-developed “bump of philopro- 
genitiveness”! Phrenologists love long 
words, and this is the longest of all, though 
in plain English it may be simply translated 
as “love of offspring.” Better translated 
still, it will stand as “ motherliness,” at least 
with the female sex, and it is, perhaps, the 
most lovable characteristic of all. It means 
love and tender sympathy with all that is 
weak and helpless, pity for all sorrow and 
suffering, and a loyal defence of the 
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oppressed. The little girl ‘with the long 
head will be a devoted mother to her dolls ; 
the little boy will cherish a family of pets, if 
he is so allowed; and both will, all their 
lives, have a specially soft place in their 
hearts for children, and hold no music so 
sweet as the laugh of a child. 

And if the head is not only long at the 
back but broad there also, there will further 
be added the love of friends, the joy of 
companionship, the social tendency. Baby 
with the long but narrow head will probably 
be shy and reticent. He will refuse to 
“show off” when the proud mother would 
display his charms to strangers. He will 
hide. his head in her shoulder and loudly 
resent allattempted overtures. Broad-headed 
Baby, on the contrary, will early display his 
sociability, rather delighting in the presence 
of a new face, 
and quickly 
earning for 
himself the 
adjective of 
“ friendly.” 

Baby No. 1 
in our illustra- 
tion sprawling 
on the woolly 
mat, has a long 
head, but in 
his case the 
length comes 
chiefly higher 
up, on the 
level of the 
eyes, while 
the back is 
well rounded. 
This boy is a “home bird,” a boy with 
the home ties strongly developed. If 
he could give intelligible utterance to the 
private opinions he holds very strongly in 
his little brain, they would be to the effect 
that his own nursery and his own cot are the 
best and most comfortable in existence, and 
he defies the world to produce their equal. 
Later on he will extend this view to his own 
house, then to his village, then to his country. 
He will never willingly roam far from his “ain 
fireside”; and if another day finds him, 
perforce, at the far ends of the earth, his 
thoughts and longings will ever be turning to 
“the old folks at home.” 

These three characteristics, then—love of 
children, love of friends, love of home, 
together with other similar qualities which 
belong more particularly to later life—are 
represented by length of head, and are less 
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NO. 2,—A FUTURE BULLER, 


strongly developed, 
though never wholly 
absent, in heads of the 
squarer shape. Where- 
fore, oh, fond mother, 
rejoice if your tiny 
one’s soft little skull 
projects backward, for 
then, no matter what 
more intellectual attri- 
butes he has or lacks, 
he at least possesses 
the power of love, 
which is greatest of 
all. 

About the region of 
the ear, above and 
behind it, lie the out- 
ward manifestations of 
the presence or ab- 
sence of a series of 
qualities essential to 
that most important 
business called “ get- 
ting on in the world.” 
A very noteworthy set these, for not only are 
they all-important as natural attributes, but 
it is to their abuse and undue develop- 
ment that we owe the seamicr side of life. 
Phrenology owns to no “ bad bumps” per se, 
holding that so-called bad qualities are only 
abuses of good and natural ones, which have 
been suffered to obtain undue preponder- 
ance;. as, for example, when the natural 
instinct of self-defence is allowed to grow 
into actual aggressiveness, or the useful power 
of keeping a secret develops into downright 
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NO. 3.—GOING TO BE AN EDITOR. 
























deception. Mothers, 
then, need fear to find 
no trace of ill in the 
little innocent heads of 
their tiny ones, while it 
rests with them, more 
than all the world, to 
see that none may 
hereafter be discover- 
able there. 

Measure Baby’s 
head a little behind 
the ears and parallel 
with the top of them. 
If there is plenty of 
breadth here, then 
your boy has all the 
instincts of the soldier 


NO. 5.—A PEACEABLE CITIZEN. 
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—courage, daring, self- 
reliance, persistence in 
the face of difficulties. 
Look at Baby (No. 2) 
for example-—a born 
fighter, if ever there 
was one. The develop 
ment behind the ears 
in his case is particu 
larly well shown, and 
the head is carried a 
little on one side, as 
is usually the way with 
such natures. If Baby 
No. 2 one day has his 
way he will be a trusty 
member of His 
Majesty’s forces. If 
fate wills otherwise, 
and he becomes a 
peaceful citizen, then 
let County Councils, 
Boards of Guardians, 
and such-like bodies 
have heed of their deal- 
ings with one who will 
stand so firmly by his 
rights and take such good care that he gets 
them. Baby No. 3 also is going to be a very 
tolerable warrior, as also sturdy little boy 





NO. 7.—PLENTY OF “Go.” 


No. 4. In Baby No. 5, with the rather 
pathetic, wee face, this fighting trait is per- 
haps less noticeable than in most, as also 
—and rightly—in bright-eyed, motherly little 
lady No. 6. 

Lower down over the ears than the “ bump 
of combativeness” is a kindred organ of 
which energy is the leading characteristic 
and what we are pleased to call a “strong ” 
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personality. When 
very evident, this tends 
to depress the ear, and 
of all our interesting 
examples, Baby No. 7 
has her ears set lowest 
in her little head. This 
isa good sign, they say, 
inasmuch as it indi- 
cates large brain capa- 
city above, and at this 
rate our small lady may 
certainly be expected 
to make her mark in 
the world. A very 
energetic young person 
she is, no doubt, al- 
ways lively and with 
plenty of “go.” Not 
improbably a “ bit of 
a pickle” at times, with 
a passion for investiga- 
ting the interior econ- 
omy of her toys. An- 
other day she is likely 
to excel at outdoor 
games and exercises. 
Undoubtedly the most curious -shaped 
head in our whole collection belongs to 
solemn Baby No. 8, the lateral development, 
in his case, at the back of the head, half- 
way between the back of the ear and the 
beginning of the crown, being exceedingly 
conspicuous. If this child’s head is, indeed, 
a true index to his character he should be 
prudence personified. In a young infant 
this instinct of cautiousness is often particu- 





No. 8.—‘‘ LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP,” 
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larly marked, as is only wise and natural in 
a being so defenceless and weak. Baby 
No. 8, when he is a man, will be able to 
keep his own counsel, and secrets with him 
will be in safe holding. 

A head that is pointed, or approximates to 
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have a unique opportunity of studying his 
fellowmen. 

Phrenology entirely bears out this state- 
ment. We have seen already why a long 
head should be loving—we shall understand 
in a moment why it will be clever also ; and 





NO. 9.—A WILL OF HIS OWN, 


a point, at the top means firmness, and here 
Baby No. g affords a splendid example. 
Tinies (Nos. 5 and 10) display the same 
peculiarity, though in a less marked degree. 
Height of head, measured directly above the 
ear, is a gift to rejoice over, for it carries with 
it will-power, persever- 
ance, fixedness of pur- 
pose, and the ability to 
decide—all admirable 
qualifications. Never 
mind if Baby No. g is 
a bit obstinate at times. 
There are occasions in 
life when it is a good 
thing to be stubborn 
and none when vacilla- 
tion will stand him in 
any stead. 

It has been said 
that it is easier by 
far to read a man’s 
character phrenologic- 
ally at a glance than a 
woman’s, and this not 
only because his hair 
does not so obscure 
his bumps, but because you can immediately 
tell from his hat! ‘The wearers of long 
hats are affectionate and clever, and those 
whose hats are broad will be tactful, amiable, 
full of common sense, and excellent men 
of business. In this way a hatter should 
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NO, I10.—ABLE TO HOLD HIS OWN. 


as to the broad head, there lie about the 
region of the crown the sentiments of self- 
respect, conscientiousness, hope, and laudable 
ambition, which are, above all others, the 
virtues of good citizenship. 

The bonny little gentleman of our illus- 
tration who is repre- 
sented by No. 11 is 
a splendid case in point 
of the broad - hatted 
fraternity. It needs but 
a glance at the solemn, 
wee face with the big, 
earnest eyes to be filled 
with respect for the 
owner thereof, and re- 
cognise at once the 
rectitude of his morals. 
Conscientiousnessis his 
ruling star—courteous- 
ness his peculiar charm. 
He is a little gentleman 
by nature, whether his 
father be an earl or a 
groom, and he will be 
uniformly considerate, 
honourable, and kindly 
in his dealings with high or low. He is a 
clever boy, and a boy to be implicitly trusted, 
and what higher compliment can we render 
him than this? : 

And now we have come—by slow degrees 
—to the abode of the qualities which we are 
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NO. 12.—A BUDDING POET, 


pleased to consider as 
cons ting what we 
call “creverness” ; the 
qualities which go espe- 
cially to the making of 
poets and painters, and 
musicians and actors, 
and writersand thinkers. 
It is probably just this 
part which appeals most 
particularly to the fond 
parent—for who does 
not cherish the hope 
that their child may 
prove to be a genius, 
no matter what exceed- 
ingly uncomfortable 
sort of people to have 
as intimate relations 
real geniuses often are? It is unfortunately, 
too, just here where the study of baby 
heads becomes most difficult, for these are 
the organs which specially develop later 
with use. An infant may be self-willed 
from birth, and his head will early indicate 
the fact ; but though an artist may be born, 
not taught, yet his talent must perforce lie 
dormant and undeveloped during the years 
before he is able to hold a brush. 
Nevertheless it is not wholly impossible to 
trace in the little ones the germs of their 
special tastes. Perhaps the most interesting 
little head in all our batch of babies is 
owned by the tiny boy we make answer to 
Baby No. 12, who, it will be noticed, 
has a very pronounced development some 
distance behind the temples, which gives an 
almost overhanging appearance to that part 
of the brain. It is just about here that are 
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gathered the organs of ‘marvellousness,” 
“sublimity,” and “ideality.” This last has 
sometimes been called the organ of poetry, 
for it prompts to the love of all that is 
beautiful, exquisite, and sublime, whether in 
Nature or art. It represents taste and re- 
finement, and in Baby No. 12’s case it is 
combined with a most impressionable nature 
and great imagination. If appearances are 
to be trusted this little lad should one day 
make his mark in the poetical or artistic world. 

The musical faculties give breadth and 
fulness to the face—a certain rounded appear- 
ance to the forehead immediately above the 
outer angle of the eyebrows. The little girl 
with the big, dark eyes and curly hair, 
whom it were rather an insult to call 
Baby (No. 13), shows this peculiarity very 
plainly, especially on the 
left side of the head. 
The very winsome-look- 
ing little maiden (No. 
14), with the big curl 
and little bare feet 
pressed together, is ap- 
parently deficient in this 
particular respect. As 
a make-up for it she has 
the organ of calculation, 
which is shown in the 
overhanging brow at the 
outer corner of the eye, 
unusually well devel- 
oped for her age, which 
signifies that figures will 
come easy to her, and 
she will have the much- 
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to-be-desired gift of mental arithmetic, denied, 
alas, to so many of the rest of us. 

Arching eyebrows give the sense of 
colour, and are most apparent in Baby 
This is 


No. 3 and little girl No. 13. 
an all-essential gift in 
an artist, though it 
scarcely follows that 
its possession implies 
the artistic power. 
Brows which overhang 
close’ to the nose, 
giving the eyes a 
sunken appearance, 
indicate perception of 
size and weight. ‘These 
are all-important facul- 
ties for the architect, 
the engineer, the sculp- 
tor, and the marks- 
man. Prominent eyes 
endow with the gift of 
tongues, making the 
learning of foreign 
languages an easy task. 
A considerable dis- 
tance between the eyes 
means not only a 
frank and open nature, 
but signifies the pos- 
session of the sense of 
.form. Children with eyes wide asunder are 
said to learn to read quickly, and to rarely 
forget a face. Fighting Baby (No. 2) will 
probably live to congratulate himself upon 


both these useful acquirements in his future ` 


career. He will make an excellent scout. 
It will have been 
noticed at the first 


glance through our 
portrait gallery that 
two of our infants 


(Nos. 15 and 3) havea 
very special and mark- 
ed development of the 
centre of the forehead. - 
This is the bump of 
“eventuality ” in phre- 
nological jargon, and 
means “the sense of 
events.” It endows the 
lucky possessor with a 
good memory, with 
quickness. to learn, 
observation, a grasp of 
facts, a love for in- 
formation. History in _ 
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with such foreheads, and Babies Nos. 15 
and 3 are passionately fond of stories and 
narratives. ‘Time and opportunity will deter- 
mine whether they are presently to become 
editors, teachers, or historians, but they are 
well suited to fill either 
capacity — that is to 
say, of course, as far 
as frontal development 
goes. 

Grandest of all the 
faculties with which 
mankind is blessed, 
that which raises him 
highest above the 
brute creation, is the 
power of reason ; the 
power not only to 
observe and feel and 
remember, but to 
compare, classify, and 
argue from the results ; 
to trace the cause from 
the effect; to deduce 
from the fall of the 
apple the law which 
holds the universe in 
place. It is a matter 
of universal know- 
ledge that the great 
thinkers, those in 
whom the reasoning power is most highly 
developed, have broad, high foreheads. It is 


equally a. matter of ordinary observation that 


men of small intellect have narrow and reced- 


‘ng ones. The “reflective” faculties, in 


short, lie along the upper part of the fore- 
head, just below where 
the hair begins. Who 
does not recognise the 
power of the broad, 
open brow, even when, 
as in the case of twelve 
months’ old baby, 
there can be little yet 
to justify the respect 
we yield? In our in- 
fant album are several 
foreheads that promise 
well for another day ; 
but surely out of all, 
the happy mother of 


bonny, bright Baby 
No. 16 can best 


answer in the affirma- 
tive, when she asks 
herself the mother’s 





particular is specially 
fascinating “to -thoses: == or o 
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query, “ Has my baby 
a clever head?” 
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The New Star and its Discoverer. 


By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. 


R. THOMAS D. ANDER- 
'| SON, of Edinburgh, who has 
been so fortunate as to dis- 
cover the new star, is still a 
comparatively young man, for 
he is not yet fifty. His first 
to practical astronomy was 





introduction 
made when he was a child of five, and 
his father, who took a great interest in the 
phenomena relating to comets, led him to 
the front door one night to show him 
Donati’s comet, which had then attained its 


greatest size and brilliancy. 
blazing light in the heavens, he declared to 
the child that “ however long he might live, it 
was impossible that he would ever again 
behold so great a marvel.” Strange pro- 
phecy for a man to make 
to the discoverer of the 
„brightest star which has 
been seen for three hun- 
dred years. 

The childish love of the 
stars planted in the dis- 
coverer by his father grew 
with his growth. Even 
when he was reading hard 
at the University of Ièdin- 
burgh for his M.A. degree, 
and while he was prepar- 
ing for the ministry, he 
used to devote a good deal 
of time to reading astro- 
nomical literature and to 
studying the heavens. His 
short-sightedness, born no 
doubt of the constant por- 
ing over books, became so 
great when aggravated by 
the labour of sermon-writing that he had, after 
a few years, to give up his ministry and to 
decline the invitation of more than one Scot- 
tish Congregational church to be its pastor. 
This change in his career was not forgotten 
in connection with his recent discovery of 
the new star, for a North of England paper 
printed the news with this remarkable and 
sensational headline: “ He could not see to 
preach. He could see the stars.” 

It was in 1892 that Dr. Anderson made 
his début among astronomical discoverers, for 
he discovered a new star then of the fifth 
magnitude in the crowd of faint stars that 
occupied the southern part of the great 
constellation Auriga, the star to which 
astronomers allude as Nova Aurigæ or 


T Aurige. This star not only made a 
Vol. xx1.—Go. 
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DR. THOMAS D. ANDERSON, THE DISCOVERER OF 
THE NEW STAR. 
From a Photo, by W. K. Monro, Edinburgh. 


sensation at the time, but it is doubly 
interesting as being the first new star whose 
spectrum was photographed. Since then, 
encouraged by Professor Copeland, the 
Astronomer Royal of Scotland, Dr. Ander- 
son has gone on examining the heavens, as 
he says himself, in a much more persistent 
and methodical way than he had done up to 
that time. ‘The principal result of these 
nightly wanderings along the aisles and 
cloisters of.the heavenly temple has been the 
diseovery of i 
all told—of hitherto ` undetected. variable 
stars. One or two of these have proved 
especially interesting, and are being watched 
by astronomers with great diligence as they 
pass through their unceasing changes in 
brightness.” 

To these new stars astro- 
nomers have given the 
name of Nove, Sir Nor- 
man Lockyer defining a 
nova as “a body which 
suddenly appears, then 
diminishes its brightness, 
and, finally, disappears as 
a star.” To this cele- 
brated astronomer I am 
indebted for the photo- 
graphs of the star and 
apparatus which illustrate 
this article, as well as for 
much kindly help in its 
preparation, and I take 
this opportunity of ex- 
pressing my acknowledg- 
ments to him. 

The life-history of the 
new star, which was dis- 
covered at 2.40 a.m. on February 22nd, or, 
according to the reckoning in use among 
astronomers, on February 21st, 14hrs. 4omin., 
is extremely interesting. 

That discovery, it is worth noting, was 
made practically with the naked eye, or 
rather with eyes aided only by the spectacles 
which Dr. Anderson wears habitually. The 
discovery was not the result of premeditated 
and regular search, for, as a matter of fact, 
Dr. Anderson was examining quite a different 
part of the heavens, and was comparing the 
view of it which he got through his telescope 
with one of the charts in Argelander’s great 
atlas of the Northern Hemisphere, in order, 
as he has said in his note to me, “to see 
if he could find any noteworthy discrepancy 
between the two. On rising from my tele- 
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scope,” he goes on, “in 
one of those fits of weari- 
ness which overcome even 
the most enthusiastic star- 
gazer, instead of proceed- 
ing straight to the chart 
I put on my spectacles 
and gazed round on the 
heavens as they were then 
displayed in their full 
splendour in front of me. 
And what did I see? 
There in the glorious 
constellation of Perseus, 
shining with a brightness 
that somewhat surpassed 
the third magnitude, was 
a new-born star. Oh, 
what an absurd sonnet is 
that in which Keats 
brackets together the dis- 
covery of an ocean and 
the discovery of a new 
celestial world. As if the 
finding of any terrestrial sheet of water, how- 
ever large, could be compared for a moment 
as a source of joy with the first glimpse 
of a new glory in the already glorious 
firmament !” 

With regard to Nova Persei, as the 
new star is called, Dr. Anderson modestly 
says: “My sole merit is that of having 
been the first to see the great wonder and 
to have made its acquaintance while it was 
still in its infancy on the morning of the 
22nd of February, while other observers 
espied it either in its sturdy youth on the 
evening of that day, or in the full strength of 
manhood in the evening of the 23rd. Luck, 
too, had a great deal to do with the matter ; 
a delay of an hour and a half would have 
spoilt my chances, for by that time all the 
region of the sky containing the constellation 
Perseus had been covered by a pall of clouds.” 

When Dr. Anderson first saw it it was, as 
he has stated personally to me, “shining 
with a brightness that somewhat surpassed 
the third magnitude.” 

In the course of a few hours, on the evening 
of February 22nd, between 6 and 7.30, when 
seen at the Observatory at South Kensington, 
it had so brightened that it was rather brighter 
than a first magnitude star, at which bright- 
ness it remained until the 25th. Astronomi- 
cally considered, according to the paper read 
by Sir Norman Lockyer before the Royal 
Society on February 28th, the star was on 
February 23rd “at least 10,000 times brighter 
than it was four days previously.” Ten 


Google 


the star has assumed. 
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THE ARROW INDICATES THE POSITION OF THE NEW STAR IN PERSEUS. 
From a Photo. taken at the Solar Physics Ubservatory, S.W., March 6, 1904. 


thousand times brighter within a hundred 
hours ! and yet still to our eyes only a bright 
speck in the heavens. 

By February 27th the star had diminished 
greatly. Happily, however, many spectra 
have already been obtained of it, so that 
when sufficient time has elapsed for their 
complete study we shall have an accurate 
record of the chemical composition of the 
new star. So far one fact has come 
out with undoubted strength, that hydrogen 
forms a very large proportion of its compo- 
sition, as shown not only by the spectrum 
but by the bright red colour which 
The change in 
colour is undoubtedly due to the cooling 
which the star is undergoing. This may be 
accurately compared to what takes place 
when a poker is put into the fire and allowed 
to become intensely hot and slowly cooled. 
The red heat gets duller and duller until it 
dies away, though, even then, the iron will 
be too hot to be handled with comfort, so 
that the star, even after it has faded entirely 
out of sight, because it has become too cold 
to give out rays of light that our eyes can 
see, May remain for centuries too hot to 
sustain life as we understand it. 

The first question which everyone will 
naturally ask at the unexpected appearance 
in the heavens of a new star is: What is its 
position? The question is easily answered 
by a reference to the accompanying illustra- 
tion. The position of the new star is indi- 
cated by the bright dot to which the arrow- 


THE NEW STAR AND ITS DISCOVERER. 


head points. In the illustration certain 
Greek letters will be seen affixed to bright 
points which are the photographic represen- 
tations of the large stars in the constellation 
Perseus. These stars are known as Alpha, 
Beta, Gamma, Delta, and so on. If a 
straight line is drawn from Alpha to Beta 
Persei, the new star is seen to be to the 
north and west of that line. 

To the question how far off this new star 
is no answer can possibly be given, for the 
simple reason that it has no parallax, and 
therefore we have no method of calculating 
its position. Even if we had, however, it is 
questionable whether anyone could possibly 
appreciate the distance, seeing that it would 
be expressed in thousands of millions of 
miles—possibly in tens of thousands, if not 
in hundreds of thousands of millions. It has 


been conjectured that it is many thousand 
times farther off than the sun itself, and with 






THE TWO-PRISM SPECTROSCOPE MOUNTED ON THE 3OIN. REFLECTOR FOR OBTAINING THE 
PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE SPECTRUM OF THE NOVA AT THE SOLAR PHYSICS OBSERVATORY. 


that statement of immensity of distance I 
might content myself. _ 

Perhaps, however, a more vivid way of 
putting the star’s place may be to record 
Sir Norman Lockyer’s own view on the 
subject. This is that the appearance of the 
star is due to events which occurred any- 
where from a quarter to half a century 
ago, during which period the light has 
been travelling to our earth. Reflect for 
a moment that light travels at the rate of 
186,000 miles a second, and then let those 
who have a taste for figures on an enormous 
scale do the multiplying for themselves. The 
figures even for twenty-five years, instead of 
fifty, will, no doubt, prove sufficiently large 
even for their edification. 

The next question we naturally ask in the 
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face of such a phenomenon as the appear- 
ance of a new star is how it has come to be 
born. In the great universe of space, as in 
the relatively infinitesimal world of life to 
which we belong, the same law would seem 
to hold good, for this new birth depends on 
two factors, neither of which alone is capable 
of producing it. These novæ, in fact, are 
due to the coming together into collision of 
two swarms of meteorites. In the collision 
the particles, moving at a great rate, naturally 
became heated to a very high degree and 
began to give out light, as all objects do when 
heated to a sufficiently high temperature. 

How do we know the novæ are produced 
by the dash of meteoritic swarms? By means 
of the spectroscope, from which we have 
derived our great, though even to-day imper- 
fect, knowledge of the heavenly bodies. A 
spectrum of the new star and of Alpha Persei 
show that they differ very markedly. There 

i are certain bright lines 
in the nova spectrum 
which do not appear in 
the other, and as Sir 
Norman Lockyer says 
in the “ Sun’s Place in 
Nature,” “thesame set 
of particles cannot be 
producing bright and 
dark lines at the same 
time.” Obviously, 
therefore, the dark 
lines come from one 
body and the bright 
ones from another, or, 
| as he says in regard 
' to the spectrum of an 
earlier nova dis- 
covered in February, 
1892, “the photographs which were taken 
of the spectrum of this same body put 
beyond all question the fact that we were 
really dealing with two bodies and not with 
one.” 

Calculations derived from the comparison 
of the lines of the spectra of the two swarms 
show that they came together when they 
were moving at the rate of about 700 miles 
a second. 

The spectrum is photographed by attach- 
ing the spectroscope to the eye-piece of the 
telescope as shown in the last. illustration. 
The ray of light passes through the prism, is 
broken up into its constituent parts, and 
these falling on a sensitive plate in a 
camera, are so photographed in the ordinary 
way. 
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A SKETCH IN 


ALISON. LORD PORTRUSH. 
NURSE JEAN. 

ScENE: Hote? Dinard. A bare salon, 
empty and desolate. Long windows give on 
to a, veranda, looking on to the gardens of 
the hotel. A round, bare table in centre. 
High chairs against walls. Small long table 
between windows, on which lie lesson-books. 
Sofa placed across corner L., chairs R. and L. 
table. Stove R. A couple of oleanders in 
pols and a few Catholic prints, the only 
ornaments tn room. White lace curtains at 
windows. Door R. and folding-doors, white 
painted, like room down L. Whole effect cold 
and unhomeitke. A crowd of books, papers, 
exercise-books, and pen and ink on table C. 

ALISON discovered at table, R.C., writing. 
She ts a very pretty girl, plainly dressed in 
cotton shirt and serge skirt. Her hair ts 
loosely tied back with a black ribbon, queue 
fashion. She ts eighteen, and looks too old to 
be a schoolgirl. 

ALIson (dreartly reading from exercise- 
book): “ A cistern can be filled by a pipe in 
thirty-three and a third minutes. If the 
larger pipe takes fifteen minutes less than 
the smaller to fill cistern, in what time will it 
be filled by each pipe singly?” As if I 
care! - (She pushes her hair off her forehead 
aistractedly and hopelessly.) Lets see if old 
Toddy can help us. (She goes to table between 
windows, pausing, looking out through window.) 
Halloa! There’s that nice boy again. Oh, 
what a muff he’s playing with—there, she’s 
gone for his ball and missed it. Why, he’s 
only laughing—he doesn’t seem to mind a 
bit ; he must be awfully good-tempered. Now 
he’s going to let her serve. Oh! Whata 
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By A. CONSTANCE SMEDLEY. 


ONE ACT. 


serve! (Turning from window wistfully.) 
No wonder, with a waist like that. (Looks 
through books on table listlessly.) Fancy being 
at Dinard, and shut up in a schoolroom to 
do lessons—lessons in holidays, while those 
girls are having such a lovely time. (Enter 
matd with letters.) 

Maip: Une lettre pour Mademoiselle. 

ALISON (she takes letter in pink envelope, 
and servant exits R.C.): Bertha’s pink! 
(Tears it open.) How ashamed I should be 
if she could see me here, shut up like a 
naughty child, while (reads). “ Darling 
chicken, what has happened? Jack has 
come back from Dinard to-night. He has 
actually been staying in your hotel and has 
never seen you, and swears you have never 
been down to the dining-room all the time 
he’s been there ; and I told him to look out 
for you; and he knows you so well from all 
my photographs ; he couldn’t be mistaken. 
Are you ill, my darlingest chicken? I hope 
not. I know that horrid old step-mother of 
yours won’t look after you properly if you 
are. Jack didn’t meet her either while he 
was there, but he saw some letters addressed 
to both of you, so he knew you hadn't 
left ; and, of course, he doesn’t know Mrs. 
Ferguson by sight. I can’t think how he 
missed seeing you, though. Do write soon, 
darling, to your own Bertha.” There! And 
now I shall have to tell her of my humilia- 
tion, and she has had just as bad a report as 
I did, yet she—(she turns letter over and sees 
postscript.) “P.S,—Jack says the joke of 
the hotel is a giddy little widow, very much 
‘assisted’ with a terrible step-daughter, 
a shocking Blue. The widow says she’s her 
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own age; so Jack thinks she must be forty. 
The Blue studies all day long, and the little 
widow’s frightened to death of her, and Lord 
Portrush has betted Jack he’ll take nursery 
tea with ‘the Ogre,’ as they call her. Of 
course you know him. Isnt he a joke? 
Jack says he’s a ripping good sort, really.” 
So there’s someone else shut up with lesson- 
books like me. Well, it doesn’t matter if 
she is a Blue, and likes it. Oh, if mamma 
were only afraid of me! What good times 
I'd have! I'd bathe every morning at eleven 
from the Plage, tennis every afternoon, and 
go down to dinner every night instead of —— 

(Enter NURSE JEAN, an old Scotchwoman, 


with tea-tray.) 


ALISON (disgusted/y) : Nursery tea! 

Nurse: Hoots, Miss Alison; what a 
mess ye’ve left the room in! Where am I 
to put your tea the noo? (Ske places tray 
on corner of table. It is heavily laden with 
two boiled eggs, a pot of jam, a large plate-of 
thick bread and butter, a common brown 
teapot, and a great breakfast cup and saucer 
of thick china. It all looks very substantial 
and not in the leas? appetizing. NURSE JEAN, 
as she speaks, deftly clears up all the books in 
a heap together.) 

ALISON (impatiently ; she goes to window, 
and stands idly looking out): Oh, bother tea ! 
Is mother back yet ? 

NursE: No. 

ALısoN : Who’s she riding with this after- 
noon? 

Nurse: I dinna ken. Some doited fule 
or ither. I heard him laughing with her when 
they started. 

ALISON: Oh! it is a shame! Everyone 
here has a good time but me, and here I am 
with only lesson-books for company ! 

Nurse: Eh, lassie, I: doot theyre mair 
improving than your mither’s frien’s. 

ALISON (mutinousiy): They'll never im- 
prove me—I’m a dunce, dunce, dunce ; and I 
never want to be ianythirig else, and I never 
shall. 

Nurse (reprovingly): Eh, Miss Alison, 
your mither would be sadly put aboot to hear 
ye talk so! 

ALISON : She’s not my mother. She’s only 
a step, and she doesn’t care what I do so long 
as I keep out of her way ! 

NurseE: Noo if ye had brocht hame a guid 
report—— p 

ALISON (fiercely): Dò you think it would 
have made any difference ? Honestly, Jean ? 
You know I’m packed off every holiday to 
some dry old aunt or other, while she goes 
off to a gay place like this. 
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Nurse : Noo she ha’ brocht ye with her, 
and ye see ye are not grateful. ` 

ALısoN: Grateful, indeed! It was only 
because there was absolutely nowhere else 
for me to go; and as I have to come, she 
makes this absurd fuss about my report, and 
sticks me here to holiday tasks as if I were 
two ! 

Nurse: But, lassie, you’re not out yet. 
Your mither wadna like to see ye hobnobbing 
wi’ that gay crowd downstairs ! - 

ALISON: Why not? I’m-eighteen! I’m 
as old as lots of the girls I see out there ! 
And mamma’s dancing and riding from 
morning till night. 

Nurse (shaking her head): She will knaw 
the dangers verra weel, I’m thinking ! 

A.ison: But, nurse, am I always to be 
shut up somewhere? It’s all very well for 
mamma to say she can’t afford to bring me 
out! She won’t be able to afford it any 
more next year; clothes will cost just as 
much! More, because I shall have grown 
a bit! 

Nurse: Bide a wee, Miss Alison! Maybe 
your mither winna be Mrs. Ferguson for long, 
noo! Maybe she’ll ha’ siller to spare, and 
soon ! 

Auison: Nanny ! 
going to—marry ? 

Nurse (cannily): I wadna go sae far as 
that, but there’s a puir saft young gentleman 
she’s verra persevering with! I dinna ken 
his name reetly, but he ha’ mickle siller, and 
it winna be her fault if he dinna succumb ! 

ALISON : A young gentleman ? 

Nurse: Juist a puir bit laddie! But he 
looks verra kind ina saft way and impres- 
sionable, and maybe he will'see you're taken 
frae the schoolroom and tak’ your reetful 
place. 

Atison: Oh, Nanny, Nanny! Do you 
think there’s a real chance, though ? 

Nurse: Eh, I dinna ken how much this 
one knaws of her, but he was lost wi’ her at 
the picnic yesterday for twa mortal hours. 
That luiks very promising ! 

ALISON : Two hours! 
must be young ! 

Nurse: Hoots! yes, Miss Alison, ’tis like 
offering up a wee bit larmie. 

ALISON : Oh, well, I daresay mamma will 
be kind to him, in her way. 

Nurse: I doct it, I doot it; he luiks 
verra weak and saft, puir laddie ; but ’twould 
be a fine thing for us if he could be per- 
suaded ! Wull, sit ye doon and ha’ your tea, 
lassie. (She is at door.) We'll see! (She 
nods her head consolingly to Arison.) We'll 

ib 


You don’t mean she’s 


Oh, Jean! He 
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see. She gives oot she’s twenty-two verra 
perseveringly ! 
(Exit through door R.C.) 
ALISON (still at window; she half turns 
away, giving one last wistful look): Oh, if he 
` only would! There! ‘Tea—and then more 
lessons. Good-bye, you happy people! The 
set’s finished, and you're all going on to the 
terrace, where I can’t see you, and you'll 
have ices and strawberries and cream and 
lemonade, like a party! You're going, too, 
you nice boy, are you? Oh! how he’s 
laughing, though he lost his set! Why (she 
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afternoon tea. He'll think I’m a child—a—a 
baby little schoolgirl, shut up in her nursery 
with her tea and lessons. No! he sha’n’t. 
(She takes tray rapidly and puts it under 
sofa.) There! (She takes shawl hanging on 
chair and throws it over lesson-books on table.) 


_ Now, no one would think that’s lesson-books ; 


it might be sewing, or—or anything. I 
mustn’t pretend I’ve seen him. I’ll—I’ll be 
reading ! 

(Enter LORD PoRTRUSH at window back. 
He is a boyish-looking person, immaculately 
dressed, fair-haired, rather sleepy-looking ; he 


LORD PORTRUSH: ‘‘ THE OGRE, BY GEORGE!” 


looks out, more interested), he’s leaving them! 
He’s coming up the lawn! Oh! (She draws 
back suddenly inside the curtains.) He must 
be coming here. Could mamma have sent 
for me? Oh! and he'll see this! (She looks 
at tea-tray, horrified.) And there are eggs, 
and jam: he couldn’t possibly think it was 
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talks with a draw, an now and then a 
slight stammer. Doesnt convey the impression 
of great intelligence, but looks an all-round 
good sort. ALISON stands with her back to 
him, extremely nervous, with book.) 

Lorp P.: The Ogre, by George! And 
she’s at it! I beg your p—p—pardon. Js 
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it Miss Ferguson? (ALISON starts and drops 
book ; he rushes forward to pick tt up. ALISON 
turns and he sees her face, and stoops on one 
knee, looking up at her in the utmost surprise 
and horror.) Oh, I b—beg your pardon. 
I—I thought you were Miss Ferguson ! 

ALIson : So I am. 

Lorp P. : No—o; I meant—the o/d Miss 
Ferguson ! 

ALISON 
eighteen ! 

Lorp P. : By Jove—by Jove! (He gradually 
gets up, staring at her in rapturous amaze- 
ment and admiration.) 

ALISON (slightly alarmed) : Is anything the 
matter ? 

Lorp P. (after a slight pause, with a 
start): N—no! N—nothing—really—only, 
when I saw you, I expected to see somebody 
quite different, and so—when I did see you— 
I—I—didn’t know it was you. 

ALISON: You seem to be very disap- 
pointed. 

Lor P. : Disappointed? No—no; quite 
a pleasure—only it—it rather put me out 
(glancing round room nervously). You— 
you're sure I’m not interrupting you in—your 
—studies? (He speaks with awe.) 

ALISON : Oh, no! I wasn’t studying. I 
was just going to have—(remembers ; stops 
herself, very nervously)—I—er—some read- 
ing, for a change. 

Lorn P. (looking at her book, which he still 
holds): Euclid! My hat! (gives it her back 
as if he were afraid of touching it)—You're 
sure— you don’t mind me—interrupting ? 

ALISON : Oh, indeed I don’t. It’s so dull 
up here, I’m glad to see anyone. 

Lorp P. (startled) : Eh? Oh—(suspictously) 
—you mean, even a stupid sort of chap like 
me? 


(with great dignity): I am 


ALISON (laughing): Well, I did think you. 


rather silly, you know, to play with a girl 
with a waist like that. I could have told 
you you'd lose before you started ! 

Lorp P.: Oh, I say, you are sarcastic! 
You—you make me so frightened of you. 

Auison: Of me! Oh, why? If you 
knew how I have been watching you all the 
afternoon, and envying you! It must be so 
lovely to think of nothing all day long. 

Lorp P. : Oh, I say—you are horrid ! 

ALISON (amazed): Horrid! Do people 
think of anything when they play tennis? 

Lord P.: Oh, I say—bar chaff, though— 
you should leave your— (pausing with 
great respect)—Euclid sometimes, and have 
a game—lI’d only be too pleased to teach 
you. 
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ALISON: You—you—teach me? Why, I 
could give you fifty in a hundred ! 

Lorp P.: The deuce you could! I say! 
(Starting up.) Ym sure there’s some mis- 
take! You can’t be the Miss Ferguson, Mrs. 
Ferguson’s step-daughter ? 

ALISON : Indeed I am. 

Lorp P. (earnestly): But the Mrs. Fer- 
guson I mean is a widow, though—with 
golden hair—and—and looks a lot younger 
than she really is, you know ! 

ALISON: Z know! You couldn’t mistake 
mamma! What has she sent you for? 

Lorp P. : (starting): Eh? 

ALIsoN : Hasn’t she sent you for some- 
thing? (He looks at her thunderstruck, rather 
impatiently.) You must have come for 
something, you know ! 

Lorp P. : I—oh—oh—yes (looking round 
room, absolutely at his wits end), something ` 
about a—a—(sees shawl over books) —a shaw! ! 
(going to tt). Yes—a—a pink shawl! 

ALISON (astonished): I thought mamma 
was out ! 

Lorp P.: Yes, but she’ll come back, don’t 
you see! These autumn afternoons are so 
deceptive, get so chilly, so I thought when 
she came back (e says all this very de- 
liberately; then triumphantly, as a grand 
coup) heated 

Auison: I see. How thoughtful of you! 

Lord P. (complacently): Yes—it was— 
rather. So this shawl—— (diving for 
it; ALISON stops him). 

ALIsoN: But you mustn’t take that one, 
that’s only the one she wears up here. If 
it’s for downstairs, she’ll want a pretty one. 
I'll go and fetch one from her room. (Going 
to folding doors L.) 

Lord P.: Oh, no; d—d—don’t go just 
yet. It’s all right my being here, really ! 
My mother is an old friend of Mrs. Ferguson’s, 
and Mrs. Ferguson’s quite like a m—mother 
to me! There’s no earthly hurry for that 
shawl, if you don’t mind me staying. 

Auison: Of course I don’t! You don’t 
know what a nice change it is to talk to some- 
one young. 

Lorp P. (suspiciously): Oh —bar chaff. 

Auison: What a funny boy you are. I’m 
not chaffing. I think it’s awfully kind of you 
to stop and talk to me, when you might be 
having such good times out there. T’d never 
mew myself up in a stuffy room like this on 
such a glorious day for anyone. 

Lord P. (woking al her with ever-growing 
amazement): I say, you know, you are a 
mystery. 

ALISON: A mystery! 








Why? 
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Lord P.: Well, arent you? I—I bet 
there’s not a single person on the terrace who 
isn’t thinking about you now. 

ALısoN : Me? 

Lorp P.: Well, we’d heard you were such 
a Blue, you see. So learned. Why, I was 
absolutely quaking when I stood in that 
window and saw you reading. 


A.Lison: A Blue! What on earth made 
you think that ? 
Lorp P.: Oh, well, when a girl shuts her- 


self up all day with her books and won’t even 
come down to meals, and—and—and makes 
a woman like Mrs. Ferguson afraid of her 

ALISON : Mamma! Afraid of me? 

Lorp P.: By Jove, she is. She says when 
she begs you to come down, and be more 
like other girls, you look at her till she 
trembles. You make her feel so frivolous ; 
and Id pictured something untidy in 
spectacles, and you’re—well, you’re not my 
idea of an ogre. 

ALISON: An ogre! Mamma begs me to 
come down? Mamma calls me a Blue? 
Mamma says I like being here? Oh! (She 
suddenly’: sees the letter on table and catches it 
up in her hand, and her eyes fall on the post- 
script, and she crumples up letter fiercely in her 
hand. She suddenly realises he has come for 
his bet to take tea “with the Ogre. Turning 
on him suddenly and fiercely.) Ww ho are you? ? 

Lord P.: Why, Lord Portrush. Really, 
“my mother is a great friend of Mrs. Ferguson’s. 
It’s all right my being here. Oh, do under- 





‘stand. 

ALISON (inferrupting him): Oh, I quite 
understand. (With bitter emphasis on 
“shawl.”) If you'll wait a minute I'll give 


you the shawl you've come for. 

Lorp P.: But I’m in no hurry. 

ALISON : As it happens, I am. 
(She goes out by folding-doors L. tempestuously.) 

Lorp P.: The deuce you are! Now 
what's up? (He rises and prowis about room.) 
I believe I’ve put my foot in it about that 
learned business. If she’d only have waited, of 
course I was going to tell her I didn’t believe 
in it, and I don’t; there’s not a sign of any 
books, except that Euclid, and anyone might 
read Euclid—(as he passes table he drags 
shawl off by accident, and stops to pick it up 
and sees piles of lesson-books. He picks them up, 
amazed.) Algebra, Smith and Hall. Physical 
geography. Equations. (Looking at exercise- 
book.) Alison Ferguson. Alison ; what a 
sweet name. I knew she’d have a pretty 
one. (Reading.) “A cistern can be filled 
in thirty-three and a third minutes. The 
larger pipe takes fifteen minutes less to fill 
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the cistern than the smaller one ; in what 
time will it be filled by each pipe singly?” 
(Puzzled) “In what time will it be filled 
by each pipe singly?” (Putting it down, 
impressed.) Ah! Why, I used to do that 
at—(Suddenly, with a victorious shout.) Got 
it! It’s lessons! That old hag of a step- 
mother keeps her up here because she’s too 
pretty to show round with her, so she gets 
up this schoolroom business. What a 
shame! By Gad! Its a thundering shame. 
(Furiously walking up and down.) Oh, Tl 
stop, I'll stop; she wants me to go when she 
comes, because she’s got to get back to 
these, poor little girl, She sha’n’t. Pll find 
some excuse. I'll see that she doesn’t do 
another stroke. What time does she have 
tea—four? No. (He looks round room.) 
She can’t have had it! It’s only half-past— 
not half-past! Thats a likely time. No! 
Daren’t risk chancing it; some schoolroom 
tea’s at five. (He goes to bell.) I know; PI 
square the maid. (Azxgs.) Poor little girl ! 
Lessons, indeed, and she’s eighteen. 

(Enter NURSE JEAN; she starts and gives 
a little scream when she sees LORD PORTRUSH; 
he smiles amtably at her.) 

Nurse: Hoots, ’tis Mrs. Ferguson’s laddie ! 
What is he doing here ? 

Lord P. (wagging his head at her in a 
conciliating and agreeable manner): It’s all 
right! Miss Ferguson has only gone to 
fetch a shawl for me! I say, what time does 
she have tea ? 

Nurse (amazement struggles with a proper 
severity in her tone): And what is that to 
ye, sir? 

Lorp P.: Well, I—I’m thirsty ! 

Nursk (severely): Mrs. Ferguson will give 
ye tea doonstairs, I mak’ no doot, sir. She 
has just come back. 

Lorp P. (starting): The deuce she has. 
Look here, I'd rather have tea with Miss 
Alison. 

Nurse (shocked): Has Miss Alison invited 
ye to tea with her? 

Lorp P.: No; and to tell the truth, I’m 
not sure that she will; so I want you to 
bring it in by accident. 

Nurse: By accident! (She looks round 
room amazed.) But I ha’ brocht in tea! 
(She discovers tea gone.) Eh! What has 
become of it? Where is it, then—the.tea? 

Lord P. (much interested) : Perhaps—she 
— she's eaten it! 

NuRsE (contemptuously): Could she ha’ 
eaten the tray? (Looking under shawl) "Vis 
gone—two eggs, and a pot of her favourite 
strawberry preserve, and a plate ọ white 
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bread and anither of scone I had baked in 
the kitchen myseľ. 

Lorp P.: I say, you make me feel quite 
hungry ! 

Nurse: But someone must ha’ stolen it, eh 
—they must ha’ come thro’ the window there. 

Lorp P. (thoroughly enjoying the search 
and with an air of great wisdom): Awfully 
dangerous, you know, to leave tea about like 
that, and such a tea. 

Nurse : I’m bewildered !-—fair bewildered 
to think who could ha’ done it ! 

‘She is shaking the window-curtains hope- 
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Lord P.: Yes—but we want some more 
of something—(he half pushes her to door. 
Aside)—Get out—there’s a good soul—never 
mind about the water. 

(Exit NURSE JEAN, stupefied with amaze- 
ment.) 

(Lorp PorTRUSH comes back leisurely to 
table and strikes match, and lights spirit-lamp 
coolly, ALISON comes quickly to table, opposite 
him. With hands trembling with anger, she 
pours out cup of wa and gives it to him 
across table.) 

ALISON (in a voice trembling with passion) : 





ALISON: ‘f YOU NEEDN'T WAIT FOR HUT WATER.” 


lessly, as if it would be concealed behind them, 
when ALISON enters with shawl at folding- 
doors.) 

Lord P.: Miss Ferguson! Weve lost 


your tea ! 
Nurse: Yes, Miss Alison, ’tis gone; 
clean gone! Ye dinna ken where it could 


be? (She is now approaching sofa. ALISON, 
sick with mortification, sees she will approach 
it in another moment.) 

ALISON (in a hot, chokv voice, tears of 
mortification in her eyes): It’s under there. 
(She points to sofa, as she stands.) 

Nurse: Under there — (going to sofa, 
taking tea-tray out)-—Miss Alison! Are you 
fair doited ? 

(LORD PoRTRUSH sees ALISON’S face. He 
coolly strolls to table with his back to ALISON, 
and speaks in a calm and natural voice as if 
nothing unusual had happened.) 

Lorp P. : We shall want some more—hot 
water. 

Nurse (protesting): Can ye not see the 
kettle? Ye ha’ only to put a match to it— 
(she points to little brass spirit-kettle on tray). 


Vol. xxi.—64. 
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You needn’t wait for hot water—you only 
said tea-—you know 
Lord P.: What? 
Arison : There’s your bet. Will you drink 
it—and go? (She turns from him and throws 
herself down on to sofa and bursts into a 
passionate storm of tears.) 

Lord P.: I say (There is a little pause. 
ALISON sobs bitterly. LORD PORTRUSH Stands 
with his hands in his pockets, staring at the 
floor—slowly.) It strikes me I’ve been an 
awful cad, Miss Ferguson —Miss Alison—at 
least you understand I—I 

ALISON ( fiercely): I understand you're going 
downstairs to laugh at me. I understand 
you've been making fun of me ever since you 
came here; and when 1 thought you were 
being kind, you were—you were laughing at 
me a little more. 

Lorp P.: Oh, but I say—I wasn’t ! 

ALISON (drying her eves and speaking 
chokiiy) : Oh, it’s bad enough any way. ` It’s 
bad enough to be shut up here, while you’re 
all having such a good time outside. It’s 
bad enough to have to watch you and know 
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I can’t come down if I cry for a twelve- 
month ; but when I think how you've all 
been laughing at me and calling me an 
ogre and a hateful Bluestocking 

Lorp P. : But it was your mother. 

ALISON (rising, fiercely): She’s not my 
mother! How dare you call her that? 
She afraid of me? She—she—why, I daren’t 
even ask her to let me come down with 
her. 

Lorp P.: Miss Alison, I never can for- 
give myself. (He loses his drawl and speaks 
earnestly and penitently, and sits on the sofa 
beside her.) Oh, don’t cry, dear. I don’t 
think you a bit frightening. I—you’re the 
dearest, sweetest, prettiest girl in the world, 
and it’s a ghastly shame to keep you here, 
and she sha’n’t—she sha’n't, if I have to 
carry you off myself. Miss Alison, don’t cry 
—look up—say you believe I’m sorry—say 
you know I didn’t mean to hurt you ! 

ALISON (fearfully): I didn’t want you to 
know I had nursery tea like a baby. It was 
such a horrid bet. 

Lorp P. (earnestly): It was—it was— 
utterly caddish, and mean; but on my 
honour, Miss Alison, the minute I’d seen 
you it went clean out of my head. 

ALISON : Then why did you stay ? 

Lorp P.: Why? I d—d—don’t know 
exactly. I wanted to talk to you ; you see— 
I—I—guessed something about Mrs. Fer- 
guson, and I—I—wanted to h—h—help you 
so ! 

ALISON (sitting up. and looking at him): 
Really ? 

Lord P.: Word of honour ! 

ALISON (frankly and earnestly) : 
you're a brick—because—you —can ! 

Lorp P. (startled slightly): Canl? H— 
how? 

ALISON (bending forward with intense 
eagerness, and clasping her hands): Oh, 
Lord Portrush, if you’d only tell him how 
nice she is at home, and how she’s —quite 
young ! 

Lorp P. (amazed): Eh? 

ALISON (enfreatingly) : I know it’s rather a 
big one, but with such a very little more 
Nurse Jean thinks he'll marry her ! 

Lorp P.: Your step-mother—my hat !— 
Who? 

ALison: Some poor soft laddie who is 
staying here, and who’s very rich, and Nurse 
Jean thinks he’s on the brink of a proposal. 
Oh, couldn’t you give him the littlest shove ? 

Lorp P.: But what good would that do 
you? 

Auison : Why, Nurse Jean thinks he looks 





Then 
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kind in a soft, silly way, and he might take 
my side. 

Lorp P.: Who can it be? There’s no 
one very silly here. 

ALISON (hopefully): Oh, yes, there is! 
Nurse Jean says he was lost with her at the 
picnic for two hours. 

Lorp P. (starting): Lost at a picnic! 
When? 

ALISON : 
too? 

Lorp P. (rising, much agitated): Miss 
Alison! If you knew, if you only knew— 
indeed, it wasn’t his fault. 

ALISON : Then you know him? 

Lorp P. (ruefully): Of course I do. 

ALISON (earnestly): And is he silly enough ? 

Lord P. (with a perfect shout of rage): 
Silly? No. Why she’s old enough to be 
his mother ! 

ALISON: Ah, you're sticking up for him 
because he’s a friend. But. Nurse Jean’s 
judgment is always right, and she knows an 
idiot. 

Lord P.: An idiot! (With appalling 
dignity.) Miss Ferguson, Z was lost at the 
picnic with Mrs. Ferguson yesterday ! 

ALISON : You! (Her face takes an expres- 
sion of intense despair.) Then theres no 
hope left ? 

Lorp P.: Oh, Miss Alison, who knows ? 
There might be someone. 

ALISON (firmly): No. I shall always be 
kept out of sight, and pushed into corners, 
and made to feel I’m just a nuisance. Oh, 
I can’t go away. I can’t earn my living, Pm 
not clever enough, and—and—( passionately) 
—oh, I did hope she would settle it these 
holidays, and I could be set free. (She cries 
on the sofa.) 

Lorp P.: Miss Alison ! 
her very deliberately.) 

ALIson : I’m not a child and—— 

Lorn P. (interrupting calmly): Look here, 
let me speak. I’ve thought of another way, 
a way in which you could be set free at once. 
I—I say, w—what if you were engaged ? 

ALISON (contemptuously): How stupid ! 
As if I hadn’t thought about that! How 
can I, when I never see anyone ? 

Lorp P.: Well, would you, if you—you 
could ? 

Aison : Would I? 
sweeper if he’d take me. 

Lorp P.: Ob, I didn’t say “marry.” 
Marrying’s a silly game; but I don’t see any 
harm in a trial run—a—an engagement. 

Auison: Harm! I think it would be 
fine. 


Yesterday. Were you there, 


(He sits beside 


I’d marry a crossing- 
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LORD PORTRUSH : ‘f LOOK HERE, LET ME SPEAK.” 


Lord P. (admiringly): Do you? Well, 
look here ; she couldn’t keep you up here all 
day then, because I should insist on being 
with you, and she wouldn’t like that; she 
couldn’t bar that ; and if you found me too 
much of a jolly idiot, you know, you’d prob- 
ably meet some decent fellow whom you 
could look up to and respect—don’t you 
see P—and then you could break it off. 

ALISON (amazea): Do you mean you're 
talking about yourself — about you and 
me? 

Lorp P. (abashed) : I know I’m not clever, 
and you may think afterwards I rather rushed 
you. 

ALISON (indignantly): I think you’re the 
best and kindest person I ever met in my 
whole life. (She holds out her hands to him. 
He takes them, she looking up at him, half. 
laughing, half in earnest.) But you're taking 
it for granted someone else will ask me. 
Suppose they don’t? 

Lorp P. (fervently): By Jove, I hope they 
won't. 
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ALISON (s4yZy): But I don’t in the least 
know what to say. 

Lor P. (releasing her hands): How would 
it be if you gave me some tea for a start? 
(Puts his hand on pot.) Cold! 

ALISON (relieved): But the kettle’s boiling ! 
It will soon be warm. 

Lord P. (enthusiastically and boyishiy) : 
Good! (He throws tea out of window and 
returns to table. At tea-caddy.) Here goes! 
One for me and one for you, and one for the 
pot. 

ALısoN : But, Lord Portrush 
- Lorp P. (tenderly): Oh, now I should 
think—we might get on—to “ Jack”! 

(Enter NURSE JEAN.) 

Nurse (horrified): Your lordship !—Mrs. 
Ferguson’s expecting ye to tea doonstairs, 
and they’re all waiting in the hall ! 

ALISON (laughing) : Tell them he’s staying 
to Nursery Tea ! 

i [Curran.] 

(All Acting Rights Strictly Reserved by 

Author.) 
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The Ice Carnival of Saranac. 


By FREDERICK A. TALBOT. 





ip ag [S| E Ice Palaces and grand 
gS Winter Carnivals of Montreal, 
Ottawa, and other Canadian 
cities have achieved such a 
world-wide reputation that 
they are now regarded as 
established annual institutions of the country, 
and‘ consequently constitute the paramount 
attractions during the winter months. In- 
terested spectators travel from all parts of 
the ‘Dominion and the Northern States to 
participate in these revelries, and the ventures 
always result in a gigantic success. In view 
of this fact, four years ago some enterprising 
gentlemen residing at Saranac Lake com- 
bined together and decided to provide 
a similar entertainment in that district 
equal in every respect to those provided 
across the border. They were encouraged in 
their scheme by the fact that Saranac Lake 
is within a comparatively short distance of 
New York City, the inhabitants of which 


ness and point of interest any of those so 
long associated with Canada. 

The first Carnival arranged under the 
auspices of the Pontiac Club by no means 
aspired to the proportions of that at Montreal, 
but each successive fair has eclipsed its pre- 
decessor so far as gorgeousness and magnitude 
are concerned. ‘The Carnival of 1901, which 
was the most , successful yet celebrated, cost 
in the neighbourhood of four thousand 
dollars, the expense being defrayed by 
public subscription. The ‘inhabitants of 
Saranac Lake, however, regard their winter 
Carnival with jealous pride, and vie with one 
another in their efforts to insure success, 
while the Pontiac Club possesses an inde- 
fatigable secretary in Mr. B. C. Fincke, to 
whose courtesy we are indebted for the 
illustrations to this article. The festival- is 
celebrated in January, while Jack Frost is 
maintaining his tenacious grip upon the 
country, and for three days the whole neigh- 
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would thus be able to enjoy such a unique 
spectacle without indulging in a long, tedious 
railway journey. Certainly the picturesque, 
ice-bound Adirondacks offer exceptional 
facilities for the successful carrying out of 
such festivities. These gentlemen thereupon 
founded the Pontiac Club, and with such 
popularity have the results of their spirited 
energies been attended that now the winter 
Carnival at Saranac Lake rivals in attractive- 
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bourhood is given up to King Carnival and 
his merry Court. 

The piece de résistance of these mid-winter 
fairs is the Ice Palace, which, as its name 
implies, is constructed of ice. A compre- 
hensive idea of the stately magnificence and 
extensive proportions of the palace erected 
at Saranac last January may be realized from 
our photograph. It was designed by well- 
known architects of New York City, and 
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erected under their superintendence. No 
effort was spared to render the structure as 
pretty and as imposing as possible. The huge 
ice-blocks,* which were utilized in lieu of the 
conventional masonry, were obtained from the 
neighbouring lake. ‘They were cut into huge 
rectangular blocks by means of the ice-saws, 
and hauled to the building-site upon sledges. 
They were then hoisted into position and 
cemented firmly together with water, which 
when it freezes clamps the blocks inseparably 
together, so that the building when com- 
pleted in reality consists of one solid mass of 
ice. Unremitting care has to be exercised in 
building the structure in order that perfect 
solidity and substantiality may be assured, 
since a collapse of the building would be 
attended with several fatalities. The palace 
consisted of an extensive courtyard ‘sur- 
rounded by a high, thick battlemented wall. 
In the centre of the courtyard the palace 
proper reared its crest. It was a towering, 
picturesque building, with turrets and towers 
rising from the corners, and with successive 
tiers of battlements, which served to impart a 
semblance of medizvalism to the edifice 
strongly reminiscent of the old baronial 
castles of Britain. Seen in brilliant sunshine 
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the palace presented a very beautiful and 
effective appearance. The clear winter rays 
of old Sol as they fell upon the translucent 
mass caused it to scintillate and to sparkle 
like crystal, so that one almost imagined that 
one was gazing upon the palatial residence of 
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Cinderella or some other “mythical Royal 
personage. 

The residents of the town lavishly decorate 
their houses with flags and bunting, spruce and 
cedar trees, and other evergreens. For 
several days previous to the Carnival sleighs 
heavily laden with these trees arrive in the 


, town and are sought for with avidity. Ever- 


green triumphal arches are thrown across the 
streets, which when covered witha fall of 
snow yield a picturesque and real mid-winter 
effect. By this profusion of decoration a 
scene of extreme gaiety is imparted to the 
whole neighbourhood. -In ‘the display of 
these embellishments the residents exhibit a 
keen spirit of friendly rivalry, and the result 
is the production of many ingenious, quaint, 
and novel effects. One enterprising resident 
introduced ice as a means of decorating. At 
the entrance to his establishment on either 
side he erected a fortress of ice-blocks com- 
plete with loopholes through which small can- 
non protruded, the tableau suggesting the pro- 
prietor’s pet hobby, “Spion Kop.” In another 
street a miniature ice palace had also been 
erected, and was gaily decorated. Electricity 
is also lavishly utilized to produce strikingly 
effective results at night-time, the national 
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colours red, white, and blue being predom,- 
nant. There is scarcely a building in the 
whole town without a display of decoration 
of some description. The inhabitants them- 
selves, both young and old, parade through 
the thoroughfares, arrayed in a variety of 
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fantastic, eccentric, 


the fever of ex- 
citement and 
gaiety, and 
enters into the 
spirit of the 
festival with 
great gusto. 
The Carnival 
was opened by 
a procession 
through the 
town. Here 
again great in- 
genuity was dis- 
played in devis- 
ing original and 
striking floats, 
care also being 
exercised to 
provide variety 
and to avoid 
repetition. The 
leader of the 
procession was 
the marshal 
mounted upon 
a gaily capar- 
isoned steed, 
and accom- 
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and novel costumes. 
Even the visitor cannot remain immune from 


1G. W. Baldwin. 


small army.of myrmidons. 


Following him 


were one hundred guides of the Adirondacks 








panied by a Froma Photo. by] THE QUEEN OF THE 1899 CARNIVAL. [G. W. Baldwin. 
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Guides’ Associa- 
tion, complete 
with their guns, 
snow-shoes, and 
other impedi- 
menta inci- 
dental to their 
calling. Then 
appeared the 
Queen of the 
Carnival, a little 
lady seated 
upon a pretty 
throne and sur- 
rounded by her 
faithful attend- 
ants. The 
Royal car was 
drawn by four 
jet-black horses, 
bedecked with 
white plumes 
and led by 
liveried foot- 
men. It was 
the prettiest 
feature of the 
whole proces- 
sion, which, 
by the way, 
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extended to about half a mile in 
length. 

Many of the horses were very prettily 
decorated with evergreens and bunting. One 
lady had a team of bays decked in violet 
and white, while another had her sleigh 
covered with purple and white trimmings. 
Many of the floats were humorous in their 
design and character. One was a butcher’s 
shop, an entire meat establishment being 
transported upon sleighs, while the enter- 
prising competitor served Hamburg steak ex 
route, in which work he was kept busily 
employed. Another equally interesting float 
was a blacksmith’s forge, the glowing fire, 
bellows, anvil, and other paraphernalia being 
depicted, together with the blacksmith at work. 
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Little Red Riding Hood’s encounter with 
the wolf was graphically illustrated through 
the energies of a taxidermist, while continued 
outbursts of laughter greeted “ Professor 
Muir’s Circus,” which was replete with clown 
and bears, the professor himself appearing in 
the leading 7é/e. Another clever creation 
was a hunters’ camp: in the Adirondacks, 
with the trappers sitting over their evening 
meal and the result of the day’s work dis- 
played in the background. Later in the 
procession duly appeared the Queen’s august 
consort—a little fellow seated upon a throne 
amidst a blaze of colour and surrounded by 
a host of gaily-equipped pages, the Royal car 
being drawn by a handsome pair of bays, 
also led by liveried footmen. Keen com- 
petition always exists among the competitors 
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in the designing of the floats for this pro- 
cession, since the club awards prizes to the 
best decorated floats and sleighs respectively ; 
while to encourage the younger members of 
the town prizes are awarded for the most 
striking children’s costumes. 

After parading through the streets of the 
town the cavalcade wended its way to the 
Pontiac Club grounds, where the Ice Palace 
was located, and where the other events 
upon the programme were to be carried out. 
The events comprised hockey matches and 
skating races and other innumerable sports 
indigenous to the ice. The children’s fancy 
dress skating carnival was a pretty sight, 
about fifty little tots tastefully dressed in a 
variety of costumes flitting merrily to and 
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fro, many displaying considerable skill upon 
the skates. 

One of the most prominent features of the 
Carnival was the appearance of Mr. John F. 
Nilsson, the world’s champion speed and 
acrobatic skater. The feats accomplished 
by this master of skating are most remark- 
able and clever. On one occasion he, while 
mounted on his skates, jumped over seven 
barrels placed on end, with the same equa- 
nimity that an athlete would accomplish the 
same performance upon zerra firma. He 
also gave an elaborate display of fancy and 
figure skating, and an exhibition race for a 
mile against time, wherein he succeeded in 
lowering his previous record by gsec., cover- 
ing the distance in 2min. 52 4-5sec. 

At night the scene is transformed into one 
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of indescribable beauty and animation. 
Within the Ice Palace are placed a number 
of electric arc-lamps, which infuse a subdued 
light throughout the building. This pictur- 
esque effect is sometimes enhanced by the 
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from a distance the effect was intensely weird 
and effective. As the two forces approached 


they discharged rockets and shells galore. 
They circled down the hill and met before 
the palace. 


The battle now began in 





From a Photo. by} THE ILLUMINATION 
requisition of calcium lights, by which means 
a variety of pleasing colour-effects is obtained. 
A grand fancy dress skating masquerade is 
celebrated in the evening under the glow of 
this palace, and the spectacle is magnificent 
in-the extreme. From 350 to 400 skaters 
participate in this phase of the Carnival, 
arrayed in every conceivable costume— 
fantastic, grotesque, medizval, and modern 
—and resplendent in bright colours and 
gold and silver tinsel, which sparkles like 
diamonds in the electric light. As the gaily- 
dressed figures flit to and fro in the subdued 
light, almost noiselessly, the scene is a 
veritable glimpse of fairyland, with the 
illumined Ice Palace, a mountain of brilliant 
illumination, standing in the background. 
But it is on the last night of the Carnival 
that the greatest excitement reigns, for the 
storming of the palace signals the end of 
the reign of King Carnival for the year. The 
scene is an inspiriting one. On this occasion 
a number of members were selected to 
garrison the castle. Two other parties, who 
were to attack the ice stronghold, were 
detailed off and dispatched to the moun- 
tains near by to await the signal to storm the 
structure. The palace was illumined with 
the electric lights as usual. Suddenly there 
was an explosion from a pyrotechnic bomb, 
and shortly afterwards the attacking forces, 
armed with torches burning red and green 
fire, were observed sweeping down from the 
mountains towards their quarry. Viewed 
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grim earnest. Thousands of fireworks of 


every conceivable description were pro- 
jected into the air from both the be- 
sieged and attacking forces. The can- 


nonade produced by the explosions of the 
bombs was terrific, while the bright stars that 
were discharged into the air from the burst- 
ing shells and the Roman candles illumined 
the country for miles around. Fire balloons 
loaded with fireworks were sent into the air 
amid showers of golden fire. Time after 
time the combined forces strove to force an 
entrance into the building, but on each 
occasion their efforts were futile. After each 
repulse the bombardment was renewed with 
increased vigour. The excitement was 
intense. The spectators of the romantic 
spectacle were as animated and as enthusi- 
astic as the combatants themselves, and 
the air was filled with the cheers for the 
defenders, and encouragements to induce 
the stormers to further attempt. After 
a prolonged cannonading the besiegers 
nerved themselves for a final grand attack. 
They made a fierce combined rush at 
the building from all quarters, but were 
met with an equally stern and deter- 
mined resistance from the garrison within. 
The palace was transformed into a blaze 
of fire from the storming force, but, try 
as it might, it could not effect an entrance. 
The thousands of spectators vociferously 
urged them on, but it was of no avail. 
Their attack was defeated and they sullenly 
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retreated. Their withdrawal was the signal 
for a great outburst of jubilation from the 
defenders. Suddenly, with one accord, hun- 
dreds of red, green, and white fires, placed 
upon the battlements and towers of the palace, 
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victory were drowned by the ringing applause 
of the spectators. Presently the coloured 
fires flickered and slowly died out, and the 
electric current was switched off, plunging the 
scene from brilliant animation and illumina- 
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were ignited, and in a minute the edifice 
was a sea of coloured fire, which rendered 
it a conspicuous landmark for miles around. 
A lucid idea of the spectacle at this stage 
may be gathered from our photograph depict- 
ing the storming of the palace in progress. 
The cheers of the garrison celebrating their 
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tion into a dreary, impenetrable darkness. 
The reign of King Carnival had ceased, and 
the crowd melted away to await the coming 
of the new King in the following year. The 
Ice Palace looked dreary and desolate, and 
rapidly disappeared under the warm rays of 
the sun. 
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op QUAT and sodden, glistening 
xo] from stem to stern, with water 
running from her scuppers as it 
gushes from spouts in time of 
heavy rain, the paddle trawler 
Fear/ess nosed into the waves, 
and like a valiant and gigantic bantam, the 
paddles standing for extended wings, threw 
defiance at the sea. A short, hard gale 
which had sprung up was dying down ; and 
the steep, torn seas were giving place to a 
sullen, heavy swell. The gale had done its 
best to smash the steamboat, swooping 
upon her at all points, forward, aft, and 
broadside ; but like a wary bird the Feardess 
was not caught. Her oil-skinned_ skipper, 
tugging at the wheel, cunningly kept her 





up to meet and baffle the assaults, and ` 


save for one big sea which came and 
swept a few odds and ends of machinery 
and gear from her deck, burst three or four 
yards of the port bulwarks out, and flooded 
the engine-room—which had, in short, made 
a noble effort to overwhelm and bury her, 
and so be rid of her for all time—the Feardess 
kept her paddles beating, and generally had 
the look of asking the seas to come on and 
try again. 

“ Now this,” said the skipper, “is what I 
call a fine old craft. She’s behaved like a 
lady, considerin’ the funny old breeze we've 
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had. Why, durin’ the last hour the wind 
worked right round the compass, an’ now it’s 
gone out altogether. What a December! 
What a steamboat! Im proud of her. 
Halloa! Theres the Patriot goin’ ’ome. 


‘Shove ’er along, Jack, easy, just to run down 


a bit with the Patriot. I want to ’ave a 
word wi’ ’Lijah.” He spoke this to the 
engineer, who was standing to his levers in 
the wondrous hole between the box-like 
bridge—battered by the breaking seas—and 
the gaunt, black funnel, whitened with the 
salt of flying spray. 

The Patriot, a hoary structure which was 
fit sister to the Fearless, thumped towards her. 

“What cheer, ’Lijah?” shouted the master 
of the Fearless, as the Patriot, looking vastly 
important, came within hail. 

“How do, Bob?” replied a black, oil- 
skinned figure on the Patriol’s bridge. 

“ Nice breeze !” said Bob. 

“Very,” answered Elijah, with sarcastic 
emphasis. ‘You seem to have enjoyed it, 
don’t you? You're a bit knocked about, 
though, aren’t you?” 

“ Nothing to speak of,” retorted Bob. “A 
mere trifle. Nothing that a ten-pun’ note 
won't cover.’ 

“Oh! I saw that sea hit you. I thought 
it ud done for you. It went right over your 
stack.” 
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“The Fearless isn’t the Patriot,” said Bob, 
looking scornfully at the other steamboat. 
“Tf the water had come on board you as it 
came on board us, you’d ha’ ’ad no stack 
standin’. I can see daylight through the top 
œ yours. What is it—paper, or do you burn 
acid, an’ not coal?” 

“ Keep your criticisms to yourself,” snarled 
Elijah. 

“You go ’ome an’ get a tinker to patch ’er 
up,” retorted Bob, with rising temper. 

“Shall I tow you?” asked Elijah, with 

infuriated politeness. 
` “No, thank you,” answered Bob. “I 
don’t want draggin’ to the bottom. I could 
shove the boat through that hole in your 
counter. Pass the trawl warp round the 
poor old thing’s body, or she’ll be dissolutin’, 
an’ your injun’ll drop out o’ the bottom.” 

“Good-bye,” said ’Lijah—he was some- 
thing of a luminary at the Little Bethel on 
the foreshore at home, and dared not let 
himself speak the words his wrath dictated. 

“Come, now, ’Lijah,” said Bob, engagingly, 
“there’s a chance for you to show what 
youre made of. I'll give you a challenge. 
I'll give you a knot start, an’ PII knock the 
steam out © you before were alongside o 
the ’Igh Light.” 

“ But why ‘Igh Light ?” asked the skipper 
of the Patriot, inquisitive despite his anger. 

“ Becoss that’s as far south as I’m goin’,” 
answered Bob. “ Don’t you know that to- 
morrer’s Christmas ?” 

“ An’ wot o’ that ?” 

“Well, I’ve a partic’lar appointment for 
to-night, an’ I’m goin’ to keep it. We'll run 
down together with the tide. If you get to 
the bar first I’ll stand you a bottle o’ whisky.” 

“I don’t drink,” said Elijah, gruffly, “an’ 
you know it.” 

‘Bacca, then ?” 

“Nor yet smoke,” answered the suffering 
skipper of the Patriot. 

“ Well, then, a bundil o’ tracts —or a 
plum-puddin’,” continued Bob. “Or any 
other trifle o’ food or readin’ you might 
fancy.” 

The Patriot's crew, with storm-capped 
pipes gripped between their teeth, smoked 
and grinned as they leaned against the rail 
and listened to this exchange of words. 
“Ah! Pve known the day,” said the mate, 
sadly, “when Bob ’ud have been no match 
for ’Lijah in language. But the skipper’s 
fallen off a lot lately.” 

“Shove her along,” ordered Elijah, staring 
stubbornly ahead, and setting his course for 
home and his Christmas dinner. 
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“If you wi run away from me, tell ’em 
I’ve gone into Jetby because I’ve a very 
special appointment to keep there to-night. 
Will you?” shouted Bob. 

“TIl tell ’em,” answered Elijah, still gazing 
sullenly ahead. 

“Tm goin’ on,” said Bob; “I’m rather in 
a ‘urry, an’ there’s someb’dy watchin’ an’ 
waitin’ for me at Jetby.” 

“At Jetby? Why, by the time you get 
there there won’t be watter enough to float 
you over the bar.” 

“Oh, yes, there will,” answered Bob. 
“You know, I’m not watterlogged like you. 
Ha! ha! So long. Sorry I shall have to 
leave you. Now, Jack, give her beans.” 

Jack let his levers go, and the Fearless 
began to draw away from the Patriot, which 
was badly handicapped by the weight of 
water that the gale had hurled on board, and 
had fallen into the hold instead of going 
back to the sea. 

The Fearless churned on her way, her hull 
at times sinking into the hollows of the swell, 
and at other times poising totteringly on the 
summits. Within an hour she had been lost 
to sight in a fog that was driving up from the 
south. As she disappeared Elijah heard the 
distant wail of her siren. It was, he re- 
cognised, more a message to himself than the 
warning signal which the law demanded ; and 
by way of indicating that his wrath had passed 
and that he bore no malice he let bis own 
steam-whistle loose, and its fearful tones 
spread through the clammy air and over the 
grey waste of sea. In such fashion the two 
skippers bade each other a Merry Christmas. 

When the Fear/ess began her run for Jetby ` 
Harbour so that Bob could keep his appoint- 
ment there she was twenty miles away, and 
it was two hours from high water. Assuming, 
therefore, that with the help of the tide and 
all the steam that Jack dared to give her 
she made ten miles an hour, she would cross 
the bar at the top of the flood; but Bob 
knew the coast and the season too well to 
delude himself into the comforting belief 
that his arrangements would be carried out 
to the strict letter. It is one thing to say 
that you will doa thing on the North Sea 
and another for the North Sea to let you. 

The fog, which drove in from the south, 
gave promise of preventing Bob from keep- 
ing an engagement either at Jetby or any- 
where else for that night. If he had been a 
wise man he would have slackened down 
and reconciled himself to the worst; but he 
was just a hardy North Sea skipper, and a 
stubborn one, and he went ahead into the 
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thick fog without slackening speed, and with 
hideous wails of the siren—the one modern 
thing in the equipment of the Fearless. 

Once a great three-masted schooner, 
becalmed on the swell, with her canvas still 
shortened as it had been reefed for the gale, 
rose up ahead like an apparition. Bob 
twirled the wheel round, and the Fearless ran 
past the ship, her starboard sponson grinding 
against her side. A deadly collision had 





“A DEADLY COLLISION HAD BEEN AVERTED.” 


only been averted by his quickness to think 
and act. i 

He caught sight of a shock-headed man on 
the poop, and the shock-headed man saw 
him. They roared together, bellowing words 
which had no reference to any place on the 
North Sea ‘chart or the map of the world; 
and which did not relate to the compliments 
of the season. 

“ You go there yourself,” shouted Bob, as 
the Fear/ess vanished in the wet gloom. 
“It’s too hot for fogs, an’ so you needn’t 
plant yourself in the way of honest steamboats 
an’ try to sink em. You're not even a wind- 
jammer—you’re a derelict.” 

The Feardess ran on for an hour longer, and 
Bob, becoming uneasy in spite of himself, 
ordered her to be slowed down, and then 
stopped altogether. “Let her drift a bit, so 
we can try an’ find out where we are,” he 
said, and Jack obeyed. 

When the engine was stopped the Fearless 
wallowed on the swell, groaning dismally. 
Bob, on the bridge, shivered in the cold, 
thick fog, looking hard and listening harder. 


Digitized by Google 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


Where he was exactly he did not know. All 
he felt sure of was that he was somewhere 
between the Tyne and the Humber, and not 
far from the shore ; but whether close to or 
distant from Jetby he did not know. It was 
very exasperating, and he said so. The 
crew, who were quite as anxious to get 
ashore as he was, agreed with his remarks, 
and when Bob said they might as well shove 
along a bit as stay there Jack agreed, and 
said that for his 
own part he’d as 
soon be under 
the sea as on it, 
in weather like 
this. : 
They kept the 
Fearless going 
slowly for an 
hour; then they 
stopped her, and 
with the lead 
tried to locate 
their position. 

“One thing’s 
certain,” said the 
skipper, ‘‘and 
that is that Jetby 
isn’t very far away, 
That’s the sort 0’ 
sand that comes 
down from the 
river. Go on again, 
nice an’ easy. 
Surely the fog’ll have the decency to go at 
such a ’appy season as this.” 

The engine clanked, the paddles thumped, 
and the trawler went ahead. Again, like a 
lost, bewildered creature, she stopped. 

“The tide’s turned,” said Bill, the mate, 
“ an’ soon there’ll be no chance o’ gettin’ in. 
I do believe we're lying off Jetby.” 

“Yes—it’s turned ; its been ebbin’ for an 
hour,” agreed the skipper, dolefully. “ Just 
look at the time weve lost since this fog 
came on.” 

“If it doesn’t clear very soon you'll not 
get in to Jetby,” said Bill. 

“Clear or no clear I'll get into Jetby 
to-night,” replied the skipper, firmly. 

Bill flapped his oil-skinned arms about his 
body, to warm himself. From the sounds 
one might have thought he was beating him- 
self with boards. He laughed—one or two 
deep notes which were more like guffaws 
than laughter. 

“You may get in an’ you may not,” he 
said. “TI fancy the fog an’ the bar'll have 
somethin’ to say on the point.” 
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“I shall get in,” asserted the skipper, “ fog 
an’ bar notwithstandin’.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Bill. “XI meant you 
wouldn’t float in. Of course, if you mean to 
plump on the sand an’ ride over on the 
paddles, like a fish-cart goes on wheels, it’s 
different.” 

He spoke with some heat and sarcasm ; 
but the skipper did not answer. 

“Ts it a very partic’lar appointment you’ve 
got ?” asked Bill, after a pause. 

“Tt is—very special,” said the skipper ; 
“or do you suppose I’d be foolin’ about like 
this ?” 

“ Why not run down ’ome? You couldn’t 
get a snugger place to spend yer Christmas 
in,” said Bill. ‘You see, even if you get 
into Jetby there’s no gettin’ out till to-morrer 
mornin’—and a man doesn’t want to go to 
sea on Christmas. Anyway, I don’t ; to say 
nothing of the fact that Christmas this year’s 
on a Friday.” 

“T don’t mean to go to sea for a week 
when we get in. It’s holiday time, an’ I 
don’t see why we shouldn’t enjoy ourselves 
as much as anybody,” said.the skipper. “ As 
for them as doesn’t want to put in time at 
Jetby, I’m willin’ to pay their railway fares 
ome. You can’t grnmble at that, can you?” 

“Im not grumblin’,” said Bill. “I’m 
askin’. You don’t say what your appointment 
ashore at Jetby is.” 

“No,” replied the skipper; “I don’t.” 

“It can’t be fish, becoss we haven’t got 
any,” continued Bill. 

“No, it isn’t fish, an’ it isn’t the gear, an’ 
it isn’t the hull, an’ I’m not due at a county- 
court or the gaol. It isn’t seekin’, an’ it isn’t 
salvage, an’ it isn’t the Customs, nor it 
isn’t” 

“Then it’s a woman,” interrupted Bill. 
“Youve got a girl on the sly, an’ you're 
wantin’ to see ’er bad. But I wouldn’t jump 
Jetby bar for all the women in creation; 
that I wouldn’t. Not me.” 

“No, your wife wouldn’t let you,” replied 
the skipper. “But shut up an’ listen. 
Didn’t that sound like the buoy?” 

“By George, yes,” answered Bill, after 
listening for a few seconds. “Ugh! Doesn’t 
it give you the ’orrors ? ” 

“Let her go,” ordered Bob, going to the 
wheel. 

He steamed over the great swell towards 
the spot from which the doleful toll of the 
bell-buoy came. His purpose was to run 
into the harbour while there was yet water, 
but the thick fog forced him to abandon it. 
There was nothing for it but to let the 
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anchor go and hold on to a known spot. 
This the skipper did, and the Fearéess rolled 
and pitched at her cable, with nothing visible 
but dense, wet atmosphere, and nothing to be 
heard except the clang of the buoy and the 
seething roar of the surf on the beach at the 
base of the cliffs. 

Bob, silent at the wheel, waited patiently 
for the fog to lift, but there was no-wind to 
break and carry it away, and he saw that 
there would be no chance of entering the 
harbour now until high water. Darkness 
was coming down, and his position was 
dangerous and unpleasant if a breeze sprang 
up again. He had pledged his word that, 
fair weather or strong weather, he would 
keep his Christmas Eve at Jetby, and here 
he was, held prisoner by the fog and sea, 
a stone’s throw from the piers. When he 
had talked of jumping the bar he had not 
really meant it—he had his vessel, in which 
he was largely interested, his crew, and 
himself to think of, to say nothing of a 
disapproving party ashore; but now he 
began to vow that if the fog would only give 
him the chance he would let the Fearless go 
and swing over the bar on the top of one of 
the great rollers that were sweeping in from 
the north. It was only fair, he reckoned, if 
he determined on this, that he should let his 
people know, and accordingly he told them. 
“We'll get the anchor up,” he said, “as soon 
as the piers show big enough to let us steer 
through ’em ; then Jack’ll let her go, an’ PI 
jump in on top of a sea.” 

“ And knock her to bits ?” said Bill. 

“ Well, she’s mostly my steamboat, isn’t 
she; an’a man can do what ’e likes with his 
own?” said the skipper. “ You stand by an’ 
get the anchor up—there’s a lift in the fog, 
an’ I can just see the piers. We'll do it on 
our heads—there’s six feet o’ watter on the 
bar now if there’s an inch. Come, my lads, 
lively. Now, then, Jack, be ready—when I 
say ‘go,’ let her fly.” 

Jack stood to his levers. When the 
anchor was clear of the ground the skipper 
roared “Go!” and the /ear/ess was swept 
round towards the piers, between which 
enormous rollers were surging. The steam- 
boat rose on the top of one of these, the 
paddles beat furiously, and the old craft, held 
for the harbour mouth by the skipper, was 
swept onward like an empty cask. 

The skipper did not speak, and the crew 
held on in silence as the steamboat was 
picked up by the sea and cast towards the 
shore. She was thrown up by an immense 
wave which was roaring in, and broke in surf 
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around her as she jumped the bar that was 
made by the silt of sand between the two piers 
at the mouth of the harbour. Her keel touched 
the sandy ridge, the hull shivered, the paddles 
thrashed the broken water alongside, and 
it seemed for a moment as if the craft would 
be swept clear into the harbour and dropped 
there. But although the engineer tried his 
hardest and the skipper did his best, and 
although the sea hurled the Fear/ess on until 
her bow threatened to work mischief in the. 
solid masonry beneath the lighthouses, the 
jump did not succeed. 

The broken roller roared on and left the 





have a way,” he said, “ of goin’ off when you 
don’t expect ’em, an’ I shouldn’t like to be a 
party to the damage of any one of you.” 

“ What about yourself?” asked Bill. 

“Never mind me,” replied the skipper. 
“T can look after number one. Besides, if 
anything went wrong, there’d be some club 
money. Now, then, is all clear? Here goes.” 

He struck a match and lit the fuse. 
Having done so he hurried away and crouched 
behind the cabin hatchway. 

There was a spluttering noise and a fierce 
hiss. 

“ Keep clear,” shouted the skipper, warn- 
ingly. 

“Tt isn’t risin’,” 
cried Bill, in 
alarmed tones. 

The skipper 
darted up from 
his shelter. “ Not 
risin’ ? ” he roared. 
“ Why, we shall 
all be blown to 
bits! Keep where 
you are, all of 
you. Leave the 
thing to me.” He 
sprang towards 
the rocket, clench- 
ing his fist as he 
advanced. 

“Lie down,” 
cried Bill. “ Flat 
—it’s goin’ to 
bust !” 

“Not if I know 
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Fearless resting on the bar, with other rollers 
sweeping in and threatening to smash her 
into fragments. 

Bob tumbled from the bridge to the deck. 
“T must rouse ’em up ashore,” he shouted. 
“Theyre near enough to heave a line and 
haul us in. They can’t see us, or they’d be 
hailin’. Pll give ’em a signal; then they'll 
know.” 

“What are you goin’ todo?” asked Bill. 

“Send up a gun-rocket,” answered Bob. 
“If there’s anybody in sound there'll be an 
answer ; if there isn’t, well, we’ve got to take 
our luck, an’ that isn’t very promisin’.” 

The skipper went below, and froma locker 
took a gun-rocket, which was charged with 
dynamite, and was, therefore, a destructive 
article. Returning to the deck he ordered 
the crew to stand clear as soon as he had 
fixed the stick on the steamer’s rail. “ They 
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it,” said Bob. “I 
dont want the 
deck blowin’ in.” 

“Lie down—it'll kill you!” roared Bill. 
“ Etl% 

He did not end his sentence. He saw the 
skipper with his fist strike the stick, so that 
the hissing missile would fall into the sea. 
Then he heard a crash, and saw that the 
rocket had exploded in the skipper’s face. 
When the sound had finished, and the blaze 
had died away, Bill rushed from his refuge 
and bent over the body of his chief, who 
was lying on the deck with blackened, bleed- 
ing face. 

“Are yer dead?” inquired Bill, in scared 
tones, holding a lamp near the skipper. 

By way of answer Bob gave a deep groan. 

“ He’s goin’—it’s done for ’im !” exclaimed 
Bill, in horror. ‘Ere, Jack, you’re used to 
patchin’ the machinery—come an’ see wot 
you can do.” 
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The engineer unwillingly advanced. He 
knelt by his superior, and demanded that 
Bill should wave the lamp before the skipper’s 
eyes. ‘If there’s such a thing as a feather,” 
he said, authoritatively, “bring it. If he 
don’t move when the lantern dances in his 
face; if ’e don’t jump when ’e’s tickled by 
a feather, we shall have to try a dose o’ turps 
an’ treacle. If każ don’t cure ’im, then I 
give ’im up.” 

The engineer raised Bob’s head; Bill 
waved the lantern energetically, and the rest 
of the crew stood by, staring helplessly. 

For a moment nothing was heard but the 
roar of the breakers on the beach; then 
there was a dull grind and a terrific heave 
forward of the Fearless. Two of the smacks- 
men were jerked down to the deck, the rest 
were hurled against each other. 

The injured man was thrown into a sitting 
posture. His senses and his speech returned 
at the same instant. 

“What the blazes are yer dancin’ about 
like this for?” he asked. ‘“Can’t yer see 
she’s bumped off the bar an’ is floatin’? Get 
to yer injuns, Jack, an’ plug her up the river 
as far as she'll go. She’s done the jump, 
after all. I knew she would.” 

The skipper staggered to 

- his feet, Jack bounded to his 
levers, and Bill tumbled up 
on the bridge and gripped the 
wheel. 


“Ard over!” roared the 
skipper. 

“Ard over!” came the 
bellowed answer from the 


helmsman. 

“ Full speed ahead !” added 
Bob. 

“It is so,” cried Jack, in 
answer. 

“The jetty or the Scaur 
in a jiffy,” cried the skipper. 
“Shove ’er in between the 
piers, lads—steady—now she 
does it. Grip for your life, Bill.” 

“Im grippin’,” answered 
Bill, grimly. 

The skipper, dazed, deaf- 
ened, clung to the hatch near 
him, and wondered vaguely 
how it would end. He him- 
self would have dashed to the 
wheel and steered the Zear- 
ess in, except that the power 
of acting sanely seemed to 
have left him. He could 
only hang on and shout an 
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order, in the full belief that it would be 
obeyed. 

The trawler swung round to the East Pier, 
then swerved to the West Pier, and for a 
moment looked as if she would crash into 
the massive stonework and sink beside the 
bar. Then a lumbering sea came up, gave 
her a twist so that her bow faced the river, 
tilted up her stern, and the engine, being 
helped tremendously, carried her with a long 
sweep up the river and banged her down on 
the sand there, to wait for the flood to come 
and float her off. 

On the quay, in the clammy air, were 
crowds of fishermen and women and 
Christmas holiday-makers, peering at the 
place where the Fear/ess lay, squatter than 
ever, because she was leaking very badly. A 
coble was got off, her people boarded the 
steamboat, and Bob was helped into it. 

“Tt’s no good shoutin’ at me,” he said. 
“Tm knocked daft an’ deaf, an’ can’t hear. 
Just take me to old Benson’s cottage, 
someb’dy. I’ve an appointment there.” 

They took him as directed, and left him. 
Before he knocked for admission Bob stole 
to a neighbouring pump and laved his face. 
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In this way he got rid of much salt and dirt 
and blood. Old Benson and a beautiful young 
woman, his daughter, came to meet him. 

“I told you so, dad!” exclaimed the girl. 
“I told you that, if Bob swore he’d come to 
see me on Christmas Eve, he’d come.” 

“ Well,” said the old man, shaking his head, 
“it beats me. Who've you bin fightin’, lad ?” 

The girl stood still, white and quiet. She 
had not seen her lover’s face until he came 
and stood by the lamp on the table. 

“Don’t be scared,” said Bob, putting his 
sou’-wester on the dresser and preparing to 
peel his oilskin off his body. ‘I got stuck 
on the bar an’ was firin’ a rocket that 
wouldn’t go. 
It seemed to 
strike me all 
over; but 
there, I’m get- 
ting better—I 
can hear now. 
I shall be all 
right by morn- 
in’. It’s this 
dashed fog.” 

“Fog! Call 
this fog?” said 
the old man. 
“Why, it’s 
sunshine ‘com- 
pared with 
what I’ve seen 
off “Newfund- 


land. I re- 
member——” 
The girl 


pleasantly put 
a hand across 
his mouth and 
stopped him. 
Then she 
pushed Bob 
into a chair, 
and, after 
gazing at him 
In strong admiration for a minute, kissed 
him, and said : ‘‘ Thats due to a man who'll 
jump the bar at dead low water, just to keep 
his word with his sweetheart.” 


Three weeks into the New Year, Bob, 
smoking his pipe, was standing in front of a 
printed bill on a hoarding on the foreshore 
of his native town. The bill set forth that 
on a certain date there would be offered for 
sale by public auction 64-64th shares in the 
wooden paddle steam-tug f#ear/ess, built and 
engined in 1867; that her dimensions were 
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86'4 by 17°6 by 9°3; that she was -of 
17°87 tons register; that she had one side 
lever compound condensing engine of 40 
horse-power, and that the stores were on 
board as she ceased work. The hull was 
delicately alluded to as wanting repair. 

As Bob gazed at the announcement ’Lijah, 
just in from sea, strolled up. 

“What cheer, Bob?” he said 

“ How do, ’Lijah?” said Bob. - 

“So it’s true you're givin’ up trawlin’ an’ 


goin’ into business?” said ’Lijah. ‘An’ at 
Jetby, too.” 
“Correct,” said Bob. 
“ Firewood, isn’t it?” 
“You’ve 


guessed right, 
’Lijah.” 

“Then why 
don’t you keep 
the Fearless, 
to start you? 
She’d break 
up nice.” 

“Youre 
mistaken, 
’Lijah,”? said 
Bob, sweetly. 
“You're mixin’ 
up the Zear- 
fess with the 
Patriot.” 

“ Anyway,” 
said ’Lijah, 
“the trick you 
did warn’t very 
successful. 
There wasn’t 
a fat lot of 
spring in your 
jump, was 
there? You 
plomped down 
on the bar 
like a load ©’ 
bricks.” 

“You'd ha’ plomped through the bottom 
o’ the sea,” said Bob. 

*Lijah abandoned the contest. 
made you do it?” he inquired. 

“What made me do it?” answered Bob. 
“ Now, what d’ye suppose could make a man 
do a thing like that, ’xcept love or drink ? 
It isn’t drink in my case; it was tother 
thing. Td promised the girl I’d be ’ome for 
Christmas, and I’m not a man to go back on 
my word.” 

“I shouldn’t call it either love or drink,” 
said ’Lijah. “I should call it devilment.” 


`“ What 
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IS it because of 
the bigness of 
everything in 
America that the 
progressive ideas 
of its women have 
so vastly devel- 
oped and out- 
stripped those of 
the women of 
Great Britain? 
Be that as it may, 
the fact — which, 
I fear, English 
women cannot 
deny, though they 
fain would if they 
could—is that the 
women of the 
Stars and Stripes 
have always been 
leaders in nearly 

: all the liberating 
and upward movements of their sex. 

But this article is not to be a record of 
the amiable, “ cute,” and progressive charac- 
teristics of the American women as a whole, 
but of that section of them known as the 
Society of American Women in London. 

The society, now numbering some 130 
members, originated among a few women 
who wished to form a bond of union 
between themselves and the thinking women 
of the United States, but’ primarily and 
radically the idea was mooted by Mrs. Hugh 
Reid Griffin, who invited a few friends to a 


tea at her own house to discuss her sugges- 
Vol. xxi.—66. 
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tion. A series of teas followed in which the 
project took shape. Out of twenty ladies 
who were present at the initial gathering the 
executive committee of five was formed to 
start thé club, Mrs. Griffin being elected 
president, which honourable position she still 
most successfully and popularly fills. In 
fact, it may be here stated that on February 
25th last the president and all the officers 
were re-elected by acclamation, a unique 
event, I am told, in the history of clubs. 
Based on the lines of Sorosis, New York 
(a copy of whose constitution was sent for 
and partially adopted), after a year of pre- 


liminary work the  society’s inaugural 
luncheon was held at the Hotel Cecil in 
March, 1899. In the following July the 


young association entertained at luncheon 
and at an afternoon At Home the officers 
and delegates of the International Congress 
of Women then assembled in London, to the 
number of four hundred guests of every 
nationality, a gathering such as American 
women had never before organized in London. 
This gave immense pleasure to all con- 
cerned, and proved a source of inspiration 
and encouragement cf incalculable value to 
the society. Among the many distinguished 
guests then entertained were the Countess 
of Aberdeen, Mrs. May Wright Sewall, Miss 
Susan B. Anthony, Rev. Anna Howard 
Shaw, Miss Octavia Williams Bates, Dr. 
Sarah Hacket Stephenson, Mrs. Charlotte 
Perkins Stetson, Mlle. Klumpké (the 
Paris astronomer), Baroness A. Gripenberg 
(Finland), Mrs. Choate, Duchess of Suther- 
land, Countess of Warwick, Marchioness of 
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Dufferin, Lady Randolph Churchill, Lady 
Isabel Margesson, Mrs. Creighton (wife of 
the late Bishop of London), Lady Henry M. 
Stanley, Mme. Sarah Grand, Mrs. Humphry 
Ward, and Mrs. Meynell. 

As the society has grown so has its basis 
of operations extended ; its objects, as now 
stated in its constitution, being to provide in 
London a centre where American women 
may meet and enjoy the companionship of 
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(Mr. F. G, Hudsol. 


their fellow-countrywomen—a little America 
in London, where each can get to know the 
other, and at the same time open their doors 
to English people and cause them to know 
the normal life of American women ; thus, 
by maintaining the traditions of their 
country’s hospitality in the land of their 
sojourn, bringing the two countries into 
touch: to gather together women who are 
engaged in literary, artistic, scientific, and 
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philanthropic pursuits, 
with a view of render- 
ing them helpful to 
each other and useful 
to society. It aims to 
bring all its members 
into contact with what 
is truest and best in 
the world of thought, 
not only in America 
but in every other 
country, and to estab- 
lish itself ‘as a social 
and intellectual centre 
of the highest order. 
The club’s short re- 
cord is full of achieve- 
ments. A series of 
committees on Art, 
Literature, Music, 
Drama, Education, 
House and Home and 
Current Events’ has 
been instituted. It is 
intended that the in- 
formation garnered by 
these committees shall 
as far as possible be of 
practical value to the 
members, and that 


efforts shall always be made to present 
papers in such clear, concise shape that 
they will practically form, in future years, 
a contemporaneous history of present times 
The data will principally 


on a small scale. 
concern women. 


On its philanthropic side much has been 


accomplished. In 
the third month of 
its existence ‘some 
of the members 
assisted at a large 
London Hospital 
Bazaar, the hospital 
benefiting to the 
extent of £5,000 
by their exertions. 
In October of the 
same year the 
society, whilst de- 
ploring the neces- 
sity for war, co- 
operated in the Red 
Cross work of rais- 
ing funds for the 
American hospital 
ship Maine, the 
president becoming 
a member of the 
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MRS. HUGH REID GRIFFIN, PRESIDENT OF THE 
_ SOCIETY OF AMERICAN WOMEN IN LONDON. 
From a Photograph. 


vessel’s executive and 
financial committees, 
and other members 
joining the general 
committee. By the 
club’s efforts about 
£1,000 in money and 
in kind was added to 
the funds of the 
Maine. The ladies of 
the society, in common 


‘with all Americans who 


united in the humane 
work, have the satis- 
faction of knowing that 
the bond between 
England and their own 


‘beloved country has 


been strengthened by 
this act of generosity 
and reciprocal good 
feeling. 

Permanent, hand- 
some, and very central 
rooms have been 
secured by the club 
at Prince’s, Piccadilly. 
These are open daily. 
At the monthly 
luncheons dis- 


tinguished women are, entertained and 
invited to speak on subjects which they 
have made peculiarly their own. 
late anniversary gathering Mrs. C. C. S. 
Stopes, author of Zhe British Freewoman, 


At the 


etc., gave the opening address on “The 





MRS. DIETZ GLYNES, VICE-PRESIDENT, 
From a Photo. by Lafayette. 


Women and Queens of the Sixteenth and 


Nineteenth Cen- 
turies ”; and Dr. 
Lilias Hamilton 
followed with an 
account of the 
Ameer of Afghan- 
istan, as she per- 
sonally knew him. 
At the business 
meetings, which are 
conducted on 
democratic prin- 
ciples, a very his- 
torically interesting 
instrument is used 
for imposing silence 
and order, pre- 
sented to the 
society by Mrs. 
John ŒE. Milhol- 
land. It consists 
of a stone base 
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and gavel, the 
former made from 
a stone taken out 
of the walls of 
the quarters at 
Old Fort Ticon- 
deroga, the latter 
from a bit of oak 
out of one of the 
vessels of Lord 
Howe’s fleet sunk 
in Lake George 
in 1758, portions 
of which have 
been lately raised 
by some friends 
of Mr. Mil- 
holland. 

The association 
is affiliated with 
the General 
Federation of 
Women’s Clubs 
in America, and 
Sorosis has con- 
ferred upon it the privileges of the 
courtesies and hospitality of that society 
when members are in New York, Many 
well-known names are found on the list 
of membership, as Mrs. J. C. Croly, Mrs. 
Hodgson Burnett, 
Mme. Navarro (Mary 
Anderson), Mrs. Rud- 
yard Kipling, Mesdames 
Belle Cole and Antoi- 
nette Sterling, Miss 
Elizabeth Robins, Mrs. 
Creerar (Evangeline 
Florence), Mme. Bogelot 
(France), Mrs. Mc- 
Kinley Osborne (wife 
of the U.S.A. Consul- 
General), Mrs. A. A. 
Blow, Mrs. Louise 
Chandler Moulton, Mrs. 
Jay Mackay, Mrs. 
Ridgeley Carter, etc. 

The society’s beauti- 
ful tribute to the 
memory of England’s 
lamented Queen, “the 
offering of the daughters 
of a Republic to the 
Queen - Mother of a 
people among whom 
they live, and to whom they feel bound by 
ties of blood and friendship,” took the form 
of a wreath of olive leaves, white roses, and 
heather, the national emblems of the United 
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States, England, 
and Scotland re- 
spectively. Rib- 
bons of Royal 
purple added 
effect to the im- 
posing whole. 

Of the presi- 
dent of the Society 
of American 
Women in Lon- 
don, Mrs. Hugh 
Reid Griffin, it 
is said by one 
who knows her 
intimately that 
“she is a woman 
of great executive 
ability, of infinite 
tact, of exquisite 
courtesy, which I 
am satisfied . is 
not put on for 
occasions, but, as 
our Prayer Book 
says, ‘is an outward and visible sign of an 
inward and spiritual grace.’ She is a most 
charming hostess in her own house; a 
perfectly genuine woman ; there is no sham 
about her. While she is a woman of 
strong character, pos- 
sessing a decided force, 
I think we. all love 
her for her true woman- 
liness.” 

Mrs. Griffin, only 
daughter of Mrs. Wells- 
Beach, of Waterbury, 
is a “Daughter of the 
American Revolution ” 
and its KRegent in 
London. She is widely 
known in London, and 
to her is largely due the 





EXECUTIVE 
[Lyddeli Sawyer. 


credit of what the 
society has accom- 
plished. 

The vice- president’s 
executive work in the 
Society of American 
Women extends over 


nearly two years. Mrs. 
Dietz Glynes’s club 


experiences are vast 
and varied. She is a 
charter -member of the famous Sorosis, 
and has filled respectively the im- 


portant offices of corresponding secretary, 
vice-president, and president of that associa- 








MRS. FERNAU, EXECUTIVE 
AND RECEPTION 
COMMITTEES. 
Froma Photo. by Pach Bros. 


She was also 
chairman 
Advisory 
Board elected to 
form the Great 
Federation of 
Women’s Clubs in 
America, and was 


tion. 
chosen 
of the 


later made vice- 
president of the 
New York State 
Federation. Mrs. 


Glynes has recently 
composed a pane- 
gyric poem on 
England’s dead 
Sovereign, entitled 
“At Rest,” remark- 
able for its exquisite 
tenderness and pathos. It was presented, in 
tastefully-printed form, as a souvenir to each 
member and guest at the late anniversary 
luncheon. 

Mrs. Frank W. Mattox displays great 
executive ability in her post of chairman of 
the Executive Committee. She was largely 
instrumental in starting the society, working 
hand in hand with Mrs. Griffin. An accom- 
plished linguist, speaking several languages 
fluently, she, with the president, represented 
the club at the Women’s Congress in Paris 
during the Exhibition. 

A few words quoted from Mrs. Mattox’s 
paper on the Society of American Women, 
read by her at the Congress, on the ‘ Ideal 
Club,” furnishes, I think, a key to the author’s 
personal attributes and aspirations. 

“ The Ideal Club,” says Mrs. Mattox, “ is 


MRS. TEMPLE KETT, 
SPONDING SECRETARY. 
From a Photo. by Lena Connell. 


Digitized by Gor gle 





CORRE- 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


the one that sets up as its standard of success 
its ability to teach women, in their work 
together, their true place in the world ; that 
they are to be not only the intelligent and 
faithful guardians of home interests, but that 
each woman, in the realization of her uni- 
versal motherhood, shall express a personality 
to which the great heart of humanity shall 
never appeal in vain.” 

A valuable member of the Executive Com- 
mittee is Mrs. Arthur Fay, who brings her 
clear perceptions to bear in a very practical 
way. She was one of the five ladies who set 
the wheels of the society in motion at its 
initiation. A musician of exquisite taste, 
Mrs. Fay was the first to take charge of the 
musical branch of 
the club. The 
prominently known 
Tifft family of New 
York claim her as 
one of themselves. 
She was educated 
in Paris, where she 
studied singing 
under Mme. 
Marchesi. 

Mrs. Fernau, 
who has lived and 
studied many years 
in Germany, 
France, and Italy, 
is one of the 
original members 
of the club, and 





MRS. CHARLES E. ROCHE, RECORDING SECRETARY, 
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acts on both Executive and Reception by a member who knows) for the tact and 
Committees. She has the deepest interest grace with which she has carried through her 
in its welfare, and believes that in the onerous work and inspired cordial and 


association, its aims and 
objects, there is some 
thing “worth while,” 
which guarantees its 
continued and still 
greater success in the 
future. 

The very responsible 
position of correspond- 
ing secretary is most 
ably, courteously, and I 
think I may say per- 
fectly filled by Mrs. 
Temple Kett, who is 
of Quaker family, and 
beloved by all who 
know her for her rarely 
sweet personality. For- 
merly she was the Chair- 
man of the Philanthropic 
Department of the 
Chicago Woman’s Club. ES 
Coming to London 
about two years ago, 
Mrs. Kett found the 








- _ = = 
MRS. LAFAYETTE DE FRIESE, TREASURER. 


friendly feelings on all 


- hands for the associa- . 


tion. 

The active and 
charter-member record- 
ing secretary, Mrs. 
Charles E. Roche, is 
the 1882 Valedictorian 
of St. Mary’s Academy, 
Notre Dame, Indiana, 
and the younger 
daughter of the late 
Mr. James D. Cavenor. 
Married to an English 
journalist and resident 
in London since 1893, 
she has utilized her 
considerable dramatic 
ability among the 
“Strolling Players,” one 
of the oldest amateur 
dramatic clubs in 
London, of which 
she is a prominent 
member. 


society in its earliest stage. For a year Mrs. Lafayette de Friese, the treasurer, 
and a half she has discharged the arduous is a lady of brilliant parts, with a practical 
duties of her post. The club owes her and most valuable gift for accuracy in her 
a deep debt of gratitude (this I am told department and a large personal following. 
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MME. LOUISA STARR CANZIANI, CHAIRMAN OF THE COMMITTEE 
From a Photo. by) ON ART. (Eliott & Fry. 


The Reception Committee has a very 
bright chairman in Mrs. John E. Milholland. 
To help her she has a staff of six ladies, 
whose work is no small item in the success 
of the social functions of the society. 
Particularly is this true 
on luncheon days, when 
these ladies, each of 
whom has her specially- 
appointed 7é/e, must be 


on hand to receive 
members, see to the 
registering of guests’ 


names, arrange flowers, 
select tables, and attend 
to the numerous other 
details incidental to 
large gatherings of this 
kind. Entertaining a 
great deal, as she does, 
in her own beautiful 
home, Mrs. Milholland 
is peculiarly qualified 
for her post. 

Mrs. William Stead 
occupies the chair of 
the Committee on 
Current Events, which 


includes some of the Froma) 
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the society on its 
list, Miss Leslie Griffin acting as its 
secretary. At the monthly meetings three 
papers, written by members, are read. 
One is devoted to American affairs, another 
to the progress of the world, and the third 
to some vitally interesting question of the 
moment. These are frequently followed by 
discussions. Mrs. Stead is justly proud of 
her splendid old Quaker ancestry. Educated 
at Fulton and Cortland, she graduated from 
the latter when she was appointed to the 
high honour of “Class Essayist.” Her 
literary ability finds scope now as a story- 
writer and in assisting her husband in his 
journalistic work. Mr. W. Stead is a son 
of the world-known editor of the Review of 
Reviews. Both husband and’ wife are deeply 
interested in the living, social questions of 
the day—the housing of the masses, the 
State, and the liquor problems being burning 
questions to these two, who work hand in 
hand in their humanitarian endeavours. 

Of the Committee on Art, the eminent 
artist, Mme. Louisa Starr Canziani, is 
chairman, who hopes in time to-see this 
department develop and exercise its influence 
for good on the art of the new century. 

Mme. Canziani, though born in London, 
is the only child of Mr. Henry Starr, of 
Philadelphia, of Puritan stock, being a direct 
descendant of Dr. Comfort Starr, who with 
his wife and family emigrated to America in 
1633. She, as a girl, won first the silver and 
the next year the gold medal and accom- 
panying scholarship of 
the Royal Academy 
School, medals which 
no woman had ever 
won before. Her dis- 
tinguished career has 
richly fulfilled the pro- 
mise of her youth. 
Purity in art she sets 
before all other aims 
in her profession. She 
is keenly concerned in 
the advancement and 
enfranchisement of 


women and in all 
philanthropic effort. 
“The House and 
Home” section, of 
which Mrs. F. A. 
Bowen is leader and 


chairman, presents wide 
and varied interests. 
All subjects of use 
LPhotograph. and value in the home- 
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life are studied, 
brought forward, 
and discussed, 
from sanitation to 
decoration. So 
large and interest- 
ing are they that 
often two meet- 
ings are not enough 
to thrash out one 


topic. 
Mrs. Whitney 
Tew, who has 


recently succeeded 
Mrs. Van der Veer 
Green (now travel- 
ling round the 
world) as chair- 
man of the Com- 
mittee on Music, 
holds the develop- 
ment of the musi- 
cal side of the 
society much at 
heart. The duties 
of the seven ladies 
who form Mrs. 
Tew’s staff include the arrang- 
ing of the music at the social 
functions. The society numbers 
among its members many gifted 
artists noted both in England 
and America; among them 
Miss Esther Palliser and Miss 
Evangeline Florence, who have 
contributed much to make 
this section of the work suc- 
cessful. Matters 
musical are 
discussed and 
papers read at 
periodical 
meetings. Mrs. 
Tew is the 
wife of the 
eminent basso. 

Most fit- 
tingly, among 
the many dis- 
tinguishėd 
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honorary members 
of the Society of 
American Women, 
the first to be 
elected was that 
famous pen- 
woman, zealous 
worker for her sex, 
and “Mother of 
Clubs,” Mrs. J. C. 
Croly (now resid- 
ing in London), 
founder of Sorosis 
and the Women’s 
Press Club of New 
York. She it was 
who first fostered 
the idea of associ- 
ation in the women 
of America. From 
the germ she 
planted and assid- 
uously tended has 
grown the banyan 
tree of clubs (if I 
may so call it) 
which covers her 
country and has been so potent 
a factor in the progress of its 
women. After many years of 
service in the presidential chair 
of Sorosis Mrs. Croly is now 
its honorary president, as she is 
also of the New York State 
Federation of Women’s Clubs 
and many others. Her forty-five 
years of editorial and journalistic 
work, under the 
nom de plume of 
“Jenny June,” 
are too well 
known to need 
mention, and 
she enjoys the 
distinction of 
being the 
pioneer woman 
journalist of 
the United ` 
States. 
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Some Wonders from the West. 
XVII—SOLAR MOTOR AT SOUTH PASADENA, CALIFORNIA. 
By H. Lukens Jones, PASADENA, CALIFORNIA. 


VAST amount of scientific 
thought and study have been 
lavished on the subject of 
$] solar physics, and at last a 
device has been perfected 
through the agency of which 
the sun’s heat can be utilized in creating steam 
power. The new device is a solar motor. 

At an extensive ostrich farm in 
South Pasadena, California, sur- 
rounded by a vast audience of dig- 
nified birds, that delightedly admire 
their wealth of plumage in the 
glittering expanse of mirrors, the 
machine is in daily operation. It 
may be likened to a huge umbrella, 
open and inverted at such an angle 
as to catch the sunshine on the 
hundreds of mirrors which compose 
its inside surface and reflect the heat 
on the long, slim boiler which takes 
the place of the umbrella handle. 
The machine is set in meridian, on 
two fixed supports, so as to balance 
the entire frame, and rests on an 
equatorial mounting, like a telescope, 
the axis being due north and south, 
and the machine turning east and 
west in following the sun. The re- 
flector is 33ft. 6in. in diameter on 
top and 15ft. on the bottom. It 








by 24in. in size. The weight 
of the device is about 
8,300lb. 

The boiler is of tubular 
form, 13ft. 6in. in length, 
with a capacity for 100 gal- 
lons of water, and eight 
cubic feet additional steam 
space. The boiler is made 
of fire- box steel covered 
with an absorptive material, 
of which lampblack is one 
of the principal ingredients. 
Steam is conducted from 
the boiler to the engine by 
a flexible pipe made of 
phosphor bronze, and is en- 
tirely metallic. The machine 
is designed to withstand a 
wind pressure of 100 miles 
an hour. 

The operation of the 
motor has been reduced to 
the simplest possible point, 
and requires very little human labour. When 
power is desired the reflector must be swung 
into focus, which is done by turning a crank. 
This is not beyond the power of a good-sized 
boy. An indicator shows when a proper 


“ans 


[Photograph 


focus has been obtained, and when this is 
done the reflector follows the sun all day, 
being regulated by an ordinary clock. 
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contains 1,788 mirrors about 3 %4in. 
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THE SOLAR MOTOR—BACK VIEW. THE OSTRICH IN THE FOREGROUND IS 
t (Photograph. 
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The motor is pumping from an under- 
ground tank raft. deep, and lifts 1,400 
gallons per minute, equivalent to 155 miners’ 
inches. The present model is guaranteed to 
produce ten horse-power, but under the most 
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favourable conditions it will yield fifteen or 
twenty horse-power. 

The solar motor is a complete solution of 
the question of making use of the surplus sun- 
shine and underground waters of the deserts, 


XVIII.—AN INGENIOUS ENGRAVER. 





MR. SAMUEL E. DIBB ENGRAVING ON 


THE HEAD OF A PIN, 
From a Photograph, 


A FEW years ago a man 
engraved the Lord’s Prayer 
on a United States .3-cent 
piece (exactly the same size 
as an English threepenny- 
piece), and the achievement 
was talked of all over the 
world. An engraver in New 
York undertook to beat that 
record, and he engraved the 
alphabet in capital letters 
upon the head of a pin. 
This feat was greatly talked 
about, the New York papers 
giving protraits of the en- 
graver and drawing repre- 
senting the pin in its actual 
size and magnified forty-five 
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Mr. Samuel E. 
employed by the 


Dibb is an engraver 
“Grip Publishing Com- 
pany,” of Toronto. Mr. Dibb, although not 
claiming to an expert engraver, and 
without any previous trials, set himself to 
beat the New York engraver. Just how far 
he succeeded the accompanying illustrations 
will show. Selecting an ordinary-sized pin, 
1 in. long, and with a smooth head, he first 
drove the pin into the end of a soft wood block 
for convenience of handling, and then with 
the aid of an ordinary magnifying-glass, and 
with what is known among engravers as a 
“No. 1 tint” tool, proceeded with the 
engraving in the manner shown in the illus- 
tration. It is not so much to skill that Mr. 
Dibb attributes his success as to being the 
possessor of a very steady hand. On the 
first pin tried he engraved the alphabet, all 
the letters being cut in relief. Not content 
with this performance he next cut on the 
same-sized pin all the letters of the alphabet, 
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diameters. The pin was 
exhibited in public and menk 
optical institutions. But 


this performance has been 
quite eclipsed, and with it all 
previous records, by a young 
man in Toronto, Canada. 


ENLARGEMENT ( 
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the figures from 1 to 10, 
and the year 1899. 

Mr. Dibb next turned 
his attention to engraving 
on a Canadian five-cent 
piece, which is the same 
size as an English three- 
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of the space on the face, 
when much to his dismay 
the coin was stolen and 
no trace of it could ever 
be found. But Mr. Dibb, 
with a true British spirit, 
would not be beaten, and 





penny-piece. After polish- 
ing the surface of the coin 
on one side he cemented it to the surface 
of a small block of wood to enable him to 
handle it more readily, and then with 
the same glass and tool which he 
had used to engrave the head of 
the pin he engraved on the coin 
the following: the Lord’s Prayer, 
the Ten Commandments, his name 
and address, the date, Oct., 1898, 
and the words, “ There are 1,593 
letters engraved on this coin.” To 
the naked eye the surface of this 
coin merely seems to be roughened 
with indentations, but when ex- 
amined with a powerful magnifying-glass 
everything claimed to be upon it was found 
to be there in capital letters, and evidently 
with plenty of room and no evidence of 
crowding. We reproduce 


THE ENGRAVED PIN, ACTUAL SIZE. 
From a Photograph. 


THE BLACK DOT RE- 
PRESENTS THE HEAD 
OF THE PIN EN- 
GRAVED. 
From a Photograph. 


again turning his attention 
to pins he engraved on the 
pin which has been sent to THE STRAND 
MaGaZINE in order to prove that all that is 
said is correct, the following: “ABCDE 
FGHIJKLMNOPQRST 
UVWXYZ,and12345678 
go. THE STRAND MAGAZINE wel- 
comes the New Century rgot.” 

In all there are seventy-eight char- 
acters in capital letters. The accom- 
panying photo., showing the pin’s 
head enlarged, does not show up the 
work as well as can be seen by look- 
ing through a strong magnifying- 
glass. The work of engraving this 
pin-head took Mr. Dibb four hours, and we 
think this beats all previous records in this 
line. We found it very difficult to secure a 
good photo. of the pin, as the camera dis- 
torted it somewhat, but the 





on the preceding page an 
enlarged photograph of the 
coin. 

After finishing this coin 
Mr. Dibb believed he could 
do still better, and started 
on another coin the same 
size as the first one used. 
He had engraved the Lord’s 
Prayer, the Ten Command- 
ments, and part of the xix. 
Psalm, and with all this, 








difficulty was partly over- 
come by placing the pin- 
head pointing out of a board 
and then placing the same 
glass that was used in the 
engraving of the pin 
| directly. over it, and the 
camera at a distance 
of about 3ft. The ex- 
posure gave a negative 
about one-quarter of an 
inch in diameter. The 








which was more than was on 
the entire surface of the first 
coin, he had only used half 


XIX.—THE MOST DESTRUCTIVE 


IN spite of Peace Conferences and humani- 
tarian efforts toward the suppression of war- 
fare, the man who can invent the weapon cal- 
culated to wreak, in the shortest possible time, 
the greatest possible destruction of life and 
property is still a popular hero and certain 
winner of wealth and glory. 

Year by year the power of these death-deal- 
ing agencies has increased until the possi- 
bilities would seem to be exhausted, but now 
to inaugurate the new century comes a gun 
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ENLARGEMENT OF THE PIN'S HEAD, SHOW- 
ING THE ENGRAVING. 
From a Photograph. 


photo. here produced was 
enlarged from a print of 
this negative. 


PROJECTILE EVER INVENTED. 


apparently more deadly than any of its 
predecessors. 

It is the invention of Louis Gathmann, of 
Chicago, and after a series of exhaustive 
tests has just been officially adopted by the 
United States Government. It will be of 
18in. bore, and will throw 6oolb. to 80o0lb. of 
gun-cotton a distance of five miles. 

This new Gathmann arm, in a word, is a 
high explosive projectile, with a gun for 
firing it. It makes possible the use of 





SOME WONDERS FROM THE WEST. 


enormous charges of gun-cotton in shells 
discharged from high-power rifled cannon of 
the most modern construction and the 
longest effective range. It practically con- 
verts the modern cannon into a torpedo-tube 
and the modern explosive projectile into an 
aerial torpedo. 

It has long been the dream of artillerists 
to use high explosives in projectiles. All 
attempts to do so have proved abortive or 
-inefficient. Dynamite guns have been com- 
parative failures on account of the low 
muzzle velocities required by the use of 
compressed air. The low velocity entails 
two weaknesses which render the gun useless 
to a great extent. First, it gives an extremely 


short range to the gun, and makes accuracy 
of aim impossible. 
In the Gathmann gun both of these faults 
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astounded at the tremendous destructive 
power of the new instrument of warfare. A 
powerful structure was erected consisting of a 
roin. nickel-steel armour, backed by 180, 000lb. 
of strong earthworks, timbers, etc. This 
target resisted the assault of several ordinary 
shells and remained practically uninjured, 
but at one shot from a Gathmann shell was 
completely demolished, and not one timber 
or piece of armour remained intact. Some 
of the pieces were blown two miles away, 
and the consensus of opinion among those 
present was that the most powerful warship 
afloat would be utterly destroyed as a result 
of such a shot. 

What made this test even the more re- 
markable is the fact that only one-fourth of 
the ptoper supply of explosive was used— 
135lb. instead of 6oolb. What would have 

happened to the target had 








ne 
From a Photograph. 


have been corrected, and a weapon has been 
produced whose projectiles carry a charge of 
gun-cotton sufficient to destroy, by one 
tremendous explosion, a modern warship 
and every human life thereon. 

The shells discharged from Mr. Gathmann’s 
cannon contain from 6oolb. to 80olb. of gun- 
cotton, the most terrible explosive known. 
The detonation of this amount of gun-cotton 
in contact with the armoured sides of a 
modern battleship would crush in its massive 
steel shell, no matter what their strength or 
thickness. The mere shock or concussion 
of so much high explosive would, by impact 
of the air, kill, maim, or render insensible 
every soul. : 

At the recent test experiments at Sandy 
Hook department experts were completely 
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THE GATHMANN SHELL AS IT APPEARS WHEN BEING LOADED INTO THE GUN. 


the full complement been 
utilized can only be left 
to conjecture. 

Mr. Gathmann has made 
a life-study of explosives, 
and has long been before 
the public as the inventor 
of many valuable contribu- 
tions to war science. He 
considers his new gun his 
masterpiece, and when 
seen just after the Sandy 
Hook tests was highly 
elated over its success. 
Commenting on its possi- 
bilities he said :— 

“ Now, I claim for the 
Gathmann shell that what 
ever it hits is doomed. 
What chance could any 
warship, however powerful, 
which had to fire a hundred shots to secure 
a victory, stand against a vessel whose every 
hit was mortal? The gun is a giant in 
dimensions, weighs over 100,000lb., and is 
441⁄2ft. long. Although it has an 18in. 
bore, it can be safely mounted on a 1a2in. 
gun-carriage. 

“The total weight of the torpedo-shell 
which this immense gun was constructed to 
hurl is yoolb. It is cigar-shaped. The 
muzzle velocity is about 2,200ft. per second, 
and the shell is fired from the gun with 
smokeless powder made according to a 
special formula and intended only for this 
particular work. 

“ The target or structure was erected under 
the supervision of trained army experts, and 
was stanch and powerful enough to resist 
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almost any attack 
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with ordinary ex- 
plosives. Five 
hundred men could 
have covered them- 
selves within it and, 
safe from modern 
guns, could have 
done deadly execu- 
tion on any ex- 
posed force within 
range. Several ordi- 
nary shells were 
fired at the structure 
and exploded with- 
out doing any ap- 
preciable damage. 
Then came the test 
of my shell. 

“Tt was carefully 
placed in position, 
and I myself fired 
the shot. The effect 
was startling. The 
shell, rolling 
slightly, sped straight to the centre of the 
target, and hit it with an explosion that could 
have been heard for miles and shook the very 
ground under our feet. 

“When we recovered from the shock we 
looked for the target in order to study the 
effect, but it was gone! Armour, timbers, 
and earthworks had not availed against that 
frightful cataclysm, and the structure was 
blown to atoms. Here and there we found 





THE COMPLETE DEMOLITION OF THE TARGET AFTER BEING STRUCK BY THE GATHMANN SHELL, 


From a Photograph. 
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THE POWERFUL STEEL-PLATE TARGET, BACKED BY NINETY TONS OF EARTH, BEFORE THE SHOT. 


Froma Photograph. 


vestiges of the target, but mostly small pieces, 
and some of the débris was afterwards picked 
up several miles away, and all this with but 
one-fourth the regular load! Had 500 
embattled men crouched in the structure not 
one would have survived.” 


XxX.— THE ONLY PIGEON RANCH 
IN THE WORLD. 

TWELVE THOUSAND flying pigeons are the 
main part of a 
pigeon ranch situa- 
ted on the out- 
skirts of Los 
Angeles, Cali- 
fornia. The 
pigeons live in 
three large tiers of 
coops or houses 
and in numerous 
smaller ones. The 
largest of the 
houses, which is 
shown in the 
illustration on the 
next page, con- 
tains 3,000 coops 
inside and 749 out- 
side. The other 
two buildings are 
made up of 2,000 
and 1,000 coops 
respectively. A 
remarkable fact 
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in connection with this place is that the 
pigeons never leave the ranch, and it is 
seldom that one ever gets beyond the large 
wire fence that surrounds the place. They 
are fed on assorted grain and screenings, at a 
cost of about eight dollars per day. ‘There 
are estimated to be about 12,000 flying 
pigeons on the ranch. There are also a large 
number of young birds, or squabs, which are 
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A GENERAL VIEW OF THE PIGEON RANCH. 


SOME OF THE PIGEONS FEEDING, 


[ Photograph. 


still in the nests. These squabs are killed 
for market before they are old enough to fly. 
As soon as they are able to fly they get thin. 
Each day the keeper goes through the nests 
and secures enough squabs to fill the market 
orders for the next day. These birds are 
killed by disjointing their necks, and after 
being dressed are delivered. ‘This is a profit- 
able industry that requires very little care. 
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From a Photo. by) 





A PILLAR BEFORE TURNING—WEIGHT 310 TONS, 
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(W. H. Merrithew. 


XXI.—GIANT LATHE FOR TURNING CATHEDRAL COLUMNS. 


Look at the large block of granite seen 
in our photograph, and then think of the 
immense amount of work required to convert 
it into a perfectly round, highly - polished 
column! True, the work would be colossal 
were it not possible to accomplish it by 
machinery. And the machine which works 
this transformation may be described as the 
latest triumph in the industrial world. It is 
by far the largest lathe of its kind in existence. 

But what makes this Wonder of the West 
so interesting is the fact that this piece of 
machinery was specially designed to turn and 
polish thirty-two large granite columns for a 
cathedral which is being erected in New York. 

The accepted plans of the cathedral called 
for thirty-two huge columns, 54ft. high and 
6ft. in diameter. Now, it was not con- 
sidered an extraordinary feat to quarry 
columns of this length, though it was an 
order which quarry-owners were not in 
the habit of receiving every day. But after 
they were quarried how were they to be 
turned and polished? To have accomplished 
the work by hand would have been a very 
long and tedious operation, and also a very 


costly one. It was suggested, therefore, that 
a lathe should be built for the purpose. 
When the engineers gave serious attention to 
the matter they soon discovered that a lathe 
to turn such an enormous mass of granite 
would require to be of very vast proportions. 
At last one was designed and patented by 


© Messrs. E. R. Cheney and H. A. Spiller, of 


Boston, and built by the Philadelphia Roll 
and Machine Company, of Philadelphia, Pa. 
This lathe, by far the largest in the world, 
is 86ft. in length, and, when in working order, 
weighs 135 tons. It has swings 6ft. 6in. by 
6oft. long, and eight cutters. Each tool, or 
cutter, takes out a cut 3in. deep, the entire 
eight cutters reducing the column 24in. in 
diameter at one pass over the stone. ‘The 
block of granite seen in our first illustration 
weighs 310 tons; it is 67ft. long, 814ft. high, 
and 7ft. wide. It was quarried by the Bodwell 
Granite Company, of Vinalhayen. After the 
blanks are quarried they are rough-hewn at 
the corners by hand in order that they may 
be placed in the lathe. Once in the lathe it 
requires about six weeks to turn out the 
finished column, dressed and polished. ` 
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THE SAME PILLAR IN THE LATHE, 
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By J. F. SULLIVAN. 


HINGS had been going very 
badly in the Island of Mmw- 
woahw. For some time past 
the helpless Mmwwammmbi 
had been exposed to the de- 
predations of a warlike tribe 
from a neighbouring island, who came once 
a week in big canoes with disquieting heads 
carved on the prows, took everything worth 
carrying away, and destroyed everything else. 

The miserable Mmwwammmbi had crawled 
disconsolately inland, and hidden themselves 
under twigs: for their great idol Phthwwggh 
had been thrown down by the sacrilegious 
callers, and lay in the sand of the sea-shore 
with his holy nose—a poor little feature 
which ought to have escaped injury—several 
inches away. 

An eye looked cautiously out from the 
thicket which bordered 
the shore. The violent 
visitors were not in sight 
on the ocean; in fact, 
were not due 
for two more 
days, for they 





















were a business-like tribe of marauders, and 
Wednesday at 2.30 p.m. was their time for 
calling at the Island of Mmwwoahw. So the 
eye-owner crept out to where the idol lay, 
and stood thinking profoundly for some 
time. 

On first coming down the Rain-maker had 
given the unhappy Phthwwggh an insulting 
kick and grinned contemptuously, but at the 
end of his profound thinking his manner 
changed remarkably. 

Now, poor Phthwwggh lay with his face 
away from the Rain-maker, so that he had 
not seen the deliverer of the kick, and the 
Rain-maker now stepped hurriedly round to 
the other side and screamed indignantly at 
an imaginary person behind the idol’s back. 

“ Away, worm!” shouted the Rain-maker. 
“ Away, low and poisonous rat that kicks 
the sacred l! Phut!” 

Poor Phthwwggh lay quite still, as though 
he did not notice anything going on; and 
then the Rain-maker winked three solemn 
winks at the horizon and prostrated himself 
seventy-five times before Phthwwggh, digging 
his nose into the sand until it was all bruised. 











Digitized by Goc gle 


I THE RAIN-MAKER PROSTRATED HIMSELF,” 
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“They have done wrong to the mighty 
, to the god of all the beads and 
all the bottles—of all the beads of the mystic 
substance glass, and all the bottles of the 
same; they have smashed his bottles and 
carried off his beads; and his people will 
die!” murmured the Rain-maker, in low and 
heart-broken tones. 

Then he cast an eye on the idol to see 
whether it was mollified. It was not. Its 
unrelenting eyes, each six inches across, were 
round and stern, proving the yet unappeased 
anger of the deity; its mouth was stretched 
from ear to ear, displaying its two rows of 
vermilion teeth—an expression that witnessed 
too surely 
the anger 
which pos- 
sessed its 
soul; its 
hands, clasp- 
ed upon its 
digestive 
parts, re- 
mained mo- 
tionless in 
unrelaxing 
wrath. 

“ And the 
world will 
break in 
twain like a 
coker - nut,” 
said the 
Rain-maker, 
observing | 
the god out f 
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“His slave will carry inland 
to a place of safety; he will build 
a beautiful temple; he will give him coker- 
nut milk, and coral, and bottles and beads of 
the mystic glass that falls from the sky ; he 
will give him the world and the horizon, and 
the sun and moon—everything !” said the 
Rain-maker. It will be noticed that the latter 
never mentioned the idol’s name, but always 
left a dash to represent it, for it was a crime 
punishable with death to pronounce its name 
on that island ; and none had ever been 
known to do it. 

Phthwwggh was mollified. It is true that 
his eyes were still round and bright green, 

and his mouth still 

i stretched from ear to 
. ear, showing his two 
re rows of vermilion 
teeth; but those 
acquainted with him 
could detect a greatly 
softened expression 
in them. 

So the Rain-maker 
carefully shouldered 
the god and dropped 
its nose into his 
pocket, and strode 
away into a seques- 
tered spot amid the 
dense bush of the 
interior; and he 
carved a splendid 
stool and painted it 
red, green, and yel- 
low; and made a 























of the corner canopy, and painted 
of his eye. that yellow, green, 

“For — is and red, 
everybody, and to differ- 
worth everything else entiate it 
put together !” from the 

At last there was stool; and 
a slight, tremulous placed 
quiver in Phthw- Phthw- 
wggh’s left eye —a . wggh up- 
softening expression. “4 on the 
He was a little molli- stool un- 
fied by the flattery ; der the 
and grunted a low canopy, 
grunt of acquies- luge piae ede Hues and made 
cence. around it 

“Shall ——-—’s slave dare to help a temple of thatched palm leaves, and painted 
him up?” murmured the Rain-maker, the hut with bands of green, yellow, and red, 


humbly ; and, encouraged by the god’s 
softening expression, he placed him upright 
on the sand and reverentially fetched his 
infinitesimal nose. 


for variety. Then he fixed on the nose with 
gum from a tree, and sat down to talk seriously. 

“The poor Rain-maker has done a great 
deal for the mighty ——.” 
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The god rumbled comfortably inside. 

“Then why don’t you say so?” asked the 
Rain-maker. “ You can speak if you like— 
your mighty predecessor used to speak before 
he got the worm in him and had to be burnt. 
It only wants an effort.” 

“I suppose that’s it,” said Phthwwggh, 
with a little difficulty. 

“ Well, Aaven’t I done a lot for you?” 
said the Rain-maker. 

“Yes ; you are my friend,” said the idol. 

“Very well,” said the Rain-maker. “ Now, 
look here, you don’t want me to carry you 
back to the shore again and leave you with 
one eye in the sand ?” 

“ You would do so at your peril!” said the 
idol, with a snort. 7 

“Pooh!” said the Rain-maker. “Now, 
look here—let us understand each other. 
You're not everybody, you know ; and Zz» not 
afraid of you; but you're a passable sort of 
idol as idols go, and possessed of a certain 
amount of supernatural power which might 
be useful to both of us if you listen to good 
advice.” . 

Poor Phthwwggh was mortified, and one of 
his round eyes blinked tearfully. 

“Tm not accustomed to being, spoken to 
in this unceremonious way!” he said. “ Am 
I not the mighty er, well—-we needn’t 
mention my name just now ; and are not the 
world, and the horizon, and the Equator my 
slaves, and ——” 

“Then how about those fellows who 
knocked you over and left you in the sand?” 
said the Rain-maker. “Why didn’t you 
shrivel them up and tear them into rags?” 

“Why—you see,” said the god, weakly, 
“the fact is, on the spur of the moment, 
J= 

“Oh, bosh!” said the Rain-maker, 
“because you couldn't. Z know what you 
can do: I’ve seen more of the world than 
you have. Now, are you going to be reason- 
able?” 

Poor Phthwwggh broke down and blub- 
bered. 

“Very well, then,” said the Rain-maker. 
“ Tve been thinking things over a good deal 
lately ; and I see a way in which we can help 
each other. You want glory, and beads, 
and bottles of glass; and I want wealth. 
Now, to obtain wealth I require your super- 
natural assistance. Now, your great prede- 
cessor who got the worm had a good deal of 
supernatural power in the second sight line 
and so forth ; and that must have descended 
to you ; only you’ve lost it through indolence 
and want of practice. Very well, then— 
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what I want you to do is to pull yourself 
together and give me tips.” 

“Whats my share of the profits to be?” 
said the god. 

“Oh, everything —- absolute supremacy 
over the horizon and the Equator, beads and 
bottles of glass ——” 

“Well, we'll take the horizon and Equator 
for granted,” said Phthwwggh, “and TIl take 
some beads and bottles now on account.” 

“Im afraid I haven’t anything at all in 
hand just now,” said the Rain-maker. 

“Then I don’t work,” said the idol, 
shortly ; and his round green eyes were fixed 
on nothing, and his mouth stretched in- 
flexibly from ear to ear—a sure sign of 
stubborn resolve to those who knew him 
well. 

“How many?” asked the Rain-maker, dis- 
appointedly. 

“Three rows of beads—all glass, mind 
you; and three black round rum-bottles— 
not cracked.” 

Now, it must be explained that the only 
valuables known in that island were beads 
and rum-bottles. These were obtained at 
long intervals from passing ships in return 
for palm-oil, coker-nuts, and spices. ‘Twenty 
real rum-bottles of genuine glass constituted 
a respectable fortune. One uncracked rum- 
bottle would buy twenty edible rats (a great 
luxury), or the heads of a dozen enemies, or 
a large shark, or more wives than one could 
count. 

The only thing for it was for the Rain- 
maker to obtain the bottles and beads by 
hook or by crook. So he tried first among 
the inhabitants of the island, and managed 
to steal seven glass beads, nineteen earthen- 
ware beads, and one rum-bottle while their 
owners were up coker-nut trees. He devoted 
some time to polishing up the earthenware 
beads to make them look like glass, and 
finally smeared them over with gum. Then 
he laid them before the idol, the glass beads 
in a good light and the earthenware ones a 
little in shadow. 

“You can take away those nineteen 
earthenware beads,” said the god, staring 
coldly at nothing; “and turn that bottle 
over—no, not that way—yes, so. Cracked— 
won’t do.” 

“T don’t think it’s really a crack,” said 
the Rain-maker. “If you look at it this 
way ——” 

“ Cracked !” repeated the god. 

The Rain-maker bit his nails, and went 
moodily down to the shore and sat down 
gloomily, scanning the horizon. 
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In the course of the afternoon he sighted 
a schooner bearing down on the island ; then 
he hurried inland and stole two porpoise- 
skins of palm-oil, and a large bale of spices, 
and some other articles, whose owners were 
away rat-hunting, and hid them in the sand 
of the shore. 

A boat came ashore, and the Rain-maker 
obtained for his goods no fewer than twenty- 
two rum-bottles and a small keg of glass 
beads; then he secreted all but two rum- 
bottles and one row of beads, and 4aid these 
latter before Phthwwggh. 

“Two round black rum-bottles and one 
and a fifth row of beads,” said the idol. 
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So the discontented Rain-maker had to go 
and fetch the rest of the stipulated amount. 
Luckily he was able io steal five more beads 
from a native who was engaged pole-axing his 
wives ; and so spared some of his hoard. 

“Shall I keep them for you in a place 
of safety?” asked the Rain-maker, good- 
naturedly. 

“ No, thankee,” said Phthwwggh, “you can 
leave them there ; and, while you’re about it, 
you may as well fetch the rest.” 


“Rest?” said the Rain-maker. “I’m 
afraid I don’t quite catch your——” 
“Oh, yes, you do,” said the idol. ‘The 


other nineteen round black rum-bottles and 
the rest of the keg of beads that you’ve con- 
cealed in that hole.” 

The Rain-maker was taken aback. 


“THE RAIN-MAKER WAS TAKEN ABACK.” 


“ Balance to my credit, one round black 
rum-bottle and twenty-eight beads—all glass.” 

“Don’t you think that would be enough 
on account?” said the Rain-maker, persua- 
sively. “ You see, I may have to wait good- 
ness knows how long before I can scrape 
together any more beads and——” 

“Can’t help it,” said Phthwwggh, shortly. 
“I don’t work under the agreed amount.” 


Digitized by Goc gle 


“ You—you appear to know a good deal !” 
he stammered. 

“ Been practising,” said Phthwwggh ; “ you 
said I should soon get back my supernatural 
powers—second sight and so forth. I have. 
Better fetch ’em.” And he grew dumb and 
stared stubbornly at nothing. 

There was nothing for it but to obey ; and 
the Rain-maker sulkily fetched the greater 
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part of the hoard and laid them at the feet 
of the idol. 

“Five round black rum-bottles missing,” 
said Phthwwggh. 

“I found the other five were cracked— 
badly cracked,” said the Rain-Maker. . “It 
would be an insult to offer them.” 

“Lets look at ’em,” said the idol... 
“ Pooh! not a crack among ’em. They'll 
do. Now to business.” 

“ Tve been thinking,” said the Rain-maker, 
sitting down, “that there must be better 
business to be done than bartering for beads 
and rum-bottles and enemies’ heads, and 
such-like slow affairs that go on in this slow 
island.” 

“ Beads and round black rum-bottles were 
good enough for my great ancestor (who, I 
regret to say, got the worm); and beads and 
rum-bottles are good enough for me,” said 
Phthwwggh, decisively. ‘‘ But, by the way, 
I w/l take a few heads, as you mention it— 
next time you go out will do. And now, 
what sort of things might you desire ? ” 


“Well, I’ve heard rumours about all sorts 


of desirable things which are to be gained on 
other islands of the world—far off. “There’s 
money, and fine clothes, and luxurious foods 
and drinks, and much finer houses than ours 
—better, I’ve heard, than the best palm-leaf 
hut we’ve ever had here.” 

“ That’s all right for those who want such 
things,” said the idol, contemptuously. 
“ Real wealth consists of glass beads and 
rum-bottles and heads. Well, what did you 
think of doing ?” 

“ Ah—there it is,” said the Rain-maker. 
“There seem to be so many ways of getting 
these desirable things, that I’m puzzled how 
to begin. Now, if you would just set your 
second sight to work, and give me a hint or 
two.” 

Phthwwggh fixed his round green eyes on 
space, and his mouth extended from ear to 
ear, displaying two rows of vermilion teeth : 
those who had studied him knew well that 
this was his expression when looking into 
mysteries. Presently he began to speak, in 
a low, far-off voice :— 

“ Buy Great Failure Extended of South 
Africa at 534—% for an early rise, on re- 
ported crushings of one-tenth grain to the 
ton—hold Flatcatcher’s Estates for a quick 
rebound ——” 

“That’s a clue!” said the Rain-maker, 
jumping up excitedly. “ Excellent beginning 
—start a mine here !” 

“No gold on island,” said Phthwwggh. 
“Ought to have at least a couple of ounces 
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to show to the expert when he comes to report. 
By the way, I had quite forgotten—gold 
being of no interest to me—there #s a small 
quantity of gold in a little cavity in my—er— 
digestion : I remember it was secreted there 
years ago in a little bag by that shipwrecked 
sailor-man who was eaten by the tribe— 
boiled, I fancy !” 

“ Grilled,” said the Rain-maker. 
is this cavity?” A 

Sure enough, just in the shadow, where 
the idols hands were clasped .over his 
digestive regions, was a knot-hole; and in it 
was a little bag of small nuggets, obviously 
from a mine. 

“A brig—driven from its course to 
Western Australia—will land a boat here 
to-morrow afternoon for water,” said the idol, 
plunged in prophetic contemplation. 

“On board will be the eminent mining 
expert, Professor Elihu Slinker. Show him 
the mine and give him shares. Meanwhile, 
you may as well be forming a company—— 
here! You needn’t remove any of my rum- 
bottles, thank you !” 

The Rain -maker hastily went out and 
formed an influential Board for the projected 
company. He selected a dozen of the most 
stupid islanders, made them sit in a circle, 
and told them their duties. Several asked 
pertinent questions, and these he dexterously 
decapitated by stealing a march on them 
from behind, and laid their heads at the feet 
of Phthwwggh. 

This served a double purpose : it removed 
the inconveniently intelligent directors and 
supplied the idol with the objects for which 
it had a partiality. 

He had to sacrifice about a hundred and 
fifty islanders before he had got together his 
ideal Board ; but islanders were cheap—far 
cheaper than rum-bottles. 

Then he placed the nuggets artistically 
about a little depression in the ground and 
sat on the shore, waiting for the boat. 

Professor Slinker was delighted with the 
mine, and agreed to accept 50,000 fully-paid 
shares and undertook to get the affair 
properly floated in London and Paris. The 
Rain-maker was to be vendor, and to 
accept £100,000 and join the Board after 
allotment. The Rain-maker decided that it 
was best to accompany the Professor to 
London, in case the gold paid for the shares 
might be too heavy for one man to carry 
back. 

The thing was a brilliant success; the 
Mmwwoahw Dreams of Avarice Golden 
Outcrop and Finance Company was floated 


“ Where 
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with a capital of £300,000 in halfpenny 
shares, which were put on the market at 
1,000 premium, and eagerly bought up all 
over Europe ; and the Rain-maker returned 
to the island with the boxes of bullion, with 
a start of two days 
before the Pro- 
fessor was aware 
of his departure. 

The Rain-maker 
promptly buried 
the treasure under 
Phthwwggh’s 
stool, and distri- 
buted half a crown 
and a bottle of 
rum each among 
the twelve 
directors. As 
soon as the 
directors had 
emptied their 
bottles and be- 
come uncon- 
scious he re- 
covered the 
half - crowns 
and presented 
the bottles to 
the idol. 

The next 
day but one 
the Professor 
arrived, inquir- 
ing after his 
share of the 
bullion, and 
was requested 
to meet the 
Board ina - 
quiet spot. They had prepared a large 
fire, and, in a neat and complimentary 
speech, the Rain-maker (as chairman) offered 
the Professor the choice of being roasted 
whole or as joints. He chose the latter 
method, and the proceedings wound up with 
an excellent banquet in honour of the success 
of the undertaking. 

“Another notion,” said Phthwwggh, a 
day or two later. “Grand Trunk Central 
Mmwwoahw Railway. Open up most valuable 
country—coker - nuts, palm - oil—er, sand, 
pebbles—er, palm-oil, coker-nuts—bless my 
soul, sources of wealth too numerous to 
mention. Tll trouble you for fifty more 
heads and a dozen more round black rum- 
bottles for that idea.” 

Certainly Phthwwggh was worth propi- 
tiating, and the Rain-maker collected the 
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heads and handed them in with the rum- 
bottles, and then started for Europe once 
more to get the railway company floated. 

This, of course, was not a speculation like 
a mine: the new line was to traverse and 
open up to commerce 
the very richest districts 
of an island abounding 
in natural wealth— 
coker-nuts, sand, scrub- 
bush, wild potatoes, 
pebbles—every conceiv- 
able source of wealth ; 
not to mention the 
mine districts. 

The intelligent Euro- 
pean public grasped the 

solidity of the 
investment at 
once, with true 
commercial 
acumen ; and 
theRain-maker 
4 sailed for 
Mmwwoahw 
with a con- 
signment of 
railway plant, 
engineers, and 
European rail- 
way servants. 
He chose the 
younger and 
plumper appli- 
cants for these 
posts, as more 
digestible. 
The directors 
f the railway 
consisted of 
twenty of the islanders with the healthiest 
appetites. 

Several miles of the line having been duly 
laid, and a new locomotive placed upon it, 
the Rain-maker took lessons in engine-driving 
from the European driver ; and the European 
staff were then invited to dine with the 
Board. The majority of them had to be 
salted and preserved for future consumption. 

This line had been constructed on an 
ingenious plan of the Rain-maker’s own. 
The permanent way, cut through the dense 
bush, had innumerable twists and turns, so 
that a wayfarer walking upon it could not 
perceive the engine until it was close to him. 
Owing to this feature the Rain-maker, in his 
rapid constitutional drives up and down the 
line, was able to provide many heads for 
Phthwwggh. 
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The Rain-maker was now immensely 
wealthy : he had built himself a magnificent 
Italian palace on a hill in the centre of the 
island, and had furnished it with the costliest 
modern and antique furniture from Bond 
Street and Paris. . 

But he had now leisure to reflect on the 
results of the improvements which he had 
introduced into the island, and it was with 
much regret that he was forced to the 
conclusion that the innovations had dis- 
tinctly lowered the moral tone of the Mmw- 
wammmbi. Their principal occupation was 
now the stealing of valuables from his 
palace. 

He found exhortation fruitless: day and 
night the natives crept up by hordes, and his 
goods disappeared at a painful rate. 

He imported a Gatling, and had it mounted 
on the roof of his house; and this, by 
thinning the population and rendering dis- 
honesty dangerous, somewhat reduced the 
evil. He placed dynamite mines on the 
most frequented tracks; invited a great 
number of natives to a tea-meeting on the 
permanent way ; and quietly crept away and 
started the locomotive at full speed; and 
tried other devices. 
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By efforts such as these he at length 
succeeded in perceptibly reducing crime ; 
and when, at length, only seven infirm 
persons, incapable of raids, were left, he 
promptly blew up the hut which contained 
them, and finally stamped out the evil. 

But the conduct of the idol pained him: 
unbridled avarice had developed into mania 
in Phthwwggh. Built up all round with a 
high wall of rum-bottles,- glass beads, and 
heads, he spent his whole time in yelling 
for more of them. 

At length the Rain-maker’s toleration was 
fairly exhausted, and he fetched the degraded 
Phthwwggh and placed him on the per- 
manent way, and turned on full steam in the 
locomotive and let it go by itself. 

Then he felt that he had stamped out 
avarice and crime; but the island had 
become lonely. 

He is, therefore, building a magnificent 
residence on the site of the Bank of 
England, and bids fair to become one of 
London’s most revered citizens, and is stated 
to be willing to accept a dukedom should it 
please His Majesty to offer it. 

Such a man as that was wasted in 
Mmwwoahw! 





“HE SPENT HIS WHOLE TIME IN YELLING FOR MORE,” 
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i [The following interesting letter was written by Lewis Carroll 
to his cousin, and is now published for the first time.) 


Ch. Cb., May 11, 1859. 

My Dear WI1LLiAM,—I have had it in my 
head for some time back to write you an 
account of my visit to the Isle of Wight, 
only I doubted if there was enough to tell 
to make it worth while—now, however, that 
you yourself ask for it, you must be thankful 
for what you get, interesting or not—truly 
“bis dat qui cito dat” (I trust there is some 
latent appropriateness in the quotation). 
W. must have basely misrepresented me 
if he said that I followed the Laureate down 
to his retreat, as I went, not knowing that he 
was there, to stay with an old college friend 
at Freshwater. Being there, I had the 
inalienable right of a freeborn Briton to 
make a morning call, which I did, in spite of 
my friend Collyns having assured me that 
the Tennysons had not yet arrived. There 
was a man painting the garden railing when 
I walked up to the house, of whom I asked 
if Mr. Tennyson were at home, fully expecting 
the answer “No,” so that it was an agree- 
able surprise when he said, “Hes there, 
sir,” and pointed him out, and, behold! 
he was not many yards off, mowing his 
lawn in a wideawake and spectacles. I had 
to introduce myself, as he is too short- 
sighted to recognise people, and when he 
had finished the bit of mowing he was at, he 
took me into the house to see Mrs. Tennyson, 
who, I was very sorry to find, had been very 
ill, and was then suffering from almost total 
sleeplessness. She was lying on the sofa, 
looking rather worn and haggard, so that I 
stayed a very few minutes. She asked me to 
come to dinner that evening to meet a Mr. 
Warburton (brother of the “Crescent and 
the Cross”), but her husband revoked the 
invitation before I left, as he said he wished 
her to be as little excited as possible that 
evening, and begged I would drop in for tea 
that evening, and dine with them the next 
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day. He took me over the house to see the 
pictures, etc. (among which my photographs 
of the family were hung “on the line,” 
framed in those enamel—what do you call 
them, cartons?) The view from the garret 
windows he considers one of the finest in the 
island, and showed me a picture , 

which his friend Richard Doref) 
had painted of it for him ; also his g 

little smoking-room at the top of the house, 
where of course he offered me a pipe; also 
the nursery, where we found the beautiful 
little Hallam (his son), who remembered me 
more readily than his father had done. 

I went in the evening, and found Mr. 
Warburton an agreeable man, with rather a 
shy, nervous manner ; he isa clergyman, and 
inspector of schools in that neighbourhood. 
We got on the subject of clerical duty in the 
evening, and Tennyson said he thought 
clergymen as a body didn’t do half the good 
they might if they were less stuck-up and 
showed a little more sympathy with their 
people. “What they want,” he said, “is 
force and geniality—geniality without force 
will of course do no good, but force 
without geniality will do very little.” All 
very sound theology, to my thinking. 
This was up in the little smoking-room, to 
which we had adjourned after tea, and where 
we had about two hours’ very interesting talk. 
The proof-sheets of “The King’s Idyls” 
were lying about, but he would not let me 
look at them. I looked with some curiosity 
to see what sort of books occupied the 
lowest of the swinging bookshelves, most 
handy to his writing-table; they were all, 
without exception, Greek or Latin—Homer, 
Æschylus, Horace, Lucretius, Virgil, etc. It 
was a fine, moonlight night, and he walked 
through the garden with me when I left, and 
pointed out an effect of the moon shining 
through thin, white cloud, which I had 
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never noticed before—a sort of golden ring, 
not close round its edge like a halo, but at 
some distance off. I believe sailors con- 
sider it a sign of bad weather. He said he 
had often noticed it, and had alluded to it in 
one of his early poems. You will find it in 
“ Margaret.”* 

The next day I went to dinner, and met 
Sir John Simeon, who has an estate some 
miles off there, an old Ch. Ch. man, who 
has turned Roman Catholic since. He is 
one of the pleasantest men I ever met, and 
you may imagine that the evening was a 
delightful one: I enjoyed it thoroughly, 
especially the concluding two hours in the 
smoking-room. l : 

I took over my books of photographs, but 
Mrs. Tennyson was too tired to look at them 
that evening, and I settled to leave them and 
come for them next morning, when I could 
see more of the children, who had only 
appeared for a few minutes during dinner. 

Tennyson told us that often on going to 
bed after being engaged on composition he 
had dreamed long passages of poetry (“ You, 
I suppose,” turning to me, “dream photo- 
graphs ?”) which he liked very much at the 
time, but forgot entirely when he woke. One 
was an enormously long one on fairies, where 
the lines from being very long at first gradu- 
ally got shorter and shorter, till it ended with 
fifty or sixty lines of two syllables each! The 
only bit he ever remembered enough to write 

_down was one he dreamed at ten years old, 
which you may like to possess as a genuine 
unpublished fragment of the Laureate, though 
I think you will agree with me that it gives 
very little indication of his future poetic 
powers :— 

May a cock-sparrow 
Write to a barrow ? 


I hope you'll excuse 
My infantine muse. 


Up in the smoking-room the conversation 
turned upon murders, and Tennyson 
told us several horrible stories from 
his own experience: he seems rather 
to revel in such descriptions— one 
would not guess it from his poetry. 
Sir John kindly offered me a lift in his 





* The lines are as follows :— 

The very smile betore you speak 

That dimples your transparent cheek 

Encircles all the heart, and feedeth 
senses with a still delight 

Of dainty sorrow without sound, 

Like the tender amber round, 

Which the moon about her sp: cadeth, 

Moving through a fieecy night. 


Vol. xxi.—69. 
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carriage back to the hotel, and as we were 
standing at the door before getting in he 
said, “ You don’t object'to a cigar in the 
carriage, do you?” On which Tennyson 
growled out, “ He didn’t object to two pipes 
in that little den upstairs, and a feebliori 
he’s no business to object to one cigar ina 
carriage.” And so ended one of the most 
delightful evenings I have spent for many a 
long day. I lunched with them the next 
day, but saw very little of Tennyson himself, 
and afterwards showed the photographs to 
Mrs. T. and the children, not omitting to get 
Hallam’s autograph in a large, bold, text- 
The children 
insisted on réading out the poetry opposite 
to the pictures, and when they came to their 
father’s portrait (which has fora motto, “The 
Poet in a golden clime was born,” etc.), 
Lionel puzzled over it for a moment, and 
then began, boldly, “The Pope !” on 
which Mrs. Tennyson began laughing, and 
Tennyson growled out from the other side 
of the table, “ Hollo! what's that about the 
Pope ?” but no one ventured to explain the 
allusion. 

I asked Mrs. Tennyson for an explanation 
of “The Lady of Shalott,” which has been 
so variously interpreted. She said that the 
original legend is in Italian, and that 
Tennyson only gave it as he found it, so 
that it is hardly fair to expect him to furnish 
an interpretation as well. i 

By-the-bye, do you think that those lines 
in the Zřmes, called “The War,” and signed 
“T.” are Tennysons? I have made a bet 
with a friend here that they are not, and 
am going to try and find out. Many people 
seem to think they are... . 

No more at present, from 

Your faithful cousin, 
CHARLES L. DODGSON. 
P.S. — Five minutes to 3 a.m.! This 





comes of beginning letter-writing at night. 
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By GEORGE DOLLAR. 


INCE the last article in this 
series was published nearly 
every mail that has reached 
our offices has contained some- 
thing in the way of monstrosi- 
ties which our friends all over 
the world have sent to us for inclusion in the. 
series. It has, indeed, taken time to make a 
just selection from the lot, in order that this 
third article on the biggest things in the 
world, artificial and natural, might take its 
place with the others as a surprising but 
truthful record of many things that many 
good people in the world have never heard 
of. Our own surprise at the quantity of 
material is only exceeded by our regret that 
so much has been found unavailable, and 
that so many of our readers and contributors 
will be disappointed to find 
that the big things they 
thought so big have been 
found by us so insignifi- 
cant in comparison with 
the larger things herein 
described. 

But, in the Anglicized 
version of a French maxim, 
let us return to our mutton. 
Let us, in fact, return to it 
with a knife and fork— 
the biggest, knife and fork 
that have ever been seen. 
With that gay disregard for 
historical fact so common 
in a trade that delights to 
dub its products with the 
happiest name, the makers 
of this interesting but 
somewhat alarming set of 
dinner instruments have 
christened it “ Brian 
Boru,” as if to suggest that 
it were only with a knife 
and fork of such dimen- 
sions that the insatiable 
appetite of Ireland’s 
famous giant could 
approximately have been 
satisfied. Whereas, it is 
a matter of fact that Brian 
ate with something less 
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A GIANT KNIFE AND FORK. 
From a Photograph. 


dainty than carven metal, and that, in his 
time, mythical as it was, knives and forks 
were unknown. 

The name, however, is less important than 
the cutlery. You may get some idea of its 
dimensions from the figure of the gentleman 
who, in our reproduction, may be seen 
proudly holding up before the camera this 


- remarkable product of the cutler’s art. The 


knife and fork were made in New York, and 
the knife alone weighs over 8oolb., with a 
The fork was 
made, of course, to match. But what the 
reproduction cannot wholly show us is the 
beautiful and thoroughly artistic decoration 
of the blade, tines, and handles of these 
instruments. The blade, from top to bottom, 
is etched with a profusion of cutlers’ imagery, 
and the handles of both 
knife and fork are carved 
with simple, yet exquisite, 
design. - Each handle is a 
portion of an elephant’s 
tusk, and upon the glisten- 
ing surface of the ivory 
the design stands out bold 
and true. 

It is said that these in- 
struments cost the makers 
about 2,50o0dols., and that 
they were manufactured for 
some Quakers at Beaver 
Falls, Pennsylvania. Later 
they came into the hands 
of the makers, who, we be- 
lieve, at the time of writ- 
ing, intend to exhibit them 
at the Pan-American Expo- 
sition at Buffalo. Should 
they be there, we have little 
doubt that, by this time, 
they have attracted wide- 
spread attention, and have 
served a useful purpose, 
not only in proving that 
the bigness of American 
products is a reality, but 
also that American cutlery 
is a thing of beauty, reflect- 
ing the highest credit, on 
the workers in the trade. 
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tised. The difference is—and we 
hope it will not fail to be appre- 
ciated—in the nature of the com- 
modity: the one is a strong in- 
toxicant and the other is strictly 
non-alcoholic. The photograph of 
the second bottle on this page is 
likely to be misleading unless 
closely scanned. We have called 
it a bottle, because it looks likea 
bottle, and is known as a bottle, 
but it is not a bottle. It is nothing 
more or less than a big balloon, 
which, soaring high in the sky on 
a summers day, tantalizes poor 
thirsty souls below who wish they 
could get some of the light and 
airy beverage which it purports to 
contain. It was manufactured for 
the proprietors by Messrs. C. G. 
Spencer and Sons, the well-known: 
aeronauts and balloon manufac- 
turers, of London. The full-grown 
man who looks like a pigmy by its 
From a) A BOTTLE OF COGNAC IN THE STREETS. (Photograph. side will give some idea of the 
balloon-bottle’s enormous size. 





A bottle that would not look out of pro- 
portion to the “ Brian Boru” knife and 
fork, if placed together on a giant’s table, is 
the next big thing we have to show. The 
bottle is to be seen in Montreal, and is 
the product of some clever practitioner of 
the gentle art of advertising. It serves 
its purpose well, as it stands in a much- 
frequented part of the Canadian Metro- 
polis—between the City Wall and the 
Court House—and is always pointed out 
as an object of curiosity to strangers by 
the citizens, who, if the truth be told, 
take some sort of pride in it themselves. 
The owners of the bottle are manufac- 
turers of cognac, and their speciality is 
prominently placarded on the huge vessel, 
which stands about 3oft. high, and could 
very well contain a horse and cart. The 
bottle serves another purpose besides _ 
that of an advertisement, as it is used as 
a newspaper kiosk. It is no reflection on 
the character of Montrealers to say that 
they fly to the bottle to obtain the news 
of the day. 

England can boast a giant bottle as 
well as America, and if the two could be 
placed side by side we think that the 
English bottle would be found the bigger. 
It resembles the Canadian in several 
ways, with one important difference. 
The resemblances lie in the purpose of 





A BOTTLE OF LEMONADE—FOR THE SKIES, 
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Here is the 
biggest cooking- 
stove in the 
world. It is, of 
course, Ameri- 
can, and was 
exhibited at the 
Chicago World’s 
Fair, where it 
was considered 
the largest single 
exhibition in the 
show. Taken 
away from the 
show, for which 
it was made, it 
has no further 
object in exist- 
ence, for its un- 
wieldy propor- 
tions render it 
useless to the 
caterer for the 
needs of the 
biggest family. 
The stove mea- 
sures 25ft. in 
height, 3oft. in 


length, and 2oft. in width. 
eleven tons, and is valued at £4,000. As 
we believe it has never been used for cooking 
purposes it is impossible to say how much 
fuel would be required to heat it properly, or 


how much beef 
and mutton it 
could bake at 
one time. It 
now lies in the 
grounds of the 
company which 
manufactured it, 
and is a source 
of attraction to 
visitors, who 
come many 
miles to see the 
world’s biggest 
cooking-stove 
and a relic of the 
great Chicago 
Exhibition. At 
night it is bril- 
liantly illumi- 
nated by elec- 
tricity. 


The squaws of the North American Indians 
are noted for the skill with which they 
manufacture baskets with various materials, 
suitable for almost any purpose, always it. 
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THE BIGGEST BASKET EVER MADE BY AN INDIAN SQUAW. 
From a Photo. by F. L. Clarke, San Francisco. 





strong and pretty 
to look at. The 
Indians on the 
Pacific Coast are 
generally con- 
sidered the most 
skilful in the art 
of basket-weav- 
ing, and we give 
here a photo- 
graph.-of the big- 
gest basket ever 
made by one of 
these women. 
It is called the 
“ Peera Vassom,” 
and was made by 
a squaw of the 
Pima tribe, living 
at Phoenix, Ari- 
zona. It is made 
of rope, or cylin- 
drical bands of 
wheat- straw, 
about an inch in 
diameter. ‘The 
coils of rope are 
held together by 


strips of tough willow bark. The flat bottom 
of this basket was made first, upon which 
the ingenious squaw then sat and built up 
the walls with the coils of rope and strips 
of bark. It is exceedingly strong and durable, 


and was made to 
serve the pur- 
pose of the 
household “ gra- 
nary” or larder, 
in which all the 
corn or food- 
stuffs are kept. 
It is 4ft. high, 
and the inside 
diameter at the 
bottom of the 
basket is 4ft. 8in. 
It weighs 75lb., 
and will hold 
eight bushels of 


grain. 
The photo- 
graph will repay a 


little more atten- 
tion, for it gives a 
pretty glimpse of 


an Indian family at home. In order to convey 
a better idea of the size of the basket the 
husband of this happy family kindly got into 
It will be noticed that he left his bow 
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THE WORLD'S BIGGEST SEE-SAW. 


and arrows outside whilst he did so. He is 
probably mot unaware that he is a handsome 
type of his kind, for he has taken some 
pains to bedeck himself with ornaments. 
The head-gear is rather striking. It consists 
of a band of dried deerskin, studded with 
polished walrus teeth, which are carved to 
represent the claws of a grizzly bear. The 
necklace he wears, a part of which may be 


seen hanging over the side of the basket, ` 


is made of dentalium, or the shells of tusks. 
The head-dress is that which is most feshion- 
able amongst the Cahroc tribe, which lives 
on the Klamath River, in N.W. California, 
and the present wearer is rather proud of it. 
The good Indian’s wife is seated by the side 
of the basket on the right of the picture, and 
is busily engaged in weaving 
another basket. The next 
object of interest is the 
“papoose,” who stares so 
sternly at the camera from 
its little wicker cradle. Ou 
the left of the baby is a 
basket made by a squaw 
of the Maricopa tribe, and 
shows some of the orna- 
mental work that is cleverly 
accomplished by these un- 
tutored people. Farther to 
the left is the family pestle 
and mortar used for pound- 
ing grain. The family is 
sheltered by the broad 
leaves of the California 
palm, in the Golden Gate 
Park, San Francisco. 

We now turn to a “big 
thing” that was made 
purely for pleasure, and it 
Is satisfactory to know that 
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it thoroughly justified 
- its existence. It is the 

biggest see-saw ever 

made, and was con- 
structed at the Omaha 

Exhibition, where thou- 

sands of persons— 

grown-ups as well as 
little ones—enjoyed on 

a big scale one of the 

delights that are familiar 

. to children all over the 

world. The photograph 

shows the manner of the 

construction of the great 

plaything. At each end 

of the beam, which, of 

course, was accurately 
balanced, a wooden car, big enough to hold 
forty persons, was suspended, and when each 
car contained its full complement ofpersons 
the huge see-saw was set in motion and 
elevated its delighted passengers to a height 
of 2ooft. above the ground. 

‘Little Switzerland possesses the biggest 
bee-hive in the world. It is a hive that 
accommodates some hundreds of thousands 
of bees, which produce 6,240lb. of honey 
each year, worth about £250. This remark- 
able hive is situated on the edge of a wood, 
near the village of ‘Triquent, in the Canton 
Valais, and the owner, M. Gustave Gros, 
finds bee-keeping most profitable. The 
building shown in the photograph is the hive 
in which the hundreds of thousands of bees 
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A GIGANTIC BALL OF SILVER. 
From a Photo. by Carol Attwood, Littlehampton. 


manufacture their honey. The apertures in 
the walls are the entrances to the bives, of 
which there are seventy-eight altogether. 
Entrance to the building is gained through 
the door at the side, and the hives are 
reached by wooden galleries running along 
the walls. The country for miles around, and 
especially the wood near which it stands, 
affords ample gathering- 
ground for the dense mass 
of bees which sally forth 
daily on their quest for 
honey. The hum ofa bee- 
hive is one of the most 
pleasing sounds of rural 
life, but the hum of this 
gigantic hive resembles 
more than anything else 
the buzz of a mighty engine. 

The next big thing is 
rather small. This is para- 
doxical, but true. The 
central object in the photo- 
graph at the top of this 
page—a white-looking ball 
—1is small as to size, but 
very large considering what 
it is. The ball is com-, 
posed of thousands of small 
pieces of lead-foil and tin- 
foil, commonly called 
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“silver paper,” tightly rolled together. The 
silver paper was at one time or another wrapped 
around sweetmeats. The sender of this photo- 
graph kept the pieces of wrapping, and the pile 
increased as the sweets were-consumed. What 
quantities of chocolates and butter-scotch are 
here represented! If you take one piece of 
silver paper that has wrapped up a cake of 
chocolate and roll it into a ball you will find 
that it will be hardly bigger than a pea. If 
you weigh it you will be astonished at its 
lightness. Indeed, the probability is that 
you will not find scales delicate enough to 
weigh it with. The ball in the picture weighs 
8lb., and if you try the little experiments I 
have mentioned you will. then be able to 
calculate the enormous number of pieces of 
silver paper which were’ required to make 
this ball. The ball can hardly serve any 
useful purpose, but, standing on the table in 
the sun, it is exceedingly pretty, and is a 
pathetic reminder of innumerable sweetmeats 
consumed in the days that are gone for ever. 

From big things made by man we now 
turn to the abnormalities of Nature. The 
pursuit of the abnormal is invariably an 
interesting occupation. We are generally 
curious to see anything that is unfamiliar to 
us, and any extraordinary piece of work by 
Dame Nature is generally more attractive 
than something unusual made by the hand 
of man. > 

This photograph shows the biggest pair of 
horns ever seen on a bovine. From tip to 
tip the horns measure 7ft. 3in.—longer than 
the animal’s own body. The steer, which is 





THE LONGEST HORNS ON 
From a I hoto. by H. P. Hornby, Uvalde, Texas. 
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owned by Captain 
George West, of 
Live Oak County, 
Texas, was re- 
cently exhibited at 
the fair at San 
Antonio, Texas, 
where it naturally 
attracted consider- 
able attention. 
Cattle-breeders 
and cowboys 
crowded round 
the long - horned 
beast, and com- 
pared it with the 
long-horned steers 
which used to 


roam the prairies in the days 
In those days 


of long ago. 
the animals were 


lived and multiplied and died 
on the rolling plains un- 


molested by man. 


change came with time. The 
cattle grew scarce and new 
blood was introduced, and 


the change in the 


marked by a shortening of 
The owner of this 
animal, knowing that one day 


the horns. 


it would become 


of curiosity, even in a State 
where cattle-breeding is a 
would not 
have it killed, and kept it 


great industry, 


carefully tended. 
seventeen years 


weighs over twelve hundred- 
weight. It cannot have many 


more years to live. 


Here is a giant cauliflower, 
certainly the biggest we ever 


heard of. It was 
a shop in Jersey, 
and when trim- 
med for cooking 
weighed no less 
than 8%lb. A 
glance at the 
photograph will 
show that the 
cauliflower is al- 
most as big as the 
body of the little 
girl who holds it, 
and this, be it 
remembered, 
minus the quan- 
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A RECORD CAULIFLOWER. 
From a Photo. by Mr. Cecil Irwin. 


wild, and 


But the 


breed was 


an object 


It is now 
old and 


bought in 








THE BIGGEST HOG EVER KILLED. 
From a Photograph. 


tity of green leaf which grew with it. 
In the field it must have looked like 
some small bush rather than a single 
plant. Nature is not usually so liberal 
in the cabbage-field. 

We have raised some large pigs in 
England at different times, but it is 
doubtful whether this country has ever 
shown a hog of the enormous. pro- 
portions as those shown in this photo- 
graph. The butcher standing by the 
side of this huge pig isa man of the 
average height, but his victim, it will 
be seen, is nearly twice as big as him- 
self. From snout to hoof, as it hangs, 
this hog measures oft. 7in., and weighs 
1,103Ib. goz. When in the full enjoy- 
ment of life this pig 
was the pride of its 
owner, who had found 
that it measured 8ft. 
from tip to tail and 
was 7ft. 2in. in girth, 
and weighed nearly 
1,400lb. Such a mag- 
nificent pig was 
doomed to early 
death, and he became 
pork at the age of four 
years. He was bred 
and raised at Killar, 
Virginia. 

The four biggest 
toadstools on record 
are seen at the bottom 
of this page. They 
are of the “ puff-ball ” 
variety, which are 
usually found in fields, 
very rarely bigger than 
a man’s hand. But 
a man’s hand would 
hardly be noticeable 
beside the smallest of 
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this quartette of pro- 

digious _ toadstools. ` 
The second one 

measured ryd. 7in. 

across, and the 

fourth specimen (the 

one on the extreme 

right) had a girth of 

yd. 8in. The total 

weight of the four 

monsters was 31lb., 

the largest turning 

the scale at g%4lb. 

The toadstools grew 

in the middle of a 

patch of nettles in 

a garden adjoining 

a cottage on the 

Hog’s Back, near 

Guildford, and 

reached their full size within four days of 
appearing above the ground. Of all the 
persons who saw and wondered at them 
none had ever heard of toadstools attaining 
such a size before. 

One of the most curious of the many 
biggest things which we have dealt with in 
this series is that shown in the photograph at 
the top of this page. What looks for all the 
world like a piece of tattered old lace is 
actually a huge spider’s web, the biggest of 
its kind ever known, which was discovered in 
the cellars of a house 
at Monte Palciano, 
at Florence, where it 
had lain for many 
centuries. On account 
of its great size, as 
well as on account of 
its age, this remark- 
able spider’s web was 
carefully removed 
from the place of its 
discovery. It was 
mounted on red vel- 
vet and framed, and 
is now to be seen in 
a house in Florence. 
The web is 3%4ft. 
wide and 3oin. long, 
and is nearly tin. 
thick in the centre. 

The size of this 
web is unique for 





THE BIGGEST COBWEB. 
From a Photo. by J. Brander Halt, Florence. 
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the kind of spider 
that wove it, pre- 
sumably the com- 
mon_ house - spider. 
There are, of course, 
larger webs made by 
much larger insects. 
M. Paul du Chaillu, 
the African explorer, 
speaks of spiders 
with bodies as large 
as a sparrow’s egg. 
The large black 
and yellow spotted 
spider, which is to 
be found in almost 
every African forest, 
often spins a web 
more than 3ft. in 
: diameter. 

The last of this series of big things is 
the biggest cyclist in existence, of whom 
we reproduce a photograph. He is an 
American gentleman, whose name is Joe 
Graimes, and he rides a safety bicycle of 
ordinary ‘size and strength. Mr. Graimes 
is 6ft. in height and weighs no less than 
594%lb., and this fact says much for 
the strength and durability of the wheel 
to which he is devoted. Unless you 
were to sce Mr. Graimes on his machine 
you would say that it is impossible for him 
to ride, and if you 
were to see him riding 
you would fear a col- 
lapse of the machine 
any minute. But up 
to the present the ma- 
chine has not given 
way, nor has Mr. 
Graimes had any 
serious accidents, 
although he rides at 
a good pace. Pro- 
bably if bicycles had 
existed in the day of 
Daniel Lambert, in 
whose coat seven 
ordinary men could 
comfortably be en- 
folded, he would not 
have held the record 
till to-day as the 
world’s fattest man. 





THE WORLD'S BIGGEST CYCLIST. 
From a Photo. by Varian Bros., Mount Vernon, N.Y. 
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AUD MAKE ME APY 


By JOHN OXENHAM. 


Author of “ God's Prisoner,” 

“ Rising Fortunes,” ‘* A Prin- 

cess of Vascovy,” ‘* Our Lady of 
Deliverance,” ete. ý 


OU may say that it was a very 

strange thing that the little 
chair should happen to be 
standing just where it did just 
when it did, and that the Old 
Gentieman should happen to 
pass that way just when he did. I admit 
the justice of the remark. But life is made 
up of just such strange little things, some of 
which force themselves upon our attention 
and evoke our surprise, and more of which 
we never recognise even with the curt nod 
of doubtful acquaintance ; and as to a passing 
word of thanks—well, the age is too pushful 
for gratitude, unless something is to come 
of it. 

The little chair looked very odd squatting 
out there by itself in front of all the other odds 
and ends of distressed household gods, mostly 
in such a state of dishevelment and disrepair 
as, to the ordinary eye, precluded any faintest 
hope of their ever attaining to the dignity of 
a sale. But the neighbourhood was a poor 
one, and not above rectifying the defects in 
its own household economies from next 
door’s misfortunes if it got them a bargain 
and happened to have the necessary pence, 
and on the whole Mr. Gosling did such a 
‘good business that he was generally—at this 
end of the business—in a state of high good 
humour. At the other end, when he was 
distraining and levying and so on—vwell, 


perhaps it was hardly to be expected 
Vol. xxi.—70. 5 
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that at 
appreciate the humorous points of his 


such times folks should fail to 


character. Possibly the weight of the law 
at his back exerted a restraining influence, 
and perhaps the occasions of his visits were 
not such as to excite any great amount of 
hilarity in the households he attended. 

The little chair looked exceedingly for- 
lorn squatting there, with its empty arms 
akimbo and its most abnormal rockers, which 
stretched out fore and aft full 3ft. each way, 
and were grotesquely out of all proportion to 
its size. It was so palpably only half there : 
so plaintive and bereaved for lack of an 
occupant, so incongruous standing at ease 
when lively, hard work was its evident and 
accustomed portion. It looked something 
like an aged clown doing a comic split in the 
middle of the road, and sorely grieved at 
finding no notice taken of his efforts. 

It really seemed to feel its position acutely, 
to say nothing of the snow that had begun 
to fall on it. Its little rounded arms seemed 
half-raised in appeal to the passers-by, and 
half-folded in stern self-control in face of 
undeserved misfortune. Something of this 
had penetrated by degrees to the humorous 
cell of Mr. Gosling’s brain. He looked at 
it a good many times with his head on one 
side, as if trying to make out what it was 
wanting. Then he went thoughtfully inside 
among the bedsteads and tables and mat- 
tresses, and folded up a sale poster lengthways, 
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and inscribed on it with a piece of charcoal : 
“ Take me’ome and make me ’appy!” and 
stuck it dandling in the little chair’s arms. 
That expressed the little chair’s wishes ‘so 
exactly that he laughed quite pleased with 
himself. And, when they had time to read 
it and to look at the little chair, some of the 
passers-by laughed, and some only smiled, 
and some went thoughtfully on their way with 
tightened lips. Perhaps some of them had 
memories of their own, and perhaps some 
had imaginations, and it is quite possible 
that some had hearts, and beyond doubt 
most of them had children, heaps of children 
—all of which are very good things in their 
way. Possible, too, seeing the neighbour- 
hood, that some of them had troubles of 
their own, and were not wholly without 
fears of seeing their own penates posturing 
sooner or later on the pavement outside Mr. 
Gosling’s shop. 
“Rum-lookin’ little joker, Mr. Gosling,” 
said the butcher’s assistant from 
next door, strolling round with 
his hands under his blue apron. ry 
“ Wants a babby in it to make 
it ’appy,” said Mrs. Pippin, the 
greengrocer’s wife 
from next door the 
other way, looking i 
at the little chair © 
with one eye, while 
she kept the other 
on the lavishly dis- 
played temptations 
outside her own 
shop. “ What’s the 
figure, Mr.Gosling?” 
“T’ll say five bob to you, 
Mrs. Pippin. Come now. 
Just suit one of your 
youngsters.” ANUM, 
“ Five bob!” said the VIN 
lady, with an open-to-the- 
air-greengrocery sniff. 
“Think Pm the Dook o’ 
Bayswater? Say two-and-six, and if trade 
bucks up for Christmas Pll think about 
it. Five bob, indeed! Christmas ain’t what 
it used to was, and them rockers won't fit 
everybody’s house. It'll stick on your ’ands 
till it falls to pieces, and you'll be glad to 
sell it for firewood.” 
“ Dummed if I do,” said Mr. Gosling. 
That was what made it so different from 
all other chairs, its monstrous rockers com- 
pared with the size of the low, squat seat. It 
was, indeed, quite as much rocking-horse as 
chair, a cross between the two, with the great 


Digitized by Goc gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


advantage of there being no horse to tumble 
off, but only a low seat with a back and arms 
and a broad ledge for baby-feet to stamp on. 
And in the arms were holes for baby-fingers 
to poke into, but which were intended 
originally for a cross-bar to keep the small 
prisoner in strict confinement. 

It was very solidly made. None of your 
touch - a-spring - and-change-the-shape-and- 
perhaps-chop-up-the-baby affairs, but good 
solid oak and sunk-headed steel screws, and 
absolutely unchangeable from its original 
form—except in the imagination of its small 
proprietor for the time being. 

But, oh, the wide field that offered! On 
the face of it it was a canoe dashing furiously 
along with a howling pack of redskins behind, 
all feathers and paint and war-whoops. And 
your scalp crept about the back of your head 
as though there were spiders in it, as you 
dropped the useless paddle and seized your 
trusty rifle and knelt in the stern and 











“I'LL SAY FIVE BOB TO YOU, MRS. PIPPIN.” 


And, again, it was a sledge drawn by yapping, 
white, curly-tailed dogs, and the ice was 
cracking and yawning all round, and 
Or, more soberly, it was a pantechnicon-van 
carrying the household furniture to a smaller 
house, a very small house, surely, since the 
total furniture amounted to no more than a 
couple of chairs and as many footstools, and 
some rolled-up door-mats and a few broken 
toys, but they needed a very great deal of 
arranging and re-arranging and most extra- 
ordinary care in their bestowal. And, again, 
it was a van carrying round Christmas ham- 
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pers—the same old footstools and door-mats. 
And at times it was a tramway-car going into 
a melancholy place called the City, from which 
one usually returned with a tired face and a 
sober shake of the head. Under brighter 
auspices, again, it was the guard’s van of a 
limited express, rushing away from fog and 
dismal bricks and mortar to the country. 

“ Now, then, take your seats, please! Ting- 
a-ling-a-ling. Right-away! Whee-e-e-e-e !” 
and the guard swings deftly in on one foot, 
and the glorious green country rushes past 
on either side, and the telegraph-poles go 
galloping back to London, in spite of the 
uncountable wires up above which squirm 
and twist themselves into tangles trying to 
haul them back by their bristly heads. 

Or, by a turn on to its side, it became a 
fort from which a properly served walking- 
stick could fire deadly volleys into crowding 
hostiles—Frenchmen, Russians, Indians— 
what not. Another turn, and it was a com- 
fortable wigwam or an army tent—comfort- 
able, that is, if you were very small and lay 
very flat on'your stomach and wriggled out 
whenever you wanted to turn round. Oh, I 
tell you, it was a thing of endless possibilities, 
if only you happened to be four years old and 
blessed with a trifle of imagination and a 
mother who told you stories. 

Mrs. Pippin came round to look at it 
several times during the afternoon, and had 
about made up her mind to “go a buster” 
on it if Gosling would come down to two-and- 
six, and Pippin might grumble if he wanted 
to. Goodness knows she was used to that ! 
—when—the little Old Gentleman happened 
to come along the street, and that altered the 
whole aspect of affairs. 

He came slowly along, with his ebony 
stick striking solidly on the pavement at each 
second step as if he were testing it. He 
looked quietly and keenly about him as if he 
had an interest in the place. 

“H’mph!” sdid Mrs. Pippin to the 
butcher’s assistant, “might own the whole 
street by the way he looks at it.” 

And for once Mrs. Pippin had hit the 
bull’s-eye, for the Old Gentleman had just 
bought the street and several others alongside 
it, and now he’d come to have a look at it 
again, to see if it looked as promising a 
bargain as it did before he bought it. 

The little Old Gentleman saw the little 
rocker chair out of the corner of his eye 
without seeming to notice it at all. He had 
made a great deal of money in his time by 
doing that kind of thing. He had been 
thinking of quite different things till the 
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corner of his near-side eye lighted on tne 
little chair. But then, before ever his eye 
had twinkled—it was a very stern, steady 
old eye, not at all given to twinkling, and it 
hadn’t twinkled for such a very long time 
now that it had almost forgotten how to. 
Well, the Old Gentleman’s eye was quite 
steady as he went on his way, but his’ 
thoughts had gone back suddenly thirty 
years, and then another thirty years farther 
back still, and he stopped in front of a 
canary and parrot shop to catch those 
slippery old thoughts before they went any 
farther. And the thoughts the little chair 
had put into his head were, some of them, 
the thoughts I have been trying to tell you. 
But not all of them. Some of them belonged 
to someone else. 

“ Nice ganary do-day, sir?” said the owner 
of the window he was supposed to be 
admiring. “Evvery bird guarandeed do 
zing. Parrods in gread varyty. Goggadoos 
—ach, zo!” as the little Old Gentleman 
turned and walked slowly back the way he 
had come: 

Fortunately Mrs. Pippin’s attention had 
been distracted by the necessity of carefully 
weighing out a pound of chestnuts with the 
light weight, for an old lady who was waiting 
for a tram, and did not belong to the 
neighbourhood, and so was lawful, or at all 
events not likely to be retaliatory, prey. 

The Old Gentleman banged his heavy stick 
on the pavement, and Mr. Gosling came out 
from the intricacies of his stronghold. 

“That dog-kennel—how much ?” said the 


_ Old Gentleman. 


Mr. Gosling sized him up in a moment. 

““ Three -and - six. Good sound kennel. 
Well made——” 

“ Bottom’s broken,” said the Old Gentle- 
man. “That table?” 

“ Five shillings. Capital table. 
solid as——” 

* Top’s warped. Whats that p—Rocking- 
horse? ” and he pointed his black stick at the 
little chair as if he would run it through, 

“ Its meant for a chair,” said Gosling ; 
“but you can use it for a rocking-horse if 
you wants to. Solid oak. Carry you right 
enough, sir.” 

“How much?” 

“ Seven-and-six. Fine bit of work that. 
Wasn’t never made for twice the money, I bet.” 

“Rubbish, Say halfa crown.” He had 
made a great deal more money by never 
giving what was asked for a thing until he 
was quite sure he couldn’t get it for less, and 
that had not happened very often. 
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“Oh, come!” said Gosling. “ Half a 
crown! It’s not like a gimcrack thing, this. 
Built to order. Solid oak, and well up to 
your weight, sir,” and he gave the little chair 
a canter on the pavement to show its paces. 

“ Half a crown!” said the 
Gid Gentleman. 

“Make it five bob, and 
we'll call it square,” said ete 
Gosling. | VA 

“ Half a crown!” E | 

“Split it and say four 
shillings.” 

“ Half a crown!” 

“ Oh, well, dum it! Take 
it, and sit. in it if you want 
to,” said Gosling, who had 
never hoped to get more for 
it, for, as Mrs. Pippin had 
said, it wasn’t everybody’s 
chair with those rockers. 

“Right!” said the Old 
Gentleman. “Now I want 
you totell me where 
it came from !” 

“ Ah!” said Gos- 
ling, with sarcasm. 
“I thought you’d 
be wanting some- 
thing for nothing 
next. Like the dog- 
kennel and the table thrown in?” 

“That’s for the chair,” said the 
Old Gentleman, laying half a crown 
in its seat, “and that’s for the in- 
formation,” and he laid another 
half-crown alongside the first. 

“Ah,” said Gosling, “now we're talkin’. 
But we don’t ushally tell, you know.” 

“I know. But I have a reason. Do you 
happen to know who this property—your 
shop, for instance, and all the rest—belongs 
to?” 


ney 


“ No, I don’t. It was sold a day or two 
ago.” 
“Quite so. Well, I bought it!” 


“Oh! Beg pardon, sir. 
couldn’t know, ye see i 
“Now, tell me, where did this come 





from ?” 
“ Just round the corner. No. 25, Beeton 
Street. Ony come in this morning. Name 


of Bargrave.” 
“ Death?” said the little Old Gentleman. 
“ Rent,” said Gosling. “I wouldn’t ha’ 
taken it myself. There was a little kid there 
howled mortal at seeing it go. ’Minded me 
o’ that picture of the ‘ Pet Lamb’—you know 
the one I mean, sir. But Mr. Bloard, he’s 
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the agent; he come down himself, and he 
says, ‘Do your duty, Gosling,’ and of course 
Pd no hoption. But it went against the 
grain, I can tell you, sir.” 
“Can you find me someone to carry it?” 
“ Ji-i-i-m! ” shouted 
Mr. Gosling, and 


SH Ua 
“CHALE A e enS THE OLD GENTLEMAN.” 


Gosling Junior emerged from the inner cave 
composed of bedsteads and mattresses, with 
a faint odour of surreptitious smoke about 
him. ‘Take this for the gentleman, and 
carry it careful,” and Jim settled his cap 
comfortably on his head and hoisted the 
little chair on top of it, after the manner of 
a Red Indian making a portage, and fol- 
lowed the little Old Gentleman down the 
street. 

“No. 25, Beeton Street,” said the Old 
Gentleman. “You know it?” 

“ Yussir !” 

They reached No. 25, and the Old Gentle- 
man knocked at the door. 

It was opened by a young woman who 
carried a baby, anda small boy of four or 
thereabouts pushed his head round her 
skirts to see who it was. His eye fell in- 
stantly on the little chair, and he gave a 
triumphant shout, “’At’s my own Charry.” 
The mother’s eyes had gone past the Old 
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Gentleman and were fixed on the chair, too. 
The Old Gentleman looked at her for a 
moment, and then his eyes settled on the 
small boy. The baby tried to poke out its 
mother’s eye. So they were all at cross 


purposes, except Jim Gosling, who regarded 
them all stolidly, and wondered if it would 
be two pennies or three. 

The young mother was very white, but her 






“HE FOLLOWED THE LITTLE OLD 
GENTLEMAN DOWN THE STREET.” 


face was sweet and refined, and both she and 
the children were clean and neat, and very 
shabbily dressed. 

“ You are Mrs. Bargrave ?” asked the 
Old Gentleman. 

“Yes,” and she looked a little frightened, 
as though similar summonses to the door 
and similar questions had not resulted in 
any addition to her peace of mind. 

“I believe this chair belongs to you ?” 

‘Avs my own Charry,” said the small boy 
again. 

“Ah!” said the Old Gentleman. “I 
thought someone would be missing it. May 
I bring it in? I’m your landlord, Mrs. Bar- 
grave, though I only became so two days ago, 
and I don’t know much about the property 
yet.” 

“ Its very kind of you,” she said, drawing 
back into the passage to make room for the 
chair, with a great air of relief. “ My little 
boy has been missing it very much—— ” 

The Old Gentleman gave a hand with it, 
and the small boy clutched its arm affection- 
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ately as soon as it touched ground, and Jim 
Gosling went away very quickly, and did not 
even stop to whistle till he got round the ~ 
corner, because it was a shilling, and he was 
afraid the Old Gentleman had made a 
mistake and might find it out. 

“ Perhaps you would not mind my sitting 
down for a minute ?” said the Old Gentleman. 
“T have walked more than I usually do. 
The man had no right to take that chair. I 

shall tell him so.” 
“It did seem 
rather hard,” said 
little Mrs. Bar- 
grave. They were 
sitting in the front 
room, where the 
=<) aps in the furni- 
peered cake caused by the 
i Bloard - Gosling 
raid, had been 
made up from the 
kitchen. “The 
rent was behind. 
But really we could 

not help it.” 

“Husband in 
work ?” asked the 
Old Gentleman. 

“No. He’s doing 
his best to find a 
place again, but it’s 
heartbreaking work. He had 
a situation, but he had an ill- 
ness, and when he got better his 
place had been filled, and—and ,” and the 
poor little woman broke down. “ Of course, 
ahey could not keep the place for him. He 
was away over three months. But he’d been 
there three years, and we did hope they 
would find him something to do H 

“Times have been bad, I know,” said the 
Old Gentleman, “but maybe they'll get 
better. When things have got to the worst 
they generally begin to look up.” 

“Yes?” she said, wearily, as if she had 
never in her life had any experience of things 
looking up. 

“And have you no friends who might 
help for a time ?” 

She shook her head. “I have none— 
none that I could ask. My husband’s people 
are well off, but he— he quarrelled with 
them.” 

“Ah! That is such a pity, and one sees so 
much of it.” 

“It wasn’t his fault,” she began, quickly. 
“Tf it was anybody’s it was mine.” 

“You didn’t get on with them ?” 
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“ I have never even seen any of them. It 
was about me they quarrelled, and it is that 
makes it so hard to bear. I feel as if I had 


- ruined him.” 


“T’m sure he doesn’t think so.” 

“But it’s true, all the same. I have some- 
times: wished I had died a few months after 
we were married, then they would perhaps 
have made it up again and he would have 
gone home. But these things cannot interest 
you—you’ve made me talk as I’m not in the 
habit of talking.” 

“ Right-away!” sounded from the other 
side of the room, and the Old Gentleman 
smiled, as he had not smiled for a very long 
time, as the limited express rumbled away 
and the guard skipped deftly in on his toes. 

“Tm quite sure you've never wished that 
since that young man came,” he said. 

“No,” she said, 
gently, “not since 
Charley and baby 
came.” 

“What’s his 
name?” asked the 
old gentleman, 
looking at the baby. 

“She’s a girl. 
Her name is Ur- 4) 
sula,” and the old 
gentleman sneezed 
violently and had 
to use his pocket- 
handkerchief. 

“When will your hus 
band be in?” he asked, 
when he recovered. 

“He may be any 
minute. He’s in the 
City answering some advertisements.” 

“What kind of work is he used to? 
Perhaps I x 

“ Oh, if you could !”—and she looked as 
if she would have gone on her knees to him 
if he hadn’t stopped her. “We would bless 
you all our lives. He will do anything you 
can give him. It was book-keeping he was 
at before. You see, he had never done any- 
thing before we were married. He never 
expected to have to do anything, and so y 

“ And so when the old curmudgeon threw 
him out and he had to earn his living he 
didn’t know how to set about it?” 

“He found it very difficult, but he is so 
brave and patient. If people would only give 
him atrial they couldn’t help liking him and 
he’d get on.” 

“The trouble is there are always more 
people than there are places.” 
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“Yes, we're finding that out,” she said, 
drearily. 

“ And you? Can't you help in any way ?” 

“I was a governess,” she said, “ till Charles 
came. Oh, if Pd known——” 

“If youd known what it would lead to 
you’d never have married him?” 

“I would never have let him marry me. 
But I knew nothing about his people’s 
feelings in the matter. I could give lessons 
and teach music. But the children all go to 
Board School, and ”—with a wan little smile 
—‘no one round here can afford music 
lessons. I have done paintings, but they 
sell very slowly. I would do needlework if 
I could get it. I would do anything to 
help. I do 
all the house- 
work and 
cooking. We 









“*WHEN WILL YOUR HUSBAND BE IN?’ HE ASKED.” 


—if Charles could find a place at two 
pounds a week—-—” She stopped and 
thought perhaps she should not have said 
that. The Old Gentleman might have been 
willing to give him more. 

“Yes? Two pounds a week.” 

“We can live very comfortably on two 
pounds a week. You see, I was -brought up 
to make a very little goa long way. My father 
was a Nonconformist minister in the country. 
He had eight children and £100 a year 

“Good heavens!” said the Old Gentle- 
man. “And they all died but you ?” 

“Oh, no! One of my brothers is a 
minister, too, but he has a young family of 
his own and none too much to keep them 
on. Two others are missionaries—one in 
India and one in China. One of my sisters 
is in India, too, and one is an hospital nurse. 
The other two died.” 
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“ And your father did all that on £100 a 
year? He must have been a wonderful 
man.” 

“He was a dear old man. We did it 
among us. I was the youngest, and my 
mother died when I was five.” 

“You've not had a very pleasant life of it, 
then ?” 

“Oh, yes ; things have been difficult since 
Charley was ill, but there are always com- 
pensations ”—as Baby Ursula clawed at her 
nose and said “ Goo !”—“ and we shall be 
all right again as soon as he gets work.” 

Then there came a knock on the outer 
door, and Mrs. Bargrave jumped up with a 
touch of colour in her pale face and a smile 
on it. 

“That’s Charley, now,” she said, and left 
the room. 

“Oh, Charley!” she whispered, as her 
husband came into the hall-way and 
kissed her cheek and the baby’s 
nose in one operation. “ The land- 
lord is here i 

And Bargrave said 
under his breath and 
his face tightened up. 

“ And he’s going to 
give you a place, and 
he’s brought back 
Charley’s Charry, and 
Come in here 
at once,” and she went 
before him into the 
room. 

“ Farver !” shrieked 
Charles the Second— 
Third in reality —as 
soon as he caught 
sight of him, “ here’s 
Charry !” 

But Charles the 
Second was looking at 
Charles the First stand- 
ing with his back to 
the empty fireplace, and as soon as he caught 
sight of Aim he stopped in the doorway and 
said “ Father!” and then he suddenly reeled 
and would have fallen if the Old Gentleman 
—Charles the First—had not jumped and 
caught him and let him down gently into a 
chair, while Mary Bargrave, the innocent 
cause of all the trouble, stood and gazed 
wildly at them, and Baby Ursula made play 
with her hair. 

For, you see, Charles the Second had had 
nothing to eat since he left home in the 
morning, and then only a cup of tea and 
some bread and so-called butter. And his 





something 
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faring for many days had not been much 
better, and he was run down. 

He had tramped the City mud all day 
from one refusal to another, till he had 
envied the very ’bus-conductors their posts. 
Then he had walked all the way home to 
Beeton Street, past the dreary, third-rate 
shops with their tawdry attempts at Christ- 
mas decoration, and even their poor attempts 
at Christmas keeping mocked him and flung 
his poverty in his teeth. ‘Till at last, in the 
bitterness of his soul, he had pondered dark 
things, and had almost got the length of 
convincing himself that a man sunk so low 
would be justified in buying a handful of 
charcoal and making a quiet exit in the com- 
pany of his wife and children, since he could 
not maintain them. 

Truly a man’s heart is on the ground when 
he gets to that, and perhaps bodily weakness 






“(HE LET HIM DOWN GENTLY INTO A CHAIR.’ 


had as much to do with it as anything else in 
the case of Charles the Second. Old Charles 
Bargrave’s heart smote him as he looked 
down at the thin, worn face and the hollowed 
eyes. 

The world said it was a very tough old 
heart, and I am bound to say they generally 
had good reason. But that sudden meeting 
with little Charley’s “ Charry,” which was an 
exact copy of the one he remembered so well 
playing with when he was a lonely little 
fellow sixty-odd years ago, and which his 
own little lad had played with in his turn— 
the sight of it standing there all forlorn on 
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the greasy pavement, with the snow falling 
on it, had struck a blow on his heart which 
it was not too tough to feel. He had seen 
himself playing all over his own old “ Charry ” 
—which was an old family name for the 
contrivance—and he had seen his boy 
playing with it, and a sudden longing took 
possession of the tough old soul to see what 
kind of a little lad played with this one. He 
had a feeling down inside him that he would 
know that little lad, and he did, the moment 
he set eyes on him. 

When Charles the Second came to himself 
he found four pairs of eyes fixed upon him. 
One pair, old and dimmed with years and 
something else at the moment, though they 
were keen enough as a rule, regarded him 
with a look which he had not seen in them 
for a very long time—not since he was a 
little boy, he vaguely thought. Two of the 
other pairs were full of love and distress at 
this sudden collapse of the backbone of the 
family. The fourth pair thought it was a 
new kind of game, and jigged and danced 
and goo-gooed ‘in the arms of her otherwise 
occupied mother, in a way that threatened 
a sudden descent to the floor. 

Charles sat up and looked back at the 
Old Gentleman. 

The Old Gentleman held out his hand, 
and there was a look in his face that would 
have astonished some people. 

Charles gripped the hand warmly. 
good to feel it once more. 

“ How did you find us?” he asked. 

“I saw the old Charry outside a shop and 
followed it up. What is your name, my 
dear?” he asked Mrs. Bargrave, who stood 


It was 


by with a look of distraught wonder all about ` 


her. “I think I know everything but that.” 

“ Mary,” she said. ; 

“ Then, Mary, dear, how long would it take 
you to pack your boxes if I hold—Ursula?” 
It was his dead wife’s name. It was very 
sweet to have it on his lips once more toa 
living Ursula. 

“Pack?” said Mrs. Bargrave, staring at 
him. ; 

“Yes, my dear, pack! There is a large 
house in Park Crescent, which has been very 
lonely for many years past. Please God, it 
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will never be lonely again! Give me— 
Ursula, and do you and Charley run away 
and pack, and we shall be home in time for 
dinner yet.” And they were. 

Mr. Gosling has not quite got over it yet. 
For the cab, with their few small boxes on 
top, and Charley’s Charry on top of them, 
stopped outside his door, and he recognised 
the Charry at once, but thought it was 
another of the same kind. 

“Well, I swan,” he was saying. “Them 
things must be coming in. If Pd ha’ 
knowed——” 

Then the little Old Gentleman put his head 
out of the cab and called, sharply, “ Gosling! ” 
and Gosling recognised Azm as quickly as he 
had recognised the Charry. 

“ Merry Christmas, Gosling !” said the Old 
Gentleman, and Gosling stood staring at the 
coin in his hand and then at the retreating 
cab, and then said, with much fervour, “ Well, 
Tm dummed!” 

Charles the Third flatly refused to leave 
25, Beeton Street, without his Charry. He 
had been widowed and orphaned of it once 
already, and he was not going to run any 
more risks. 

“Of course Charry goes,” said the Old 
Gentleman. “Its father’s waiting for it at 
home. He'll be uncommonly glad to see it,” 
and little Charley’s eyes were very wide all 
the way, and the very first words he said 
when he went into the big house in Park 
Crescent were, ‘Please show me Charry’s 
far-ver.” And the old original Charry, in 
which Charles the First and Charles the 
Second had fled from the Redskins and 
Polar bears, and spread death and destruc- 
tion with walking-sticks, was disinterred from 
the dust of thirty years in the lumber-room, 
and brought down to make the acquaintance 
of the son he had never seen. And Charles 
the Third, after a minute comparison of the 
two, patted his own Charry on the back, and 
said, “I like my own Charry better than his 
far-ver.” 

“Quite right, my boy,” said the Old 
Gentleman. “ You stick to your old 
friends.” 

And the big house in Park Crescent was 
never lonely any more. 





The Government - Laboratory. 


By Jonn MILLs. 
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N the north side of that chief 
artery of London—the Strand 
—immediately behind the new 
Bankruptcy’‘section of the Law 
Courts, and approached by 
Clement’s Inn Passage, there 
is a rather extensive building of red brick 
which possesses, externally, no architectural 
features of a character likely to arrest the 
attention of the passing pedestrian. An 
officer in blue, ' 

who acts as guar- 
dian of the place 
behind the zv, .ng- 
ing doors at the 
entrance, affords 
a somewhat un- 
certain clue, per- 
haps, to the fact 
that the structure 
is a department 
of the Public 
Service. If you 
can manage to 
get past this 
sentry you find 
yourself in a lofty 
corridor with 
tessellated floor 
extending almost 
the full length of 
the building, but 
still nothing to 
be’ seen except 
doors right and 
left, and flights 
of stairs at each 
end, in both cases 
leading into the 
basement below 
and tothe floors above. At uncertain intervals, 
however, you may hear the dull slam of doors 
in the distance, followed by the sound of 
active feet on the unyielding pavement, or 
one of the doors near you may open any t'me 
when unexpected and thus afford a glimpse 
of what is going on within—a man, perchance, 
decanting a liquid or washing a precipitate, 
or maybe with his cheeks distended operat- 
ing the blow-pipe. It is the Government 
Laboratory. 

A highly trained staff of chemists is here 
constantly kept busy in every imaginable 
form of chemical manipulation. Pass along 
the corridor and peep into the rooms on 


either side: it is laboratory after laboratory 
Vol, xxi.—71. 
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all the way round, except, of course, the 
private rooms of the principal and his deputy. 
Descending the stairs into the basement, 
there again one enters a long corridor, 
immediately under the first, with laboratories 
on one side and store-rooms on the other. 
Ascending to the first floor, the visitor 
finds the corridor here abruptly terminated, 
or rather closed, by large swing doors with 
glass panels, through which thirty or so young 

chemists can be 
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THE COLD STORE-ROOM, CONTAINING BOTTLES OF ARSENICAL BEER, ETC., 
READY FOR ANALYSIS. 


seen engaged in 
analytical work : 
this is the main 
laboratory, a 
large, well-lighted 
room about 5oft. 
square, and 
covered in with 
a lofty lantern 
roof; entered 
from thecorridor, 
outside the glass 
doors at each end 
of this principal 
room, are more 
laboratories, and 
stairs lead up- 
wards to yet 
another floor, 
where chemists, 
secluded in spe- 
cialized depart- 
ments, exercise 
their scientific 
skill in the inter- 
ests of the State. 

The building 
is, as nearly as 
human skill can 
make it, fireproof. The interior walls of 
all the laboratories and corridors are lined 
with highly-glazed white bricks, with a dado 
of similar bricks of blue, yellow, and reddish- 
brown’ colour, finished by a row with scroll 
pattern. The floors, except in the corridors 
and a few other places, are of pitch-pine 
parquetry. 

Its arterial and venous systems are tho- 
roughly differentiated —the water used in 
operations in the laboratory being delivered 
through separate channels to the drains, while 
the aqueous liquid used as water-jackets for 
the distillations is lifted by a force-pump into 
cisterns above the building, to be used over 
and over again. Water at a constant tem- 
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perature a few degrees above the freezing- 
point is supplied all the year round for 
condensing purposes in distilling operations. 
The refrigerating apparatus employed is in 
the basement, but outside the main building. 
Liquid carbonic acid is evaporated to cool 
brine, which in turn reduces the temperature 
of the tank containing water. This refrigera- 
tor is also used in making ice to supply the 
needs of the establishment and for maintain- 
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other branches of the Excise recognised the 
value of chemistry as an auxiliary, and Mr. 
Phillips found it expedient to devise methods 
for determining the original gravities of beer 
and other fermented liquors. 

More convenient premises were found for 
this branch of the public service in 1859 at 
Somerset House, right at the top of the 
west end of the building. Very early in the 
history of the laboratory other Government 
departments began to seek the aid 
of Mr. Phillips, the Stores Depart- 
ment of the India Office being one 
of the first, with its frequent dis- 
patches of large quantities of all 
kinds of supplies for the use of the 
railways, telegraphs, 3.2 other public 
works in India, as well as much food 
and medical stores for the troops. 
To assist in controlling the quality 
of these articles it was arranged that 
samples from all tenders and sup- 
plies sent in by contractors should 
be systematically examined by the 
Inland Revenue chemical staff. 

From a couple of rooms at Somer- 
set House the laboratories gradually 
extended till more than twenty rooms 
were occupied, and the number of 
samples analyzed increased from 
9,055 in 1867 to 39,224 in 1887, 
and in 1897 the enormous aggregate 
of 64,664. Professor Thorpe, soon 
after his appointment as principal 
chemist, came to the conclusion that 
new laboratories in a building spe- 
cially constructed for the purpose 
would be much more satisfactory 
than any further extension of the 
old premises. The Treasury agreed 
to his proposals, and the present 
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ing a low temperature in a specially con- 
structed refrigerating chamber adjoining the 
main laboratory containing “work to be 
done ”—samples of beer, worts, and other 
perishable articles which would suffer by 
exposure to changes in the temperature of 
the outside atmosphere. 


Although the Government Laboratory is ` 


at the. present time an imposing institution 
and the most perfect of its kind, the day of 
small things is not long past. Some fifty 
years ago the late George Phillips began 
the work in one or two small rooms at 
Arundel Street, Strand, when the Excise 
Department intrusted him with the duty 
of detecting adulteration in tobacco. Soon 
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Government Laboratory, opened in 
1897, was constructed in accordance 
with his designs, and embodies all the recent 
improvements and appliances calculated to 
facilitate every branch of analytical chemistry. 

The recent epidemic of arsenical poison- 
ing attributed to beer caused a thrilling 
sensation throughout the country. At the 
time I visited the Government Laboratory 
this grave subject was under the considera- 
tion of one section of the department, and 
many samples of the condemned or suspected 
beverage were under examination. I was 
permitted to look at the arsenic extracted 
from beer which had been submitted to the 
most searching chemical analysis. There 
the poisonous element was in the form of 
sulphide, a bright yellow powder, pleasing 
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to the eye and very much in evidence, but 
how terrible a scourge is sufficiently attested 
by the published figures. I also saw the 
naked arsenic itself in the form of a black, 
lustrous mirror which had been deposited 
inside a glass tube in the process known as 
Marsh’s test ; by means of this test the most 
minute traces of arsenic can be detected. 

In 1899 many letters appeared in the 
Times on yew-tree poisoning—a question of 
considerable importance to the agricultural 
community, as, until we have ascertained the 
exact nature of the poison, we are not likely 
tofind the remedy. 
Although the poi- 
sonous principle 
contained in the 
yew is at present 
unknown, there 
are numerous 
cases on record 
of death resulting 
not only in cattle 
but human beings, 
from eating the 
leaves and berries 
of this tree. Gil- 
bert White, in his 
antiquities of Sel- 
borne, says: “ The 
twigs and leaves 
of yew, though 
eaten in small 
quantity, are cer- 
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tain death—and that in a 
few minutes — to horses 
and cows.” A singular fact 
bearing on this subject is 
related on the authority of 
old Scottish history “that 
the northern’ part of Ire- 
land was so much infested 
by yew trees that a great 
emigration of Irish took 
place in consequence, who, 
with their families and 
cattle, went over to Scot- 
land, these yew trees every- 
where destroying their 
cattle in Ireldfid.” 

The ancients held that 
wine kept in yew vessels 
was poisonous, and it is a 
curious fact that the tree is 
avoided by insects. Many 
recent cases of yew-tree poi- 
soning have been brought 
to light, general absence 
of knowledge by medical 
practitioners on the subject commented on, 
and the question raised whether this phase 
of poisoning is not one on which, to a great 
extent, ascertained scientific “facts ” so called 
are at fault. I had forgotten all about these 
interesting letters until my visit to the Govern- 
ment Laboratory resurrected the whole affair. 
‘Though dead to the public these many 
months the yew-tree question has found a 
domicile in the Research Department of 
this institution, and the poisonous principle 
is under careful investigation by the chief 
chemist. F 
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Some years since a great agitation was set 
on foot about lead-poisoning in the Potteries, 
and in 1893 the Home Office clearly estab- 
lished the fact that lead-poisoning prevailed 
extensively. Professor Thorpe, the Govern- 
ment chemist, was engaged in a Royal Com- 
mission, and instituted experiments in the 
Government Laboratory to ascertain how far 
the danger may be diminished by substi- 
tuting for the “white lead” ordinarily used 
some less soluble compound of lead. By 
far the greater portion of the domestic and 
sanitary ware and china, glazed bricks, wall 
and hearth tiles, door-knobs, finger-plates, 
fittings for electric-light installations, and 
countless other articles are glazed with 
materials containing compounds of lead. 

The potters are now required by the 
Home Secretary to abandon the use of raw 
lead. The “fritts” used are examined as 
regards their solubility at the Government 
Laboratory. Our illustration shows the appa- 
ratus used by Professor Thorpe in ascertain- 
ing the amount of lead extracted from 
“fritts” and “glazes” by means of dilute 
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acids, comparable as regards their action with 
that of the gastric juice and the animal 
solvents. 

Last year the India Office referred to the 
Government chemist the subject of the use 
of artificial or synthesized indigo as compared 
with the natural product, the growth and 
preparation of which is so important an 
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Indian industry. This arose out of a public 
discussion in the Press about the way in which 
the indigo industry in Bengal was threatened 
in consequence of the manufacture of indigo 
artificially in Germany. When we consider 
that this industry is worth about £ 4,000,000 
annually to the Indian planters, and the 
Germans are on the way to slay the ancient 
industry by making indigo in the chemical 
laboratory, it will be seen that the stake to be 
played for is a heavy one. 

In this way the principal chemist of the 
Government Laboratory is called upon from 
time to time to confront any analytical 
problem which may arise for the benefit of 
the whole or a part of His Majesty’s subjects. 
He has to steer this dry-land ship, manned 
by a crew of a hundred hands or so, and, 
like the captain of a battleship, must depend 
on his own resources in every emergency. If 
an entirely new problem arises he may have 
to play the part of engineer, architect, and 
chemist, all rolled into one—construct his - 
own apparatus, invent mechanical auxiliaries, 
and sketch out plans of attack and defence, 
for chemical work 
—especially in the 
unexplored region 
—is not by any 
means free from 
danger. 

The scope of 
the Government 
Laboratory has 
widened from year 
to year until at the 
present day nearly 
all- Departments 
seek the assist- 
ance of the prin- 
cipal chemist in 
controlling their 
contract supplies 
—the Admiralty, 
Board of Agricul- 
ture, Board of 
Trade, Colonial 
Office, Commis- 
sicners of Works 
(London and 
Dublin), Home 
Office, India Office, Local Government Board, 
Post Office, Stationery Office, Trinity House, 
and the War Office may be instanced. The 
regular work of the institution may be roughly 
divided into four distinct departments: (1) 
the main laboratory, wholly reserved for 
the analysis of alcoholic products — beer, 
wines, tinctures, rum, brandy, etc. ; (2) the 
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tobacco-rooms, fitted with appliances for the 
examination of manufactured and the so- 
called “ offal” tobacco, for the determination 
of fraudulent or improper admixtures ; (3) 
the Board of Agriculture Department, where 
all cases of disputed analyses of fertilizers, 
etc., are referred here, and on which the 
decision of the principal chemist is final; 
(4) the Crown contracts laboratories, in 
which all manner of substances may from 
time to time be examined, from the gilt 
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balance, indicates a different specific gravity, 
which enables the chemist to compute the 
percentage of alcohol in the sample of beer 
under examination. 

The number of analyses and examinations 
made in the Excise branch last year amounted 
to 68,287. Seven thousand five hundred 
and two samples of wort in various stages of 
fermentation had been examined to check 
the declaration of gravity made by the 
brewer. Two thousand three hundred and 
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buttons and gold lace on the uniforms of 
our naval and military grandees to the steel 
rails of a railway. 

The main laboratory presents a scene cf 
extreme activity, and one is almost bewildered 
by the variety of operations in which the 
many chemists are engaged. There is a 
profuse distribution of bottles of all kinds of 
alcoholic drinks, tinctures, etc., on the top 
shelves of the benches—the work set out for 
the day. The operation of kicking out the 
carbonic acid from beer is performed by a 
sort of electric screw revolved rapidly in the 
liquid. An abundance of froth rises to the 
surface, and, as the bubbles break, carbonic 
acid escapes. A measured quantity of the 
beer is then weighed for the purpose of 
determining its specific gravity, and it is then 
transferred to a still, by which means the 
alcohol, under the influence of heat, distils 
over into a receiver. In this way a distillate 
is obtained richer in alcohol than the original 
beer, and the distillate, when weighed in the 
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eighty-six samples of finished beer, taken 
from 1,223 publicans, were analyzed, and 
319, or 13 per cent., of the samples were 
found to have been diluted with water or 
otherwise adulterated. The practice of 
diluting beer by publicans is almost entirely 
confined to London! Beer of a heavy 
brew has always been regarded as the 
typical drink of all Englishmen. John 
Bull is looked upon by foreigners:as a 
man of little polish, few manners, and much 
beer and beef. Large numbers of per- 
sons confine themselves mainly to alcoholic 
liquors, and others imagine that their physical 
salvation lies in their taking no hot drinks, 
while another school of faddists tell us that 
the food we eat contains all the moisture 
that the body requires, and that liquids are 
a source of weakness. 

Originally the Government Laboratory was 
established for the purpose of assisting the 
authorities in collecting and protecting the 
revenue derived from excisable and dutiable 
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articles. | How effectively this has been 
realized is clearly seen in the results which 
attended the change in the method of testing 
imported spirits in 1881. “Previous to that 
date the practice was to assess the duty 
solely by means of the hydrometer, a method 
which fails to indicate the true percentage of 
spirits. in* most. cases when colouring or 
sweetening-matter-js_present ; by substituting 
the method of ‘testing by distillation a saving 
of about £180,000 was effected in the 
Customs’ revenue. 

As long as spirits are in bond they are 
duty free, but on being taken out a heavy 
duty becomes leviable. A certain quantity 
of the spirits becomes absorbed in the wood 
of the casks, and this amount is practically 
duty free. It has been found, however, that 
traders know a process by means of which 
they can extract the spirit from the wood. 
By soaking in water two or three gallons in 
some instances may be obtained from a large 
cask. ‘This process of extracting spirits from 
casks is known as ‘“‘grogging.” In the year 
ended 31st March, 1900, legal proceedings 
were taken against seven persons for the un- 
lawful exercise of this gentle art of grogging. 

About a thousand samples of herb, ginger, 
and botanic beers were analyzed last year to 
ascertain if the proof spirit present was within 
the legal limit of 2 per cent. One-fourth 
exceeded the limit; nineteen samples con- 
tained 4 per cent., and the highest reached as 
much as 7°6 per cent.! While, however, the 
interests of the people at large are jealously 
guarded ly our ofticial chemists, the small 
vendor sometimes finds himself in an un- 
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enviable position ; indeed, it is an easy matter 
for a salesman realizing a profit of three or 
four pounds a year on an article to find him- 
self called upon to pay a fine of three times 
that amount for an offence which, in some 
cases, can hardly be regarded as premeditated. 

The tobacco laboratory is provided with 
special drying ovens for expelling water from 
the fragrant weed, and so, by the diminution in 
weight, estimating the moisture contained in 
it. The drying ovens, three in number, are 
placed on the wall one above the other, and 
steam for heating them is generated in a 
special boiler standing close by. For car- 
bonizing the tobacco and so ascertaining the 
solid matter in it a special furnace is em- 
ployed. The flame can be regulated so as 
to play uniformly over the under surface of 
the platinum dishes containing the tobacco, 
which are supported on a light wrought-iron 
nickel-plated grid. The furnace is capable 
of holding forty dishes at one time and so 
treating as many samples simultaneously. 
The incineration of the samples is completed 
in three muffle-furnaces, of special design, 
heated by gas. Ninety-five samples of tobacco 
taken from manufacturers and dealers were 
analyzed last year for adulteration generally, 
and twenty of them were found to be 
adulterated with liquorice or glycerine. All 
the adulterated samples were apparently 
either smuggled cake cavendish or cut 
tob..cco which bore no label to show it had 
paid the proper rate of duty. 

Under the old moisture limit there were 
allowed thirty-five parts water and sixty-five 
parts tobacco, but under the new regulations 
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only thirty parts of moisture are alluwed to 
seventy parts of tobacco. The 30 per cent. 
includes the natural moisture of the leaf, 
which varies from 13 to 17 per cent., and, as 
it is difficult to manufacture tobacco so that 
the manufactured article 
shall contain in every part 
of a pound exactly thirty 
parts of water, manufac- 
turers allow a margin vary- 
ing from 2 to 3 per cent. 
in working. Tobacco now 
sold contains more real 
tobacco and less water 
than formerly. There is 
probably no country in the 
world where the smoker 
obtains such pure tobacco 
as in Great Britain, be- 
cause of the strictness of 
the Excise laws. 

In the analysis of food- 
stuffs the object aimed at 
is protection against fraud 
in, for example, the sale of 
margarine under the name 
of butter. Margarine may 
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be a wholesome and palatable form 
of food for those who can only 
afford to pay a moderate price and 
who are not given to inquire too 
curiously whether they are con- 
suming animal fats ingeniously 
manipulated or the products of 
legitimate dairy produce. The ordi- 
nary farmer makes real butter, and 
he has to confront the competition 
of the manufacturer of what looks 
like butter, and is sold as such, 
though it is quite a different thing 
—an artificial product which may 
deceive the eye and even the taste. 
The colouring of margarine is not 
done to affect the taste, but to im- . 
part to it the appearance of butter. 
The number of samples examined 
in connection with the Board of 
Agriculture during the last year was 
1,745. One thousand three- hun- 
dred and ninety-three samples of 
imported butter were examined. A 
large number of butters contained 
boric preservative, and were arti- 
ficially coloured. As usual, it was 
found that the use of boric acid is 
most prevalent in France, Belgium, 
and Australia, and is very common 
also in Holland. ‘lhe most fre- 
quent colouring-matter is annatto, 
but the use of coal-tar yellow appears to be 
on the increase, and is especially prevalent in 
Holland, the United States, and Australia. 
One hundred and thirty-two samples of im- 
ported margarine were analyzed. The bulk 
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of the margarine imported comes from 
Holland, and it is usually made with cotton- 
seed oil, contains boric preservative, and is 
artificially coloured with a coal-tar yellow. 
Analyses of milk under the Food and Drugs 
Act most frequently indicate dilution with 
water, fat, and in rare cases the somewhat 
novel double charge of dilution with water 
and addition of starch. 

How can the analyst detect foreign matter 
in, say, butter? One method is by means 
of a specially constructed microscope. ‘The 
pure article, when melted and a ray of light 
passed through it, has a definite refractive 
angle for a given tempera- 
ture, and when foreign 
matter is present the re- 
fractive angle varies accord- 
ing to the nature of the 
substance added. Hence, 
a sample of butter is put in 
the instrument and melted 
by hot water from a conical 
vessel introduced into a 
jacket in the microscope 
by means of indiarubber 
tubing. The temperature 
is then registered by a ther- 
mometer, and the angle of 
refraction is read off on a 
graduated scale in the field 
of view: The proportion 
of butter fat may be de- 
duced by distillation of 
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butter, margazine, 
and so on kept in 
the laboratory of 
known composi- 
tion. So that any 
sample submitted 
for analysis may 
thus be con- 
fronted by several 
independent wit- 
nesses, so to 
speak, as to the 
purity or other- 
wise of the subject 
under examina- 
tion. 

Public attention 
has often been 
called to the dan- 
gers that may arise 
from the careless 
use of the more 
volatile descrip- 
tions of petroleum, commonly known as 
petroleum spirit. Not only is the vapour 
therefrom, which is given off at ordinary 
temperatures, capable of being easily ignited, 
but it also forms, when mixed with air, an 
explosive atmosphere. It is therefore neces- 
sary, in dealing with and handling the 
spirit, to take strict precautions by the 
employment of thoroughly sound and 
properly-closed vessels, and by avoiding the 
use of naked lights in dangerous proximity 
to prevent leakage of the spirit and the 
contact of any form of artificial light with the 
highly inflammable vapour which it is always 
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TESTING BUTTER AND CHEESE. 


evolving. The oil allowed to be burnt in 
England must not “flash ”—that is, give off 
inflammable vapour in a closed vessel—at a 
temperature below roodeg. Fahr. It was 
not until 1859 that the use of petroleum 
for illuminating purposes commenced to 
be general. Prior to the introduction of 
these oils only animal and vegetable oils 
(excepting oil of turpentine, which 
was employed to some extent under 
the trade name “camphine”) had 
been used ; they possessed many of 
the qualities of tallow, and were 
capable of being burned with a small 
wick and with free exposure to the 
ct a eta 
.The petroleum oils, however, are 
of an entirely different nature, con- 
taining much more carbon and 
hydrogen than do the animal and 
vegetable oils, and are far more vola- 
tile and inflammable. They must be 
supplied in a regulated quantity to 
the flame and with a proper amount 
of air, or a smoky and objectionable 
lamp results. The enormous number 
of lamps which are now in use, and 
the necessity for fixing an arbitrary 
limit for the volatility and inflam- 
mability of the oil which may be 
used in them, and the conditions 
under which the oil may be stored, ` 
conveyed, and sold have given rise 
to much legislation. 

Legislation in this and other coun- 
tries is mainly based on what is 
known as the “flashing” point, 


which means the temperature at 
Vol. xxi.—72. 
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which the oil gives 
off an inflamma- 
ble vapour. This 
is, of course, lower 
than is shown by 
the fire test, Że., 
the temperature 
at which the oil 
itself will take fire. 
The Acts of 1862 
and 1868 in the 
United Kingdom 
included under 
the term “ petro- 
leum ” such oil as 
gave off an inflam- 
mable vapour at 
less than roodeg. 
Fahr. by what is 
known as theopen 
test— that is, when 
warmed in a vessel exposed to the air ; but as 
this test was found to give varying results in 
different hands it was replaced in the Act of 
1879 by the closed cup, or Abel tester, in 
which the oil is warmed in a closed vessel 
and is only exposed to the air at the moment 
that the testing flame is applied. The recent 
Petroleum Committee appointed by Parlia- 
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ment decided that roodeg. Fahr. “ Abel 
close-test ” is the safe medium. Here in the 
Government Laboratory all kinds of oil are 
tested, from those which “ flash” at about 
Jodeg. Fahr. up to zoodeg. Fahr. Our 
illustration represents one of the Govern- 
ment chemists testing the “ flash” point of a 
sample of lighthouse oil. 

A specimen of steel may be under exami- 
nation for sulphur, and if more than a 
regulation amount is found the steel is con- 
demned as unfit for a particular purpose. 
The steel, as filings, is dissolved in acid by 


which means the sulphur in it is set free, and ` 


this free sulphur is converted into lead 
sulphate by a roundabout process, a definite 
compound in which the proportion of sulphur 
is known. And so the sulphur which before 
existed in the steel in an unknown proportion 
is now united with lead in such a ratio as 
admits of computing its proportion in the 
original sample of steel. 

All tea imported as merchandise into 
and landed at any port in Great Britain or 
Ireland is subject to examination by persons 
appointed by the Commissioners of Customs. 
Samples of such tea, selected at the discretion 
of the inspectors, are sent to the Government 
Laboratory for chemical and microscopical 
analysis. In the Customs Department during 
the last year 226 samples of tea, representing 
3,322 packages, were found to contain 
exhausted leaves or to be mixed with sand or 
other substances, and were refused admission 
for home consumption. Of these packages 
2,274 were ex- 
ported and 1,048 
destroyed. It is 
estimated that the 
Anglo-Saxons are 
by far the biggest 
tea-drinkers in the 
whole world, and 
that in this way we 
contribute largely 
to the prosperity 
of the four coun- 
tries which are the 
chief sources of 
supply — British 
India, Ceylon, 
China, and Japan. 
This most inter- 
esting return 
shows that, al- 
though the attrac- 
tions of the in- 
nocuous cup are 
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adherents. in the United States, all Europe 
treats tea with disdain. In Russia, Germany, 
and France the amount used by each person 
every year is less than 1lb. a head, the 
consumption in the last country being 
infinitesimally small. The figures of the 
consumption per head for the past three 
years for the English people at home are 
as follows: 1897, 5'81lb.; 1898, 5'86lb. ; 
1899, 5‘98lb. Fourteen per-cent. of the tea 
imported comes from foreign countries and 
86 per cent. from British possessions. The 
production of coffee, like that of tea, is 
largely increasing—has, in fact, doubled in 
the last ten years. But the Anglo-Saxon race 
are not responsible for this growth. Coffee, 
in fact, holds the same place in England that 
tea does in Germany. 

Here also large numbers of hydrometers 
are received from outports and examined. 
After verification they may be issued to 
officers throughout the kingdom. Other 
instruments, such as slides, calipers, rules, 
rods, measuring vessels, and so on, required 
by the service for gauging, sampling, and 
testing, are calibrated and tested before 
leaving the Government Laboratory. 

On the death of Sir Edward Frankland in 
August, 1899, the Government chemist was 
requested by the Local Government Board 
to undertake the analyses of the London 
water supplies, and there is now a special 
room in the laboratory fitted up for this 
purpose. Water is, of course, such a powerful 
solvent that it is almost impossible to obtain 
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it in a state of 
perfect purity. 
The nearer you 
ascend to the 
source of a river 
the freer it be- 
comes from con- 
taminations, but 
there are still held 
in solution many 
substances, as, for 
example, those 
dissolved out of 
the surface soil 
and strata with 
which the water in 
its course comes 
into contact. 
When we consider 
that London re- 
quires something 
like a hundred 
million gallons of 
water each day 
for drinking, domestic, trade, and other 
purposes, and that the modes of contamina- 
tion are legion, it becomes apparent that the 
waters supplied to the Metropolis need a 
physician. 
follow in the wake of neglect on this point 
are terrible to contemplate. Diagnosis and 
prescription are constantly required to detect 
and eliminate such foreign matters as may 
jeopardize the public health. 


‘The calamity which overtook the inhabi- . 


tants of Maidstone in 1897 is an instance of 
what may happen if vigilance in these matters 
is relaxed. ‘This town enjoyed the reputation 
of being a healthy locality with a low death- 
rate and an enviable freedom from typhoid 
fever—circumstances which, when the first 
cases of the epidemic became known, pointed 
to some specific and serious sanitary defect, 
and no time was lost in endeavouring to 
trace the source of the mischief. All the 
world knows that a more striking instance of 
guilt has never before been brought home to 
a particular water supply. 

In the course of the year 1899 it was 
decided that all passenger ships should be 
required to carry a filter capable of delivering 
water free from micro-organisms. There 
were many sources of water-supply formerly 
within the City of London in the form 
of superficial springs. These have been 
sought after on account of their coolness 
and sparkling condition. Any praise given 
to sources of this kind generally illustrates 
the fallacy of popular judgment on such 
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SPECIAL APPARATUS FOR TESTING LONDON WATER. 


subjects, and shows how easily those qualities 
of coolness and freshness, which are absent 
from stored waters, impose on the palate, 
and induce a preference to be given to 
waters which are relatively most objection- 
able. 

Water sources within the immediate 
vicinity of graveyards derive products of 
animal decomposition from the soil. Not 
very long ago a celebrated pump within the 
City of London—that adjoining St. Bride’s 
Churchyard—was abandoned on account of 
such impregnations. Or, perhaps, I should 
say that it was not abandoned, for till almost 
the last moment the neighbours adhered to 
it with fondness ; but the parochial authori- 
ties, alarmed by the proximity of cholera, 
caused its handle to be locked. 

Chemical laboratories, of course, bear a 
close resemblance to each other, but there 
are reasons why the one at Clement’s Inn 
Passage should be, to some extent, familiar 
to all. It is a factor, however small or 
indirect, in our daily lives; it is unique of 
its kind, and includes in its construction all 
the best features of existing laboratories, 
ignoring their defects. 

A process of evolution has wrought in 
recent years a change in chemical labora- 
tories comparable with the elevation of the 
human race from the barbarous to the 
civilized condition, and for this happy result 
at Clement’s Inn Passage we are indebted to 
the wide experience and sound judgment of 
Dr. Thorpe, the principal chemist. 
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HE prevalence of warfare in 
South Africa and China has 
enabled enterprising Americans 
to develop a new and singular 
industry — the breaking of 
horses and mules for army 
service. It is conceded by military experts 
that the importance of having properly-trained 
animals is constantly increasing. Since the 
outbreak of the South African War the one 
cry of the British generals has been for horses 
and mules, and the lack of these has been a 
potent factor in prolonging the struggle. ‘The 
same conditions prevail both in China and 





in the Philippines ; without horses, cavalry, , 


infantry, and artillery are powerless. 

W. R. Grace and Co., of San Francisco, 
probably the greatest firm in the world in 
the horse-breaking business, are performing 
marvels in the way of rapidly fitting great 
numbers of wild animals for army service. 
It is at Baden, a small country town in the 
San Mateo Hills, about a dozen miles from 
San Francisco, that this struggle of man 
versus beast is now occurring. From all the 
great ranches of the West the animals are 
being brought in, and a series of scenes 
enacted such as have probably never been 
paralleled anywhere else. 

The contract which has given the firm an 
international fame, and which is now being 
successfully filled, was placed by the German 
Government shortly after. the outbreak of 
hostilities in China. According to the terms 
of the agreement the company was to secure 
four thousand horses and mules, thoroughly 
broken and suitable for army purposes, to be 
ready for shipment in three months, the 
animals to be inspected by a commission of 
German officers, and to be graded as follows : 
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For artillery service and officers’ mounts ; for 
cavalry, including officers’ and general staff 
mounts ; for baggage, waggon, and pack train. 
For the artillery the firm was limited to bays, 
blacks, and sorrels, while for cavalry and the 
waggons all colours were accepted. ‘The 
horses were to weigh from g5olb. to 1,250lb.; 
height ranging from 14.2 to 16 hands. 

It was recognised that it would be difficult, 
if not impossible, to secure in such a short 
period the required number of thoroughly 
broken horses and mules, sound and suitable 
in every respect, more particularly as the 
American Government had been purchasing 
large numbers for the Philippines. 

When a man has horses which are wel! 
broken, free from vicious habits, and sound 
in bone, he either demands a_prohibitory 
price for them or else is not willing to sell at 
all. For this reason it was necessary to get 
the stock from two sources: animals that 
had been partly broken and were not suffi- 
ciently gentle for army use and required 
handling and training, and those absolutely 
wild horses known to stockmen as “colts.” 

To make such animals sufficiently docile 
to satisfy the exactions of an army commis- 
sion was the problem. Operations were 
commenced by building at the Baden Farm 
a large number of temporary stables with 
narrow stalls, such as the horses would be 
placed in aboard ship. In the course of a 
few weeks the firm was prepared to stable 
and stall 750 head. They then built circular 
riding corrals, snubbing - posts, haltering 
shutes, and other conveniences required to 
carry on the operation of “ breaking” on a 
large scale. All the experienced rough- 
riders to be found were at once engaged, 
until there were in the riding crew fifty men 
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BREAKING 


and upwards, the majority of whom could 
ride without any difficulty the hardest bucker 
or greatest outlaw that might come along. 

In addition to the riding crew, a driving 
crew to handle and break the horses suitable 
for artillery was secured, so that they could 
be driven double in fours and sixes. Among 
the handlers and vacqueros were included 
some of the most noted rough-riders in the 
country; their services were needed, for 
never was a wilder set of brutes brought 
together in one company. The vacqueros 
received big money for their services, and 
earned it, for a dozen times a day they 
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7ft. high. On starting the animals in this 
passage the doors would be suddenly: closed 
before and behind them, and they were then 
powerless to prevent a halter from readily 
being placed on them. After the halter was 
adjusted the animals were led out and tied 
to a snubbing-post, three or four men often 
eing required to lead some of the horses. 
On being tied to the post the animals . 
would struggle: fiercely to break the halter, 
pulling, backing, and lying on it with full 
weight for hours at a time, varying the 
proceedings by throwing themselves on the 
ground and kicking violently. 











GENERAL VIEW OF THE CORRAL, SHOWING HUNDREDS OF HORSES IN 
From a Photograph. 


The total working force 
finally numbered about 380 men. 

After things were started arrivals at the 
farm averaged 200 head daily ; some were 


_ thoroughly broken, while others were fresh 


from the range, having no greater acquaint- 
ance with man than a “rodea” occasionally 
furnished them. The first thing necessary 
was to pass the arrivals through the various 
grading corrals so that they might be 
assigned to their proper class. After the 
colts were taken in charge by either the 
riding or driving crew they were put in 
' the bridling shute, a long, narrow, heavily- 
: boarded partition, V-shaped, allowing very 
' little room for foot action, with sides about 
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This process lasted from two to six days 
according to the disposition of the animals. 
When they would allow a man to approach 
without attempting to pull away, and would 
permit themselves to be led around by a rope, 
they would be considered “ halter broken ” 
and ready for the ring. The foreman would 
then assign such horses to various men in 
his crew, whose business it was to ride or 
drive the animal until thoroughly broken and 
accepted by the officers, each man riding six 
horses a day. The riders were assisted in 
saddling and bridling by men assigned for 
that purpose. 

This operation is commenced by drawing 
a blind over the horse’s eyes, when he will 
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stand quietly while the blanket and saddle 
are put on and the cinch drawn. After the 
rider has mounted the blind is taken off and 
the fun begins, the horse rearing and plunging 
around the circular corral, backing and 
_kicking, encouraged to his best efforts by the 
rider, so as to “take it all out of him” as 
soon as possible. After ten minutes’ ride in 
the ring, or circular corral, the horses were 
taken out on the road and ridden in squads 
of ten. Each horse was ridden once a day 
for one hour, say, ten or fifteen minutes. in 
the ring and forty to forty-five minutes on 
the road. On returning the horse was 
curried and brushed, 
at first rather indif- 
ferently, as may be 
imagined, as this was 
done more to “gentle” 


them than for any 
other reason. 
This treatment 


suffices for most of 
the horses, but there 
are somè especially 
fractious brutes 
which require harsher 
measures. These are 
placed in a separate 
squad and turned into 
one of the largest 
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HALF-BROKEN HORSES RECEIVING THE SADDLE FOR THE FIRST TIME. 
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yards. Several of the cowboys on horseback 
with lariats then enter, and riding after the 
herd as they canter round the fence-line 
each singles out his victim, and deftly whirl- 
ing the rope round his head launches it out 
into the air. Almost as surely as it leaves 
his hand it encircles the head and neck of 
the running horse or mule. Such treatment 
he has never known before, so off he goes 
with a dash until the slack of the rope is 
exhausted. He is brought up with a jerk 
that throws him upon his haunches, for the 
other end of the lariat is firmly secured to 
the horn of the vacquero’s Mexican saddle. 
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A MOUNTED VACQUERO BREAKING A WILD HORSE, 
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His struggles, however, have tightened the 
noose until he can scarcely breathe. If the 
fight lasts too long another vacquero lassoes 
him round the forelegs, and it is a pretty 
sight to see the skilful way the noose is 
dropped just where the animal’s feet will be 
the next instant. Securely caught round 
neck and legs he cannot last much longer, 
for his breath is cut off and his fighting 
powers greatly curtailed by the second rope. 
Fight, however, he will until the very last, 
when, exhausted and sweating at every.pore, 
he goes down for good in a cloud of dust. 

He is then quickly haltered and led off to 
another corral, where 
he is allowed to run 
around for a few days, 
dragging his halter-rope 
with him to get accus- 
tomed to the idea, while 
his captors are busy with 
others of his kind. Al- 
though he may fondly 
imagine now and then 
that he is free again, he 
is forcibly reminded of 
the fact that it is only a 
dream whenever one of 
his companions in mis- 
fortune steps on his 
halter-rope, giving him 
a jerk that is very irrita- 
, ting. After this stage 
“ he is tied up to a strong 
post for a time, and this 
always provokes another 
struggle to get away 
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from the halter. When 
he has come to his senses 
and given up the struggle 
he is led to a round cor- 
ral, where, without more 
ado, a saddle is tightly 
cinched upon him, This 
is a ticklish business and 
is not done in a hurry by 
any means. Very care- 
fully he is approached. 
While gently stroking 
and coaxing the animal 
the cowboy quietly places 
the saddle on the crea- 
ture’s back, all the time 
keeping a careful watch ; 
for an apparently peace- 
ful animal may in less 
than a second become 
a very demon in his 
wild attempt to break 
loose and shake the saddle off. 

The vacquero, watching his chance, leaps 
to his seat in the saddle. Bucking, kicking, 
rearing and bucking again, the horse tries to 
shake his tormentor off. But bucking like 
this is very tiresome. Soon the horse gives 
it up and quits, then the gate is opened and 
he is taken to the main road. His spirits 
rise at once. Now or never is the time, for 
surely nothing can withstand him on open 
ground. A frantic dash down the road 
follows, with all his old tactics repeated, but 
this is again in vain, for the cowboy keeps 
his seat, smoking a cigarette and apparently 
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A DANGEROUS MOMENT. 
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much at home. Soon horse and rider come 
back along the road, the former with the 
starch out of him, and the breaking of a 
cavalry horse is finished. 

This process would have to be continued 
for from two to four weeks, according to the 
disposition and breeding of the animal. Well- 
bred animals are handled more readily than 
“half-bred.” With fifty men in the riding 
crew it will be seen that 300 colts are ridden 
daily. In the driving crew the process is 
much the same ; in place 
of saddling the horses are 
harnessed to a waggon and 
driven on the road : first 
with a well- broken, experi- 
enced horse to make a team, 
and then, after a few days, 
two colts are driven to- 
gether. These “breaking 
horses” are very interesting, 
exerting quite as much 
effort to handle a colt as the 
men who do the driving. 
When a colt is fractious the 
old breaking horse will pull 
him around, and if he is 
inclined to hold back drag 
him along into a trot or run. 

Generally speaking Mexi- 
cans and half-breed Indians 
have been the best rough- 
riders, although the most 
graceful, fearless, and cap- 
able of the crew is an 
American of Irish descent, 








driving crew col- 
oured men were 
found to be the 
best hands at con- 
- quering and gent- 
ling the animals, 
more particularly 
the mules. Every 
day these men 
give splendid ex- 
hibitions of rough- 
riding and reck- 
less nerve. Danger 
lurks on every 
hand and is not 
confined to flying 
hoofs, but so great 
has been the skill 
of the vacqueros 
that the total casu- ` 
alties only number 
a few broken arms. 

Within three months the company has had 
4,500 animals accepted and branded by the 
commission from 6,000 head handled and 
shown. After the animals were examined by 
the commissioners for age, soundness, and 
eyesight, they were shown at walk, trot, and 
gallop, under saddle and in harness, and 
when accepted were branded on the left side 
of the neck with a letter to indicate class—- 
R, for cavalry; Z, for artillery ; and T, for 
transport ; the mules having no designation. 
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THE CHIEF VACQUERO ON A CONQUERED MOUNT, 
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Each animal was also numbered consecu- 
tively, as “Z 100,” etc. 

The transporting vessels were fitted at a 
very heavy expense with stalls, ventilating 
plant, water supply, and other conveniences 
to guarantee safe passage of the animals on 
the long voyage to China. The cost of 
fittings varied from 40,o00dols. to 75,000dols., 
according to the size of the vessel. This 
will give some idea of the amount of work 
that was done. The stalls were built in rows 
on the three decks of .the steamer, the full 
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thirty days. Bolts were fitted over every 
stall, so that animals showing any weakness 
on their feet might occasionally be supported 
in canvas slings. 

Every known precaution for safe trans- 
portation having been adopted, regardless of 
expense, it was gratifying to land safely at 
Taku something over 95 per cent. of the 
stock shipped, which is in itself a new record. 
In this business the company made several 
new records :— 

First : In securing that number of animals 
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length of the ship. In this way the horses 
would stand thwart ships, with heads toward 
the centre of the vessel. The stalls were 
2ft. 6in. between perpendiculars, or 2ft. 3in. 
clear, and 7ft. deep. The stalls were built 
so narrow in order to keep the animals 
steady in case the ship encountered heavy 
weather, and with cleats on the floor 
to enable them to keep a safe footing. 
Each stall was padded at the front to 
prevent injury to the animal if thrown for- 
ward. Of course, while in such small stalls 
the animals could not lie down, and had to 
stand on their feet throughout the voyage of 
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A BUSY SCENE ON THE WHARF—SHIPPING FIVE HUNDRED BROKEN HORSES. 
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in such a short space of time. Second : The 
class and appearance of the stock. ‘Third: 
The large numbers shipped per Samoa and 
Bosnia. Fourth: Largest percentage safely 
transported. 

In loading the horses by far the greater 
number were walked aboard on a gang- plank 
from the dock to the main deck of the ship, 
and were then led down gangways built in 
the hatches to the lower decks. However, 
some of the animals had to be loaded into 
portable stalls from the dock and lowered 
into the hold, as it was not possible to reach 
some sections of the ship in any other way. 
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AILORMEN < ’ave their 
faults, said the night-watch- 
man, frankly. Pm not 
denying of it. I used to 
‘ave myself when I was at 
sea, but being close with 
their money is a fault as can seldom be 
brought ag’in ’em. 

I saved some money once—two golden 
sovereigns, owing to a ’ole in my pocket. 
Before I got another ship I slept two nights 
on a door-step and ’ad nothing to eat, and I 
found them two sovereigns in the lining © 
my coat when I was over two thousand miles 
away from the nearest pub. 

I on’y knew one miser all the years I was 
at sea. Thomas Geary ’is name was, and we 
was shipmates aboard the barque Grenada, 
homeward bound from Sydney to London. 

Thomas was a man that was getting into 
years ; sixty, I think ’e was, and old enough 
to know better. ’E’d been saving ’ard for 
over forty years, and as near as we could 
make out ’e was worth a matter o’ six ’undered 
pounds. He used to be fond o’ talking 
about it, and letting us know how much 
better off ’e was than any of the rest of us. 

We was about a month out from Sydney 
when old ‘Thomas took sick. Bill Hicks 
said that it was owing to a‘ha’penny he 
couldn’t account for; but Walter Jones, 
whose family was always ill, and thought ’e 
knew a lot about it, said that ’e knew 
wot it was, but ’e couldn’t remember the 
name of it, and that when we got to London 
and Thomas saw a doctor, we should see as 
‘ow ’e was right. 

Whatever it was the old man got worse 
and worse. The skipper came down and 
gave ’im some physic and looked at ’is 
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tongue, and then ’e looked at our tongues 
to see wot the difference was. Then ’e left 
the cook in charge of ’im and went off. 

The next day Thomas was worse, and it 
was soon clear to everybody but ’im that ’e 
was slipping ’is cable. He wouldn’t believe 
it at first, though the cook told ’im, Bill Hicks 
told him, and Walter Jones ’ad a grandfather 
that went off in just the same way. 

“Im not going to die,” says Thomas. 
“ How can I die and leave all that money ? ” 

“Tt’ll be good for your relations, Thomas,” 
says Walter Jones. 

“I ain’t got any,” says the old man. 

“Well, your friends, then, Thomas,” says 
Walter, soft-like. 

“ Ain’t got any,” says the old man ag’in. 

“Yes, you ’ave, Thomas,” says Walter, 
with a kind smile; “I could tell you one 
you've got.” 

Thomas shut ’is éyes at im and began to 
talk pitiful about ’is money and the ’ard 
work ’e’d ’ad saving of it. And by-and-by 
’e got worse, and didn’t reckernise us, but 
thought we was a pack o’ greedy, drunken 
sailormen. He thought Walter Jones was a 
shark, and told ’im so, and, try all ’e could, 
Walter couldn’t persuade ’im different. 

He died the day arter. In the morning ’e 
was whimpering about ’is money ag’in, and 
angry with Bill when ’e reminded ’im that ’e 
couldn’t take it with ’im, and ’e made Bill 
promise that ’e should be buried just as ’e was. 
Bill tucked him up arter that, and when ’e 
felt a canvas belt tied round the old man’s 
waist ’e began to see wot ’e was driving at. 

‘The weather was dirty that day and there 
was a bit o’ sea running, consequently all 
‘ands was on deck, and a boy about sixteen 
wot used to’elp the steward down aft was 
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lookin’ arter Thomas. Me and Bill just 
run down to give a look at the old man in 
time. 

“I am going to take it with me, Bill.” says 
the old man. 

“ That’s right,” says Bill. 

“My mind’s—easy now,” says Thomas. 
“T gave it to Jimmy—to—to—throw over- 
board for me.” 

“ Wot?” says Bill, staring. 

“That’s right, Bill,” says the boy. 
told me to. It wasa little packet o’ bank- 
notes. He gave me tuppence for doing it.” 

Old Thomas seemed to be listening. ’Is 
eyes was open, and ’e looked artful at Bill to 
think wot a clever thing ’e’d done. 

“Nobody’s goin’—to spend—my money,” 
’e says. ‘‘ Nobody’s-——” 

We drew back from ’is bunk, and stood 
staring at im. Then Bill turned to the boy. 

“Go and tell the skipper ’e’s gone,” ’e 
says, “and mind, for your own sake, don’t 
tell the skipper or anybody else that you’ve 
thrown all that money overboard.” 

“Why not?” says Jimmy. 

“ Becos you'll be locked up for it,” says 
Bill; ‘‘ you’d no business to do it. You’ve 
been and broke the law. It ought to ha’ 
been left to somebody.” 

Jimmy looked scared, and arter ’e was gone 
I turned to Bill, and I looks at’im and I says: 
“ What’s the little game, Bill?” 

“ Game?” says Bill, snorting at me. “I 
don’t want the pore boy to get into trouble, 
do I? Pore little chap. You was young 
yourself once.” 

“Ves,” I says; “but I’m a bit older now, 
Bill, and unless you tell me wot your little 
game is, I shall tell the skipper myself, and 
the chaps too. Pore old Thomas told ’im to 
do it, so where’s the boy to blame?” 

“Do you think Jimmy dd?” says Bill, 
screwing up his nose at me. “That little 
varmint is walking about worth six ’undered 
quid. Now you keep your mouth shut and 
Tl make it worth your while.” 

Then I see Bill’s game. “All right, I'll 
keep quiet for the sake o’ my half,” I says, 
looking at ’im. 

I thought hed ha’ choked, and .the 
langwidge ’e see fit to use was a’most as 
much as I could answer. 

“Very well, then,” ’e says, at last, “ halves 
itis. It ain’t robbery becos it belongs to 
nobody, and it ain’t the boy’s becos ’e was 
told to throw it overboard.” 

They buried pore old Thomas next morn- 
ing, and arter it was all over Bill put ‘is ’and 
on the boy’s shoulder as they walked for’ard 
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and ’e says, “ Poor old Thomas ’as gone to 
look for ’is money,” he says; “wonder 
whether ’e’ll find it! Was it a big bundle, 
Jimmy?” 

“ No,” says the boy, shaking ’is ’ead. 
“They was six ’undered pound notes and 
two sovereigns, and I wrapped the sovereigns 
up in the notes to make ’em sink. Fancy 
throwing money away like that, Bill: seems 
a sin, don’t it?” 

Bill didn’t answer ’im, and that arternoon 
the other chaps below being asleep we 
searched ’is bunk through and through with- 
out any luck, and at last Bill sat down and 
swore ’e must ha’ got it about ’im. 

We waited till night, and when everybody 
was snoring ’ard we went over to the boy’s 
bunk and went all through ’is pockets and felt 
the linings, and then we went back to our 
side and Bill said wot ’e thought about 
Jimmy in whispers. 

“He must ha’ got it tied round ’is waist 
next to ’is skin, like Thomas ’ad,” I says. 

We stood there in the dark whispering, 
and then Bill couldn’t stand it any longer, 
and ’e went over on tiptoe to the bunk ag’in. 
He was tremblin’ with excitement and I 
wasn’t much better, when all of a sudden the 
cook sat up in ’is bunk with a dreadful 
laughing scream and called out that some- 
body was ticklin’ ’im. 

I got into my bunk and Bill got into ’is, 
and we lay there listening while the cook, 
who was a terrible ticklish man, leaned out 
of ’is bunk and said wot ’e’d do if it 
’appened ag’in. 

“Go to sleep,” says Walter Jones ; “ you're 
dreamin’. Who d’you think would want to 
tickle you ? ” 

“I tell you,” says the cook, “somebody 
come over and tickled me with a ’and the size 
of a leg o’ mutton. I feel creepy all over.” 

Bill gave it up for that night, but the next 
day ’e pretended to think Jimmy was gettin’ 
fat an’ ’e caught ’old of ’im and prodded ’im 
all over. He thought ’e felt something round 
‘is waist, but ’e couldn’t be sure, and Jimmy 
made such a noise that the other chaps 
interfered and told Bill to leave ’im alone. 

For a whole week we tried to find that 
money, and couldn’t, and Bill said it was a 
suspicious thing that Jimmy kept aft a good 
deal more than ’e used to, and ’e got an idea 
that the boy might ha’ ’idden it somewhere 
there. At the end o’ that time, ’owever, 
owing to our being short-’anded, Jimmy was 
sent for’ard to work as ordinary seaman, and 
it began to be quite noticeable the way ’e 
avoided Bill. 
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At last one day we got ’im alone down the 
fo’c’s'le, and Bill put ‘is arm round ’im and 
got ’im on the locker and asked ’im straight 
out where the money was. 

“Why, I chucked it overboard,” he says. 
“I told you so afore. Wot a memory you’ve 
got, Bill!” 

Bill picked ’im up and laid ’im on the 
locker, and we searched ’im thoroughly. We 
even took ’is boots off, and then we ’ad 
another look in ’is bunk while ’e was putting 
’em on ag’in. 

“ If you're innercent,” says Bill, “ why don’t 
you call out ?—eh?” 

“ Because you told me not to say anything 
about it, Bill,” says the boy. “But I will 
next time. Loud, I will.” 

“ Look ’ere,” says Bill, “ you tell us where 
it is, and the three of us’ll go shares in it. 
That'll be two ’undered pounds each, and 
we'll tell you ’ow to get yours changed 
without getting caught. Were cleverer than 
you are, you know.” 

“I know that, Bill,” says the boy; “but 
it’s no good me telling you lies. I chucked 
it overboard.” 

“Very good, then,” says Bill, getting up. 
“T’m going to tell the skipper.” 

“Tell im,” says Jimmy. “I don’t care.” 
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“Then you'll be searched arter -you’ve 
stepped ashore,” says Bill, “and you won't be 
allowed on the ship ag’in. You'll lose it all 
by being greedy, whereas if you go shares 
with us you'll ’ave two ’undered pounds.” 

I could see as ’ow the boy ’adn’t thought 
o’ that, and try as’e would ’e couldn’t ’ide 
is feelin’s. He called Bill a red-nosed 
shark, and ’e called me somethin’ I’ve for- 
gotten now. 

“Think it over,” says Bill; “ mind, you'll 
be collared as soon as you've left the gang- 
way and searched by the police.” 

“And will they tickle the cook too, I 
wonder?” says Jimmy, savagely. 

“ And if they find it you'll go to prison,” 
says Bill, giving ’im a clump o’ the side o’ 
the ’ead, “and you won't like that, I can 
tell you.” 

“ Why, ain't it nice, Bill?” says Jimmy. 

Bill looked at ’im and then ’e steps to the 
ladder. “Im not going to talk to you any 
more, my lad,” ’e says. “ I’m going to tell the 
skipper.” 

He went up slowly, and just as ’e reached 
the deck Jimmy started up and called ’im. 
Bill pretended not to ’ear, and the boy ran 
up on deck and follered ’im; and arter a 
little while they both came down ag’in 
together. 

“ Did you wish to speak to 
me, my lad?” says Bill, ’olding 
is ’ead up. 

“Yes,” says the boy, fiddling 
with ‘is fingers; “if you keep 
your ugly mouth shut, we'll go 
shares.” 

“ Ho!” says Bill, “I thought 
you throwed it overboard !” 

“T thought so, too, Bill,” 
says Jimmy, very softly, “and 
when I come below ag'in I 
found it in my trousers’ pocket.” 

“ Where is it now ?” says Bill. 

“Never mind where it is,” 
says the boy; “you couldn’t 
get it if I,was to tell you. It'll 
take me all my time to doit 
myself.” 

“Where is it?” says Bill, 
agin. “Im goin’ to take care of it. 
l won’t trust you.” 

“And I can’t trust you,” says 
Jimmy. 

“Tf you don't tell me where it is this 
minute,” says Bill, moving to the ladder 
agin, “Im off to tell the skipper. I 
want it in my ’ands, or at any rate my 
share of it. Why not share it out now?” 
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“ Because I ’aven’t got it,” says Jimmy, 
stamping ’is foot, “that’s why, and it’s all 
your silly fault. Arter you came pawing 
through my pockets when you thought I was 
asleep I got frightened and ’id it.” 

“Where?” says Bill. 

“In the second. mate’s mattress,” says 
Jimmy. “I was tidying up down aft and I 
found a ’ole in the underneath side of ’is 
mattress and I shoved it in there, and poked 
it in with a bit o’ stick.” 

“ And ’ow are you going to get it?” says 
Bill, scratching ’is ‘ead. 

“Thats wot I don’t 
know, seeing that I’m not 
allowed aft now,” says 
Jimmy. “One of us'll 
‘ave to make a dash for 
it when we get to London. 
And mind if there’s any 
‘anky-panky on your part, 
Bill, Vil give the show 
away myself.” 

The cook came down 
just then and we ’ad to 
leave off talking, and I 
could see that Bill was so 
pleased at finding that 
the money ’adn’t been 
thrown overboard that 
’e was losing sight o’ the 
difficulty o’ getting at it. 
In a day or two, ’owever, 
’e see it as plain as me 
and Jimmy did, and, as 
time went by, he got 
desprit, and frightened 
us both by ’anging about aft 
every chance ’e got. 

The companion -way faced 
the wheel, and there was about 
as much chance o’ getting down 
there without being seen as « 
there would be o’ taking a man’s 
false teeth out of ’is mouth without ‘is know- 
ing it. Jimmy went down one day while Bill 
was at the wheel to look for ’is knife, wot’e 
thought ’e’d left down there, and ’e’d ’ardly 
got down afore Bill saw ‘im come up ag’in, 
’olding on to the top of a mop which the 
steward was using. 

We couldn't figure it out nohow, and to 
think o’ the second mate, a little man with a 
large fam’ly, who never ’ad a penny in ’is 
pocket, sleeping every night on a six ’undered 
pound mattress, sent us pretty near crazy. 
We used to talk it over whenever we 
got a chance, and Bill and Jimmy could 
scarcely be civil to each other. The boy 
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said it was Bill’s fault, and ’e said it was 
the boy’s. 

“The on’y thing I can see,” says the boy, 
one day, “is for Bill to ’ave a touch of sun- 
stroke as ’e’s leaving the wheel one day, 
tumble ’ead-first down the companion-way, 
and injure ’isself so severely that e’ can’t be 
moved. Then they'll put ‘im in a cabin 
down aft, and p’r’aps IIl ’ave to go and nurse 
im. Anyway, Ae’ be down there.” 

“Tt’s a very good idea, Bill,” I says. 

“ Ho,” says Bill, looking at me as if ’e 
would eat me. “Why 
don’t you do it, then ?” 

“Id sooner you did 
it, Bill,” says the boy; 
“ still, I don’t mind which 
it is. Why not toss up 
for it?” 

“Get away,” says Bill. 
“Get away afore I do 
something you won’t like, 
you blood-thirsty little 
murderer.” 

“Tve got a plan my- 
self,” he says, in a 
low voice, after the 
boy ’ad ’opped off, 
“and if I can’t think 
of nothing better 
T'll try it, and mind, 
not a word to the 
boy.” 

He didn’t think 
o nothing better, 
and one night just 

/ as we was entering the 
y Channel ’e tried ’is plan. He 
was in the second mate’s 
watch, and by-and-by ’e leans 
over the wheel and says to 
Z ’im_ in a low voice, “ This is 
my last v’y’ge, sir.” 

“Qh,” says the second 
mate, who was a man as didn’t mind talking 
to a man before the mast. “ How’s that?” 

“Ive got a berth ashore, sir,” says Bill, 
“and I wanted to ask a favour, sir.” ; 

The second mate growled and walked off 
a pace or two. 

“Tve never been so ’appy as I’ve been on 
this ship,” says Bill; “none of us ‘ave. We 
was saying so the other night, and every- 
body agreed as it was owing to you, sir, and 
your kindness to all of us.” 

The second mate coughed, but Bill could 
see as ’e was a bit pleased. 

“The feeling came over me,” says Bill, 
“that when I leave the sca for good I'd like 
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to ‘ave something o’ yours to remember you 
by, sir. And it seemed to me that if I ’ad 
your mattress I should think of you ev'ry 
night o’ my life.” 

“ My wot?” says the second mate, staring 
at ’im. 

“Your mattress, sir,” says Bill. “If I 
might make so bold as to offer a pound for it, 
sir. I want something wot’s been used by 
you, and I’ve got a fancy for that as a keep- 
sake.” 

The second mate shook ’is ’ead. “I’m 
sorry, Bill,” ’e says, gently, “ but I couldn’t let 
it go at that.” 

“Id sooner pay thirty shillin’s than not 
’ave it, sir,” says i 
Bill, ’umbly. 

“T gave a lot 
of money for that 
mattress,” says 
the mate, ag’in. 
“I forgit ’ow 
much, but a lot. 
You don’t know 
’ow valuable that 
mattress is.” 

“T know it’s 
a good one, sir, 
else you wouldn’t 
’ave it,” says Bill. 
“Would a couple 
o’ pounds buy it, 
sir?” 

The second 
mate hum’d and 
had, but Bill 
was afeard to go 
any ’igher. So 
far as ’e could 
make out from 
Jimmy, the mat- 
tress was worth 
about eighteen- 
pence — to any- 
body who wasn’t 
pertiklar. 

“IPve slept 
on that mattress for years,” says the mate, 
looking at ’im from the corner of ’is eye. 
“I don’t believe I could sleep on another. 
Still, to oblige you, Bill, you shall ’ave it at 
that if you don’t want it till we go ashore ?” 

“Thankee, sir,” says Bill, ’ardly able to 
keep from dancing, “and I'll ’and over the 
two pounds when were paid off. I shall 
keep it all my life, sir, in memory of you and 
your kindness.” 

“And mind you keep quiet about it,” says 
the second mate, who didn’t want the skipper 
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to know wot ’e’d been doing, “because I 
don’t want to be bothered by other men want- 
ing to buy things as keepsakes.” 

Bill promised ’im like a shot, and when ’e 
told me about it ’e was nearly crying with 
oy. 
“And mind,” ’e says, “I’ve bought that 


‘mattress, bought it as it stands, and it’s got 


nothing to do with Jimmy. We'll each paya 
pound and halve wot’s in it.” 

He persuaded me at last, but that boy 
watched us like a cat watching a couple o’ 
canaries, and I could see we should ’ave all we 
could do to deceive zm. He seemed more 
suspicious o’ Bill than me, and ’e kep’ 
worrying us 
nearly every day 
to know wot we 
were going to do. 

We beat about 
in the Channel 
with a strong 
’ead-wind for 
four days, and 
then a tug picked 
us up and towed 
us to London. 

The excite- 
ment of that last 
little bit was 
orrible. Fust of 
all we ’ad got to 
get the mattress, 
and then in some 
way we ’ad got to 
get rid o’ Jimmy. 
Bills idea was 
for me to take 
‘im ashore with 
me and tell ’im that Bill would 

join us arterwards, and then lose 

‘im; but I said that till rda 

Y got my share I couldn’t bear to 

\ lose sight © Bill’s honest face 

‘for ’alf a second. 

And, besides, Jimmy wouldn’t 

‘ave gone. All the way up the 

river ’e stuck to Bill, and kept asking ’im wot 

we were to do. ’E was ’alf crying, and so 

excited that Bill was afraid the other chaps 
would notice it. 

We got to our berth in the East India 
Docks-at last, and arter we were made fast 
we went below to ’ave a wash and change 
into our shore-going togs. Jimmy watched 
us all the time, and then ’e comes up to Bill 
biting ’is nails, and says :— 

“ How’s it to be done, Bill?” 

“Hang about arter the rest ’ave gone 
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ashore, and trust to luck,” says Bill, looking 
at me. “We'll see ’ow the land lays when 
we draw our advance.” 

We went down aft to draw ten shillings 
each to go ashore with. Bill and me got 
ours fust, and then the second mate who ’ad 
tipped ’im the wink follered us out uncon- 
cerned-like and ’anded Bill the mattress 
rolled up in a sack. 

“Ere you are, Bill,” ’e says. 

“Much obliged, sir,” says Bill, and ’is 
’ands trembled so as ’e could ’ardly ’old it, 
and ’e made to go off afore Jimmy came up 
on deck. ; 

Then that fool of a mate kept us there 
while ’e made a little speech. Twice Bill 
made to go off, but ’e put ’is ’and on ’is arm 
and kept ’im there while ’e told ’im ’ow he’d 
always tried to be liked by the men, and ’ad 
generally succeeded, and in the middle of it 
up popped Master Jimmy. 

He gave a start as ’e saw the bag, and ’is 
eyes opened wide, and then as we walked 
forard ’e put ’is arm through Bill’s and 
called ’im all the names ’e could think of. 

“You'd steal the milk out of a cat’s 
saucer,” ’e says; “but mind, you don’t leave 
this ship till I’ve got my share.” 

-“T meant it for a pleasant sur- 
prise for you, Jimmy,” says Bill, 
trying to smile. 

“I dont like your surprises, 
Bill, so I don’t deceive you,” says 
the boy. “ Where are you going to 
open it?” 

“I was thinking of opening it in 
my.bunk,” says Bill. ‘The perlice 
might want to examine it if we took 
it through the dock. Come on, 
Jimmy, old man.” 

“Yes; all right,” says the boy, 
nodding ’is ’ead at im. “Pll stay up 
‘ere. You might forget yourself, Bill, 
if I trusted myself down there with 
you alone. You can throw my 
share up to me, and then you'll leave the 
ship afore I do. See?” 

“Go to blazes,” says Bill; and then, 
seeing that the last chance ’ad gone, we went 
below, and ’e chucked the bundle in ’is 
bunk. There was only one chap down there, 
and arter spending best part o’ ten minutes 
doing ’is hair ’e nodded to us and went off. 

Half a minute later Bill cut open the 
mattress and began to search through the 
stuffing, while I struck matches and watched 
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im. It wasn’t a big mattress and there 
wasn’t much stuffing, but we couldn’t seem 
to see that money. Bill went all over it 
agin and ag’in, and then ’e stood up and 
looked at me and caught ’is breath painful. 

“Do you think the mate found it?” ’e 
says, in a ’usky voice. 

We went through it ag’in, and then Bill 
went half-way up the fo’c’s’le ladder and 
called softly for Jimmy. He called three 
times, and then, with a sinking sensation in 
‘is stummick, ’e went up on deck and I 
follered ’im. The boy was nowhere to be 
seen. All we saw was the ship’s cat ’aving 
a wash and brush-up afore going ashore, and 
the skipper standing aft talking to the owner. 

We never saw that boy ag’in. He never 
turned up for ’is box, and ’e didn’t show up 
to draw ’is pay. Everybody else was there, 
of course, and arter I’d got mine and come 
outside I see pore Bill with ’is back up ag’in 
a wall, staring ‘ard at the second mate, who 
was looking at ’im with a kind smile, and 
asking ‘im ’ow hed slept. The last 


thing I saw of Bill, the pore chap ’ad 
got ‘is ’and in ’is trousers’ pockets, and 
was trying ’is hardest to smile back. 
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women have not produced much 
good work in the way of com- 
position. In former years this 
reproach may have had some 
basis in fact, but at the present time the 
woman composer in England is a force to be 
recognised. A concert pro- 
gramme that does not 
include the names of one 
or two women well known 
in the world of music, more- 
over, is extremely rare. 

It is in song-writing that 
the greater number of 
English women have made 
their reputations, and it is 
with the song-writers that 
this article mainly deals. 

Mme. Liza Lehmann, 
who inherits all the ability 
of her extremely clever 
parents, is one of the most 
celebrated English women 
composers. Her father, Rudolph Lehmann, 
is a world-renowned artist, and her mother 
has written beautiful songs under the initials 
of “A. L.” Her grandfather was Mr. 
Robert Chambers, of Edinburgh, famous for 
his Encyclopedia. 

At the age of three little Liza could sing 
perfectly. Taught by her mother, and gifted 
with. a bird-like voice, her execution was 
quite ‘marvellous. As she grew older she 
developed a talent for painting and drawing, 
‘and-at last the day arrived when Liza 
Lehmann had to decide upon her real 
vocation. Should she be an artist or a 
musician ? Singing won the day, and when 
quite young she made her first appearance on 
the concert platform. Her 
successful career only ter- 
minated with her marriage, 
when she resolved to give 
up everything to composi- 
tion. 

In this she has been 
successful. Her song cycle, 
“A Persian Garden,” one 
of the most exquisite of 
modern works, has won for 
her a reputation that would 
satisfy the most ambitious. 
Her other songs are ad- 
mired everywhere. One of 
the latest — “In Memo- 
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MME. LIZA LEHMANN. 
From a Photo. by Deneulain. 





MISS FRANCES ALLITSEN. 
Froma Photo. by Ernst. 


riam ” — created an immense success in 
America when David Bispham sang it there 
two winters ago. 

Had Miss Frances Allitsen followed her 
youthful inclinations the musical world 
would have lost much that is extremely good. 
To excel in literature was her first ambition, 
and before she took up the 
study of music seriously 
she had published several 
successful short stories. No 
talent like hers, however, 
could long remain dormant, 
and before she was out of 
her teens she was working 
hard at the Guildhall 
School of Music. Mer. 
Weist Hill, then the Prin- 
cipal, was so struck with 
some songs that she had 
written without instruction 
that he presented her with 
a free scholarship to the 
school, where she studied 
under Mr. Henry Gadsby. She did some 
excellent orchestral composition, and was 
awarded a first prize for an overture fully 
scored. 

Versatility is undoubtedly Miss Allitsen’s 
strongest point. Sacred songs, patriotic 
songs, classical and love songs, all come 
alike to her. “The Song of Thanksgiving ” 
is possibly the one that has made her name 
most widely known, but “ There’s a Land” 
runs it close in popularity. Her setting of 
Marie Corelli’s poem, “ Prince Ivan’s Song,” 
is distinctly one of her happiest inspirations. 
When Mr. Edwyn Wolseley sang it on tour 
in Sweden the King expressed himself 
delighted with it. In America her sacred 

music is heard in every 
church, and is immensely 
appreciated. Unfortunately 
health that is not the most 
robust, and the artistic 
nature that cannot work 
with the regularity of clock- 
work, have to some extent 
interfered with Miss Allit- 

x sen’s career. Above all 

y things, however, she is con- 
A scientious. She devotes her 
i entire life to work, and, 

however hard may be the 
struggle, she never writes 
down to win applause. 
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MME, GUY D’'HARDELOT. 
From a Photo. by Ellis. 


Mme. Guy d’Hardelot began to compose 
at a very early age. Her mother was ex- 
tremely musical, and her surroundings did 
much to foster her artistic tastes. Her earliest 
songs came to her quite spontaneously, and 
she wrote without the slight- 
est effort. Nowthe thousand 
and one other interests of 
her busy life rather inter- 
fere with her work. She 
cannot write to order, and 
only a short time ago she 
broke her contract with 
an American firm of pub- \ 
lishers, as she found it im- 
possible to turn out regu- 
larly so many songs a year. à 
“ Sans Toi” is probably the 
firstsongthatestablished her 
reputation as a composer. 

Much of Mme. d’Har- 
delot’s time is now spent 
in coaching. She has the happy knack of 
imparting knowledge in a quite delightful 
manner. She can transform in a remarkably 
short time an inexperienced beginner into a 
finished singer. Like everyone who has had 
the opportunity of judging, she was greatly 
struck with the sound musical knowledge of 
the late Queen. She had a pleasant expe- 
rience of it six months ago, for, when Calvé 
went to sing at the last operatic performance 
at Windsor, Mme. d’Hardelot went with her. 
They spent the night at the Castle, and the 
next morning the Queen granted them a 
private audience. After a long conversation 
on musical matters, past and present, Calvé 
sang to her Guy d’Hardelot’s “Visions,” which 
the Queen much admired. She also sang a 
“ Chanson du Pays,” in the patois of her 
native country, and Mme. d’Hardelot found 
herself placed in a terribly embarrassing 


position over this, There was no music, and 
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as Calvé began to sing she asked her to make up 
some sort of impromptu accompaniment for 
her, which, keenly alive to the Royal criticism, 
Mme. d’Hardelot did. Fortunately, the un- 
rehearsed performance proved a great success. 

Miss Florence Gilbert is now well known 
as a writer of most charming ballads. She 
is a sister of Mr. W. S. Gilbert, the dramatist, 
and received most of her musical education 
at the National Training School of Music, 
which was the origin of the Royal College. 
There she studied harmony and composition 
under Sir John Stainer and Professor Prout. 
She had written for some time. before her 
first song was published, for, brought up in a 
thoroughly artistic atmosphere, her standard 
was, and is, exceptionally high. 

Mme. Helen Trust, however, happened 
one day to come by chance upon “ A Mes- 
sage to Phyllis.” . So delighted was she with 
this song, which suited to perfection her 
dainty style of singing, that 
she persuaded Miss Gilbert 
to brave public criticism and 
bring it out. The result was 
as encouraging as any com- 
poser could desire, and now 
her songs are sung every- 
wherewith immense success. 

Miss Maude Valérie White 
is English by birthand name, 
but in every other respect 
she is a thorough Cosmo- 
politan. She was born at 
Dieppe, spent her early life 
in South America, and on 
reaching London, by way 
of Heidelberg, began her 
musical education at the Royal Academy of 
Music. Mr. Santley’s singing of her composi- 
tions brought her first fame to her, and since 
then she is said to have made more money by 
her songs than any other English composer. 
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NCE upon a time, long, long 
ago, there was a very powerful 
King, ardently loved by his 
A] vassals, and master of a vast 
| empire far away in the East. 
This King possessed immense 
treasures and gave splendid fé/es. His army 
was numerous and brave. His ships sailed 
in triumph upon every ocean. But how 
shall I describe his palaces and the wondrous 
magnificence which they inclosed? That 
would be impossible, because their splendour 
was beyond the power of language to describe. 

The vassals of this great King called him 
“King Fortunio.” His life had been one 
long career of happiness, whose brilliancy 
was never obscured by a single cloud or 
a painful shadow. ‘The King had been 
married for seven years to an accomplished 
Princess, whom he adored, but he had no 
heir, which was deeply regretted by him and 
his people. 
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It happened that war broke out with the 
neighbouring country. The King went forth 
at the head of his troops, after taking an 
affectionate leave of the Queen. 

One night, as he was sleeping in his tent, 
he had a dream. He dreamt that he was 
engaged in a battle, when in the midst of the 
combat the Queen appeared before nim and, 
with a radiant smile, presented to him a 
beautiful baby Princess. The King adopted 
this vision as an omen. He was transported 
with joy, and his valour increased tenfold in 
consequence, so that in the real battle which 
shortly after followed he triumphed over his 
enemies, subdued the rebel cities, and 
returned to his capital laden with glory and 
booty. 

All this had only occupied a few months. 
When the King returned, in the midst of the 
acclamations of his people, the bells rang 
joyously, for the general gladness had still 
another motive than the warlike triumphs of 
the King. What was the delight of His 
Majesty, on returning to his palace, to find 
that his dream had been realized, and that 
an heiress to the throne had been born! 
But, alas! the Queen, the Royal consort to 
whom he was so deeply attached, was dead, 
and could no longer return the tender 
caresses he was eager to lavish upon her. 

Imagine the despair of the unhappy King, 
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who threw himself on his knees at her bed- 
side and gave way to uncontrollable grief. 
But his tears and lamentations could nat 
resuscitate the Queen, whose face, even in 
death, wore an angelic smile, and who 
seemed to have died with a prayer for the 
King upon her lips. It was thus, no doubt, 
that her soul had taken its flight, borne away 
to the unknown land on the wings of a sigh 
of love, and proud to have inspired an 
affection so'deep and lasting as that felt by 
the King. 

The King made a vow never again to 
marry, and kept his word. He confided to 
his chief poet the duty of composing a funeral 
ode, which is still regarded in that country 
as a masterpiece of the national literature. 
The Court mourning lasted for three years, 
and a superb mausoleum was erected 
in honour of the Queen. 

But, as the song says, “ there is no 
sorrow which lasts a century.” At 
the end of a couple of years the 
King shook off his melancholy and 
turned his attention to the little 
Princess, who grew 
apace, and to whom 
had been given the 
name of Princess 
Fortunia. 

When the Princess 
had reached her fif- 
teenth year her 
beauty, intelligence, 
and gentle manners 
elicited the admira- 
tion of all who saw 
her and the astonish- 
ment of those who 
enjoyed the privilege 
of hearing her speak. 
The King caused her 
to be proclaimed 
heiresstotheThrone, 
and then began to 
look about for a hus- 
band worthy of so 
bright a jewel. 

More than five 
hundred Cabinet 
couriers and lords, 
mounted upon 
zebras of the purest race, left the 
capital of the kingdom at the same 
time, bearers of five hundred des- 
patches for as many foreign Courts. 
All the Princes of the world were 
invited to compete for the hand of 
the Princess, who would choose 
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amongst them the one who pleased her the 
most. 

The renown of her marvellous beauty had 
already reached every corner of the globe, so 
that hardly had the couriers arrived at the 
different capitals to which they were ac- 
credited when every Prince of high and low 
degree, powerful or feeble, decided to go to 
the capital of King Fortunio to take part in 
the jousts, tournaments, and competitions of 
wit, instituted as preliminaries to obtaining 
the hand of the Princess. 

But it happened that the young lady, who, 
notwithstanding her modesty and her discre- 
tion, by no means possessed a gentle temper, 
overwhelmed all the Princes with her disdain, 
and gave them to understand, one and all, 
that she cared nothing whatever about any of 
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them. And this was the state of affairs 
during all the /féves of the Court, which 
day after day increased in, splendour and 
brilliancy. 

The Princes, seeing that they made no 
progress, despaired of any of their number 
being accepted by the wayward Princess. 
King Fortunio was enraged at the hesitation 
of his daughter, whilst she continued obsti- 
nately to refuse compliance with her father’s 
wishes and to make a choice amongst her 
numerous suitors. 

It happened that the Princess one lovely 
spring morning found herself in her boudoir. 
Her favourite Lady of Honour was combing 
her long and silky golden hair. The window 
leading to a balcony which looked upon the 
garden had been opened to give access to 
the gentle breeze and the aroma of the 
flowers. 

The attendant already held in her hand 
the ribbon with which she was about to bind 
the golden tresses of her mistress, when 
suddenly there fluttered into the apartment a 
precious bird whose plumage seemed to be 
composed of emeralds, and whose graceful 
evolutions filled with ecstasy the Princess 
and her Lady of Honour. The bird flew 
quickly to the latter, seized in its beak the 
ribbon in her hand, and making its exit from 
the balcony window flew away rapidly. All 
this occurred so quickly that the Princess had 
only just time to see the bird, but its beauty 
and. its audacity gave her the most strange 
impression and regret at its sudden departure. 

A few -days afterwards the Princess 
Fortunia, to relieve ‘her melancholy, was 
dancing with her Ladies of Honour in presence 
of the Princes. Whilst her tiny feet nimbly 
executed the most graceful steps she raised 
above her head, with a charming movement, 
a scarf of light gauze, and her youthful face, 
full of animation, was lovely to behold. 

All the Princes gazed at her with unre- 
strained admiration, when suddenly the whirr 
of wings was heard, and with the rapidity of 
an arrow the emerald bird entered the room. 
Seizing in its ivory beak the scarf floating in 
the air, the bird snatched it from the hands of 
the affrighted Princess and instantly disap- 
peared, carying off its precious booty to the 
clouds. 

The Princess uttered a cry and fell faint- 
ing into the arms of her attendants. Her 
father and all the candidates for her hand 
hastened to her side. When she regained 
her senses the first words she uttered were: 
“ Let search be made for the green bird, and 
bring it to me alive. Above all, let no harm 
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be done to it. 
bird living.” 

But the five hundred Princes searched for 
itin vain. The green bird was nowhere to 
be found, living or dead. Her unfulfilled 
desire to possess it tormented the Princess 
greatly and increased her ill-humour. That 
night she was totally unable to close her 
eyelids ; so completely filled was her mind 
with the recollection of the beautiful bird 
that sleep was out of the question. 

As soon as daylight appeared Princess 
Fortunia rose, and, dressed in a light morning 
gown, she directed her steps, accompanied 
by her favourite attendant, towards the 
thickest part of the wood in the neighbour- 
hood of the palace, and in which stood the 
mausoleum of her mother.. There she wept 
bitterly and bewailed her destiny. “Of what 
use to me are all my riches, my costly 
trinkets, and my jewels, if I am never to see 
again the beautiful green bird ? ” 

As she spoke these words, and as if in 
search of a little consolation, she loosened 
the cord of her cloak and drew from her 
bosom a magnificent locket studded with 
diamonds and containing a lock of her 
mother’s hair, which she kissed reverently. 
Wonderful to relate, at the very same instant 
the green bird flew towards her as swift as 
thought. He lightly touched with his ivory 
beak the lips of the Princess, and quickly 
seized the locket which she had during so 
many years jealously guarded. Then the 
robber instantly flew away with the rapidity 
of an arrow, and, rising to a great height, 
was soon lost in the clouds. 

This time the Princess did not faint; on 
the contrary, her face became scarlet, and 
she said to her attendant, “Look ! Look at 
my lips! That insolent bird has wounded 
them, for I feel a burning sensation in 
them.” 

The attendant looked carefully several 
times, but could not perceive the smallest 
wound. Thereupon she came to the con- 
clusion that the bird had inoculated the 
Princess with some subtle poison, for she 
grew weaker and weaker from that moment, 
until at last she became dangerously ill. She 
was seized with a strange fever, which none 
of the physicians of the Court could under- 
stand or cure. In her exaltation the only 
words the Princess uttered were, ‘“ Do not 
kill him! Bring him to me alive. The bird 
must be mine.” 

After long consultation the doctors came 
to the conclusion that the sole means of 
restoring the Princess to health was to find 


I must possess the green 
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and bring to her the green r3 
bird. But where was its 
hiding-place? The most 
expert hunters sought for 
it fruitlessly, and the enor- 
mous sums offered to any- 
one who would bring it to 
the palace were alike with- 
out avail. 














“Look! LOOK AT My Lips!” 


At last King Fortunio gathered together a 
great congress of learned men, who, during 
forty days and forty nights, remained con- 
stantly in session. During their debates 
innumerable grave speeches were pro- 
nounced, and after the proceedings had 
terminated the wise assembly sent a unani- 
mous message to the King, occupying several 
sheets of parchment, but the gist of which 
was as follows: “We are unable to inform 
your Majesty what has become of the green 
bird.” 

During all this time Princess Fortunia 
grew worse and worse, and shed so many 
tears that every day she required more than 
fifty handkerchiefs. ‘The laundresses of the 
palace were therefore overwhelmed with 
work, and spent their days and nights at the 
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wash-tubs, which had to be 
constantly refilled from the 
neighbouring river. One of 
these laundry women, who 
had been at work from day- 
light till sunset, washing the 
tear-stained handkerchiefs 
of the Princess, feeling a 
little fatigued, strolled into 
the forest and sat down at 
the foot of a tree. She 
drew from her pocket an 
orange, and was about to 
eat it, when it escaped from 
her hands and rolled down 
the hill-side with extra- 
ordinary rapidity. 

The girl ran after her 
orange, but the more she 
ran the faster the orange 
rolled away from her. Out 
of breath, she stopped, and 
was stupefied to perceive that she was 
in a leafy wood and that night had 
fallen around her in pitchy darkness. 
The affrighted girl sobbed as if her 


oN heart would break. The darkness in- 
\ creased rapidly, and of course she 
\ was no longer able to see the fugitive 
| orange or to retrace her footsteps. So 


she roamed about at haphazard, more 
alarmed than ever and nearly dead 
with hunger and fatigue, when all at 
once she perceived at a short distance 
a brilliant light. Supposing that it 
was the illumination of the city, she 
thanked Heaven and turned in the 
direction of the light. But what was 
her surprise to find herself at the 
gates of a sumptuous palace, which 
seemed to be of molten gold. There 
were neither soldiers nor porters nor valets 
to prevent her from entering ; so the young 
girl walked in boldly and, mounting a monu- 
mental staircase of polished jasper, passed 
through a suite of rooms the most magnifi- 
cent that can be imagined, but still without 
meeting any living being. Nevertheless, 
every apartment was profusely illuminated by 
a thousand golden lamps, whose perfumed 
oil filled the air with the softest and most 
delightful odours. 

Whilst admiring the marvellous objects of 
art which these extraordinary saloons con- 
tained, the laundress, attracted by the smell 
of the most delicate and succulent of dishes, 
reached the kitchen; but she found there 
neither cooks nor under-cooks nor scullery- 
maids. The place was completely deserted, like 
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the rest of the palace. The great range was, 
nevertheless, lighted, as also were the ovens ; 
and on the fire there was an enormous number 
of frying-pans, saucepans, and other cooking 
utensils. The venturesome girl raised the 
lid of a saucepan and saw it was filled with the 
most delicate soup. Encouraged by this first 
essay, she examined the contents of another 
and found them to consist of a boar’s head 
stuffed with pheasant livers and truffles. In 
a word, she saw before her the most exquisite 
viands, that are only served on the tables of 
Kings and Emperors. 

Enticed by what she saw and smelled, the 
young girl armed herself with a knife and 
fork and, without further ado, commenced 
cutting off a slice from the stuffed boar’s 
head. But hardly had she touched it when 
she felt a smart blow upon her hand—doubt- 
less inflicted by some powerful and invisible 
means—and she heard a voice exclaim, “ No, 
you dont! That’s for His Highness the 
Prince.” 

The poor little disappointed laundress 
determined to try again, and made an attempt 
on four or five other choice dishes. But 
each time she received a rap upon the 
knuckles from an invisible hand, and the 
mysterious voice repeated the same warning 
words. At last, with much regret, she made 
up her mind to remain fasting, and left the 
kitchen, deeply chagrined. 

She endeavoured to forget her hunger by 
going through the sumptuous apartments 
again and again, but found them still silent 
and deserted. At last she came to a very 
elegant bedchamber, where two or three 
lights were burning in alabaster vases, with a 
soft light conducive to repose. There was 
in this room a bed so convenient, soft, and 
inviting, that the laundress, who was very 
tired, could not resist the temptation to rest 
herself upon it for a few moments. She was 
on the point of putting her project into prac- 
tice, had already seated herself on the side 
of the bed, and was about to lie down, when 
she felt a painful pricking on her body, as if 
someone had thrust thousands of needles 
into her flesh, and again she heard the 
mysterious voice exclaim :— 

“ No, you don’t! That’s for His Highness 
the Prince !” 

Words are powerless to describe the 
zangled fright and disappointment of the 
poor laundress ; but she resigned herself to 
go without sleep, just as she had given up 
the idea of assuaging her hunger. In order 
to direct her thoughts into another channel 
she commenced a minute examination of the 
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various objects in the room, her curiosity 
even going to the extent of lifting up the 
hangings and curtains. Behind one of these 
latter our heroine discovered a beautiful 
little secret door of sandal-wood incrusted 
with mother-of-pearl. She pushed it gently, 
and, entering, found herself upon a stately 
white marble staircase. 

Boldly mounting, she at last reached a 
splendid conservatory, in the centre of which 
was a magnificent basin of immense dimen- 
sions, which seemed made of a single clear 
and limpid topaz. From the middle of the 
basin sprang a gigantic jet of water, which 
rose to a great height and fell in many- 
coloured spray, with an exquisite musical 
sound, and filling the air with the most 
delightful perfume. 

The astonished girl was absorbed in the 
contemplation of these wonderful things 
when she heard a loud noise and saw a 
window suddenly open. Hastily she con- 
cealed herself behind a mass of verdure, in 
order, if possible, to see without being seen 
by anyone who might come. 

No human being entered, but through the 
open window flew three rare and beautiful 
birds, one of which was covered with a 
plumage of green as brilliant as an emerald. 
In this dazzling bird the laundress thought 
she recognised the cause of the prolonged 
melancholy of the Princess Fortunia. 

The two other birds were not nearly so 
marvellous, but still they were not wanting in 


beauty. All three entered swiftly and grace- 
fully. They alighted upon the topaz 
fountain and plunged into the water. An 


instant afterwards, from the clear water of 
the fountain came forth three young men 
dressed in elegant costumes. The enchanted 
bath had caused this prodigy. One of them, 
the handsomest of the three, wore upon his 
head a diadem of emeralds, and was treated 
by the others with the respect due to a 
Sovereign. 

The laundress managed to follow the 
three young men without being seen, and 
she was even able to hear some part of their 
conversation, from which she gathered that 
the handsomest of the trio was the Heir- 
Apparent to the Throne of the kingdom, and 
that the two others were his secretary and 
favourite equerry. Also that the three were 
victims of a sorcerer’s enchantment during 
the day, and that they were able to resume 
their natural forms at night, thanks to the 
plunge in the magic waters of the fountain. 

The inquisitive laundress also noticed that 
the Emerald Prince ate but little, notwith- 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


PRINCESS FORTUNIA. 


standing the entreaties of his companions, 
and that he appeared absorbed in melancholy 
thought during their repast. At last the 
Emerald Prince, with an evident effort to 
break away from his reverie, turned to his 
secretary and said :— 
“ Bring me the casket of my dreams.” 
Accordingly his secretary brought the most 
precious casket ever seen by mortal eyes. 
The Prince opened it, and remained several 
moments in silent contemplation of its con- 
tents. He then plunged in his hand and 
brought forth a ribbon, which he kissed 
passionately, shedding tears of tenderness. 
“Ah!” he cried, “little ribbon of my lost 
love, when shall I see thy mistress again?” 
Then replacing the ribbon in the casket, 
he drew forth an elegant gauze scarf, which 
he also kissed and caressed and kissed again. 





“WHEN SHALL I SEE THY MISTRESS AGAIN?” 
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“Ah!” he murmured, “ charming scarf of 
my lost love, when shall I see thy mistress 
again?” 

Finally he drew forth a locket . studded 
with diamonds and, covering it with kisses, 
exclaimed :— 

“Ah! locket of my lost love, when shall I 
see thy mistress again ? ” 

Soon afterwards the Prince and his 
companions withdrew to their rooms. The 
laundress, left alone in the dining-room, felt 
herself drawn by an irresistible force towards 
the table on which were still the remains of 
their repast. Notwithstanding the pangs of 
hunger, she would not have dared to touch 
any of the viands had not an invisible hand 
compelled her to sit down in the chair of 
the Prince himself. At the same time she 
heard the mysterious voice say :— 

“ Now thou canst satisfy thy hunger.” 

Thus encouraged, she commenced to eat 
with extraordinary appetite. And while 
tasting the marvellous 
viands spread before her 
she was suddenly plunged 
into a profound slumber. 
When she awoke it was 
broad daylight. She 
opened her eyes and found 
herself in the midst of the 
country, lying under the 
same tree where she had 
attempted to eat the 
orange. Near her was 
the linen she had brought 
with her, and, strange to 
relate, there also was the 
truant orange. 

“I cannot bear to 
think it is all a dream,” 
said the laundress to her- 
self. ‘What if I return 
to the place where I 
entered the fairy palace, 
just to assure myself that 
all the wonderful things 
I have seen were not 
the creations of my own 
fancy ?” 

As she spoke she threw 
the orange on the ground 
in order to see if it would 
again roll beyond her 
reach, so that she might 
follow it. But the orange 


did nothing of the sort, 
and presently stopped in 
the most natural way in 
the world. 
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Hereupon the young girl, much dis- 
appointed, picked it up, tore off the peel, and 
found that inside it was exactly like other 
fruit of its kind. She ate it, and detected no 
difference in its taste from the flavour of 
other oranges. 

No longer doubting that she had been 
dreaming, the young girl nevertheless made 
up her mind to go to the Princess and tell 
her of her adventure, leaving Her Royal 
Highness to form her own opinion of the 
matter. 

When the Princess Fortunia heard the 
story of the laundress she did not for a 
moment doubt that the beautiful green bird 
was in reality a handsome and amiable young 
man, transformed by a mysterious enchant- 
ment, and when the girl described the esteem, 
admiration, and affection he had shown 
towards her she nearly fainted with delight. 

“ Now, indeed,” said she, “I may justly be 
called the Princess Fortunia, for I am sure I 
have found the consort who is worthy to 
possess my heart. Nor can it be doubted 
that he is brave, generous, and loyal.” 

“ Your Royal Highness,” said the laundress, 
“I am convinced you have guessed the 
truth; but if you will permit me to offer an 
ophion, I should choose the equerry.” 

“ Indeed,” said the Princess ; “ in that case 
you shall marry him yourself, and my Lady- 
in-Waiting, if she likes, shall marry the secre- 
tary. But the first thing to be considered is 
to break the enchantment of the three young 
men turned into birds.” 

From this moment the Princess was trans- 
figured, ceased to be sad and ill, and thought 
only of the means of breaking the fatal 
spell. 

Now, it happened that far away in Asia 
there lived a King to whom popular belief 
attributed the privileges usually accorded only 
to genii. He was known as the Khan of 
Tartary. ‘To this potentate Princess Fortunia 
sent seven wise men laden with rich presents, 
their mission being to ascertain, if possible, 
if any means existed of dissolving the charm 
which weighed upon the Emerald Prince. 
They returned from their Embassy bearers of 
a sealed letter. 

Trembling with emotion, the Princess 
broke the seal, but as soon as she had glanced 
at the parchment within she uttered an ex- 
clamation of disappointment ; the letter was 
written in a language to which she was a 
total stranger. ‘The linguists employed by 
the Government to translate foreign tongues 
were immediately sent for, but none of them 
could make head or tail of the contents of 
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the mysterious letter. The members of the 
twelve Royal Academies were then charged 
with the difficult task, but were no more 
successful than their predecessors. 

In despair the Princess adopted a desperate 
resolution, and the next day the King, her 
father, found her boudoir deserted, and on 
the table a letter in the following terms :— 

“My Dear FATHER, —Do not seek for 
me, and do not attempt to find out whither 
I have gone, if you do not wish to see me 
die. Let it suffice you to know that I am 
alive and well, but that no one shall see me 
again until I have deciphered the mysterious 
letter of the Khan, and delivered from en- 
chantment my beloved Prince. Adieu. 

“Your loving child, 
“ FORTUNIA.” 

At a very short distance from the capital 
high mountains reared their snowy peaks. 
No one had ever dared to risk attempting to 
climb these forbidding crags. It was said 
that one single human being was there spend- 
ing his miserable days, imposing upon him- 
self the most severe penance, and living in 
an odour of sanctity. Some even pretended 
that he was immortal, for nobody in the 
country remembered at what period he had 
retreated to the mountains, where he was 
only seen at rare intervals. 

It was this holy hermit that Princess 
Fortunia had resolved to go and consult. 
Accompanied only by two faithful attendants 
she went away on foot. During seven days 
and seven nights they wandered among the 
inaccessible rocks and brushwood. By day 
they painfully forced their way through in- 
numerable obstacles, and at night sheltered 
themselves in the caves formed by the rocks. 
They had no one to guide them, because 
none had ever before attempted to penetrate 
these solitudes, and also because everyone 
feared the curse of the hermit, certain to be 
launched at any rash invader of his retreat 
or who should interrupt his prayers. As 
may be guessed, the hermit so ready with his 
curses was a Pagan. Notwithstanding the 
natural kindness of his heart, his sombre and 
terrible religion imposed upon him the duty 
of uttering execrations and anathemas. 

At ‘ast, on the evening of the seventh day, 
the exhausted travellers were about to rest 
in an enormous cavern, when, at its farther 
end, they perceived the hermit himself, 
engaged in prayer. A lamp illumined with 
an uncertain light this melancholy and 
mysterious retreat. 

‘The hermit, whose beard was as white as 
the driven snow, whose skin was wrinkled 
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like a raisin, and whose body resembled a 
skeleton, cast upon them a penetrating look 
from eyes which shone like coals of fire, and 
said, in a joyous and gentle voice :— 

“Thanks to the gods, you have come at 
last! I have been waiting for you for a 
hundred years. Often I have prayed for death, 
but I could 
not die before 
having fulfilled 
a duty im- . 
posed upon 
me by the 
King of the 
Genii. Behold 
in me the only 
savant who is 
able to speak 
the language of 
Babel before 
the confusion 
of tongues. 
Every noun in 
this incom- 
parable lan- 
guage contains 
in its letters 
the essence of 
the thing 
named. All 
things when 
they hear 
themselves 
called by their 
true name 
obey those 
who call them. 

So great was 
the power of 
the human 
race when it 
possessed this 
language that 

it undertook 

to climb to Heaven, and these impious men 
might have succeeded in their ambitious pur- 
pose if the gods had not deprived them 
of their original language. There is in the 
world one person only who can decipher the 
letter of the Khan of Tartary—I am he! 
And it was expressly to render you this ser- 
vice that the King of the Genii has preserved 
my life during many centuries.” 

Hearing this, Princess Fortunia presented 
to the hermit the mysterious letter, and he 
drew near the lamp in order to read it. 
During two hours he continued to read it 
aloud. At each word that he pronounced 


the globe trembled, the stars were covered 
Vol. xxi.--76. 
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with darkness, the moon quivered in the 
heavens as her reflection quivers in the waves 
of the ocean. The Princess and her two 
faithful attendants were obliged to close their 
eyes and to stop their ears to avoid seeing 
the spectres which were evoked, and in 
order to prevent hearing the terrible and pro- 
digious sounds 
which came 
from the cen- 
tre of Nature, 
as if agitated 


by an earth- 
quake. 
When the 


reading of the 
letter was fin- 
ished the 
hermit said, 
in a tranquil 
voice :— 

“The Eme- 
rald Prince is, 
by his virtues, 
talent, and 
beauty, the 
favourite of 
the King of 
the Genii, who 
has saved him 
a thousand 
times from 
the devices of 
the Khan of 
Tartary. This 
wicked sor- 
cerer, finding 
it impossible 
to kill his vic- 
tim, changed 
him into a 
bird, in order 
to render it 
impossible 
that he should ever reign over his subjects, 
and that the Khan himself migħt be able to 
usurp his throne. The King of the Genii 
ordained, however, that the enchantment 
should cease when a Princess of high rank 
should fall desperately in love with the green 
bird without having seen him more than 
three times. 

“I have only two minutes more to live, 
and I shall employ them in imparting to you 
the secret means of liberating the Emerald 
Prince. 

“I am about to transport all three of you 
to the Palace of the Prince himself, near 
the topaz fountain. You will see the birds 
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bathing. You will witness the transforma- 
tion which takes place daily ; but you must 
not show yourselves until the Prince asks for 
the casket of his dreams, draws forth and 
kisses the ribbon, and exclaims :— 

“< Ah, little ribbon of my lost love, when 
shall I see thy mistress again ?’ i 

“ At the same instant you are to come 
forth from your hiding-place and kiss each 
of the three Princes on the left cheek.” 
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the Princess Fortunia, with maidenly modesty, 
kissed the cheek of the Emerald Prince, and 
her Lady of Honour had followed her 
mistress’s example and embraced the secre- 
tary, whilst the laundress gave the equerry a 
similar token of her regard, the Khan of 
Tartary expired suddenly, and the Emerald 
Prince was at once placed in possession of 
his throne. 

Never again did the three young men 


““ THE PRINCESS FORTUNIA, WITH MAIDENLY MODESTY, KISSED THE CHEEK OF THE EMERALD PRINCE.” 


Scarcely had the hermit pronounced these 
words than he made an extraordinary grimace, 
opened his mouth as if gasping for breath, 
stretched out his legs, and fell dead ! 

At the same instant the Princess and her 
companions found themselves in the shade 
of the foliage which overhung the topaz 
fountain, and thus so far had been accom- 
plished the miraculous journey promised by 
the hermit. 

The rest followed in due course, and when 
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assume their green plumage. The three 
weddings were celebrated at the same time 
with great pomp and magnificence. The 
three couples were superlatively happy, the 
Emerald Prince and Princess Fortunia as 
Emperor and Empress; the secretary and 
the Lady of Honour as Grand Master and 
Grand Mistress of the Household; and the 
equerry and the laundress respectively as 
Lord Chamberlain and Lady of the Bed- 
chamber. 





Curtostties.* 


(We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 


A PLUCKY FEAT. 


Mr. Douglas N. 
Willis sends a remark- 
able snap-shot taken 
at the Python Mine, 
Kandoops, B.C. The 
photo. represents a 
friend of the sender 
suspended by his knees 
on a rope swung 50ft. 
above the ground be- 
tween two fir trees. 
One of the trees was 
stripped by the men for 
a flag pole, to be used 
during the Boer War 
and in celebration of 
British successes. The 
photograph was taken 
directly from below, 
and is eloquent testi- 
mony to the nerve of 
Mr. Willis’s young 
friend 


MAMMOTH MIMOSA 
THORNS. 


Mr. McTaggart 
Cowan, of 53, Ashton 
Terrace, Glasgow, 
sends a photograph 
which illustrates in a remarkable manner one of 
the many hardships that meet Mr. Thomas Atkins 
in his struggles with the enemy. The photo. 
represents the gigantic thorns of the mimosa 
bush, which of course is plentiful in South Africa. 
The sizes are, reading from top to bottom, 
4in., 64in., 634in., 53¢in. Surely bushes covered 
with thorns as large as penholders would be 
sufficient to disorganize the most efficient cavalry! 
It is curious to note en passant that the pods of 
these mimosa bushes supply a large quantity of 
tannin, and the fruit, having been found highly 
serviceable in America for cattle feeding, was 
officially recommended, in 1877, for cultivation in 
South Africa for like purposes. 











A LIGHT-FINGERED CLOCK. 

Mr. H. D. Gasteen, of 66, The Common, Wool- 
wich, in sending the next photo. writes: ‘‘I inclose 
a photo. of a funny occurrence which happened not 
long ago. Someone carelessly left an opened letter 
against the dial of the clock shown in my. photo- 
graph. As the minute hand went round it got 
between the sheets and gently lifted its strange burden 
in the manner shown. I just arrived in time to 
photograph it.” 


* Copyright, 1901, by George Newnes, Limited. 
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had to work in the 
early fifties. There is 
among other things 
the model of a rail- 
way train coming into 
a station, and as the 
train moves round the 
signal man comes out 
and waves his flag. 
A few boats are sail- 
ing round a light- 
house. The other 
bits of work seen in 
the photo, are fanci- 
ful designs evolved 
out‘of my uncle’s own 
mind. The whole 
is worked by wind- 
mill action. Many 
people in Ballarat 
while walking out 
on Sunday, if near 
Mr. Doneven’s house, 
stop to inspect and 
admire the novelty. 
The hill seen in the 
background is one of 
the most famous gold 
localities in Ballarat, 
namely, ‘ Sovereign 
A SOLDIER'S COMPLIMENTS. Hill?” A young 
“* One at the Front ” has sent the Editor of 7z¢-Bz/s lady writes thus from North Carlton, Melbourne, 
a New Year’s card, which is, perhaps, as interesting Victoria. —— 
as any ‘which have been received in : A “DOOR- WHISTLE.” 
this country from the seat of war. - ‘ Here is a novel substitute 
The kindly soldier who sent it says: for a door- bell, namely, a 
‘“ We cannot purchase cards to send whistle blown inside the house 
to our friends, so I have used a piece by working the bellows outside, 
of our khaki and written and painted as shown in the ae as 
on it.” The message reads :— inscription runs: ‘* Workgthe 
> belloyt and the whistle will 
sound.” The house is in Sid- 
mouth, and was built by an 
old antiquarian. Mr. J. N. 
Parker, R.I. E., Cooper’s Hill, 
Loughfield Green, Surrey, 
kindly sends this photo. 



















Compliments of the season to you he sends, 
A soldier who is not with the best of his friends ; 
On a piece of khaki from an o!d coat he'd worn, 
Discarded because it was tattered and torn. 
Is not a gilt-edged or a highly-priced card, 
But it carries his best and kindest regards. 
A paragraph about this 
interesting curio ap- 
peared in the ‘* Answers 
to Correspondents” 
columns of 77/-Bits for 
February 16th, 1901. 
MADE OF KEROSENE 
TINS. 

“I am sending you 
per this mail a photo, 
which represents some 
of my uncle’s handiwork 
made in his leisure 
moments. His name 
is Mr. James Doneven, 
Ballarat. It is a curi- 
osity in its way, being 
made almost entirely of 
kerosene tins. The tins 
were not bought for that 
purpose, but were care- 
fully collected and the 
material, when cut into 
the required number of 
pieces, was polished to 
the brilliancy of silver. 
It shows how men 
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A NOVEL STEED. 

Mr. A. S. Napier, of 669, Marshall Avenue, 
St. Paul, Minn., writes: “I send you a photo. 
which will no doubt interest your many readers. The 
owner of this wonderful Buff-Cochin cock says: ‘ It 
is well broken and can be driven by a child with 
perfect safety. The bird, which in plumage and 
deportment is almost unique, was exhibited at the 
State Poultry Show held in St. Paul in February, 
1901. He was shown in a regular miniature stable, 
with all its fittings complete.” The owner of the 
bird is Mr. O. J. Plomesen, of Luverne, Minn. 


OH! SO TIRED. 

The poor cow which cuts such a comical figure in 
the snap-shot taken by Mr. J. M. Budlong, Columbia 
Street, Hudson, N.Y., is really more to be pitied 
than to be laughed at. The tired beast had been 
driven no less than sixteen miles in the hot sun and 
sat down to rest, instead of lying down in the manner 
known to all well-behaved cows. So comfortable did 
this attitude appear to be that no small amount of 
persuasion had to be used in getting the animal under 
way once more. The photo. was therefore more easily 
secured than would otherwise have been the case. 
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A LITERARY BIRD. 

Here is a photo. ofa Baltimore Oriole’s 
nest into which the bird has woven a small 
piece of the cover of THE STRAND MAGA 
ZINE. Mr. Geo. C. Embody, who sends 
the photo, from Hamilton, New York, 
says: ‘© I found the nest a short distance 
from this place on June 3rd, 1900. It 
is not an unusual thing with this species 
of bird to weave biis of paper, cloth, and 
yarn into its nest. This particular bird,” 
Mr. Embody very kindly ‘adds, “showed 
excellent taste in selecting a piece from 
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VULPICIDES 
BEWARE! 


The curious photo. 
that follows has been 
sent us from a well- 
known garrison town 
in the east of Eng- 
land. The gentle- 
man whose paling is 
thus inscribed had 
the misfortune lately 
to commit the crime 
of vulpicide. Some 
indignant, but un- 
known, sportsman 
has recorded the fact 
on the delinquent’s 
fence in bold letters, 
done in white paint. 
Needless to add, the 
incident created quite 
a flutter of excite- 
ment in the neigh- 
bourhood. 
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“ DOUBLES.” 

“A Constant 
Reader,” who 
does not wish 
his name dis- 
closed, sends the 
photograph of a 
relative whose ex- 
traordinary re- 
semblance to the 
Emperor of 
Austria is very 
striking. This 
is distinctly a 
case of “ Dou- 
bles,” and we 
shall be glad if 
readers of THE 
STRAND will 
send us particu- 
lars of any other 
instances they 
may know of, 
accompanied by 
portraits. 
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CHIMNEY - SWEEP 
AND “FIRE DE- 
FENDER.” 


The curious old 
sign which we repro- 
duce here is still in 
existence, being used 
at the present time 
by the son of the 
originator of it. 
The locality is Win- 
canton, in Somerset- 
shire. The sign was 
painted and hung in 
1840, and has been 
in constant use ever 
since. Messrs. 
Goodfellow, photo- 
graphers, 47, High 
Street, Wincanton, 
are the contributors. 





CURIOSITIES. 





POOR LIZZIE ! 

Mr. J. M. Chandler, of 93, Forest Hill Street, 
Jamaica Plain, Boston, Mass., sends a pathetic 
instance of poisoning by accicent. The unfortunate 
child Lizzie, whose gravestone is seen in our picture, 
swallowed nineteen percussion caps. The gravestone 
is to be found in the Pine Grove burying-ground, of 
Brunswick, Me. à 





A WIND CARRIAGE. 
Mr. A. C. King, of Arnside, Burnham, Somerset, 
sends a unique photo. of a wind carriage made at his 


house. It is driven entirely by the wind, and steered 
from behind by the small wheel, the two large wheels 
being in front. When a strong wind prevails it will 
carry three passengers at the rate of about a mile in 
three or four minutes. Mr. King sails his machine 
on the shore, as the sands extend for about seven 
miles, and comparative security is assured by the sail 
and mast being removable at will. 
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COULD SLEEP ANYWHERE. 

Mr. G. Basil Harrison, R.N., of H.M.S. Flora, in 
sending this very curious snap-shot, says: ‘‘ The other 
day, as I was passing our ship’s galley, I saw a boy 
in the extraordinary position shown in my photograph, 
He was sound asleep, and snoring, on the top of the 





tub used for ship’s cocoa, the.tub of course being upside 
down. This instance shows how easily a British 
bluejacket can adapt himself to circumstances.” 
THE BEES SWARMED ON HIS HAND! 
‘*The photo. of a swarm of bees,” says Mr. W. 
Herrod, of the Horticultural College, Swanley, 
Kent, ‘‘was taken by my' brother at my 
home, Sutton-cn-Trent, Notts. I was in the 
garden when a swarm of bees ‘came off, and 
as I stood among the flying bees the queen 
alighted on my hand and was joined by her 
subjects, making a cluster on my arm weigh- 
ing 5lb. I received but two stings, and 
these by accidentally crushing bees between 
my fingers. My father stood beside me when 
the photograph was taken, as a witness to 
the fact.” 
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A NARROW ESCAPE, 
“I inclose you a 
photograph of a pecu- 
liar accident which 
occurred in this city 
on January 5th, 1gor. 
The picture shows the 
result of an explosion 
of natural gas under 
the house ; and what 
was most remarkable 
about ` the accident 
was the fact that none 
of the five persons 
who were in the 
house at the time were 
‘seriously injured. A 
girl of fifteen was 
blown from the house 
into the yard, about 
15ft., and was picked 
up without a scratch. 
The cause of the ex- 
plosion was thought 
to be a leak in the 
pipe under the house, 
which was ignited 
by the fire in the 
kitchen range.” Thus 
writes Mr. C. E. Brown, of 227, Brooke Street, it were constructed four castle turrets formed of barrels, 
Charleston, West Va. boxes, tins of various sizes, grid-irons, etc., employed 
a pee - in this particular in- 

dustry. The ornamen- 
tation was completed 
i , with the arms of Spain 
and Vigo and a num- 
ber of small streamers 
and banners. Joining 
the two inner turrets 
was an inscription, 
which, besides wishing 
long life to the King 
and Queen, also for- 
mulated the grievance 
of the constructors in 
big bold letters. The 
: Royal Family duly 
CHINAMEN AS CADDIES. drove under this triumphal arch, noticed the inscrip- 
“The photo. which I send you represents a game tion, and certain rebatements were subsequently made, 





ZTA 


of golf played at Shanghai during the Chinese This interesting contribution was sent by Mr. W. L. 
Smith, of the Eastern Telegraph Co., Vigo, Spain. 


War. The fact that Chinese caddies were employed 
in lieu of European boys may make the photo. 
sufficiently curious for insertion in your excellent pages 
of Curiosities.” Thus writes Miss Agnes W. Hedge- 
Hughes, from 25, Porchester Square, Iyde Park, W. 















ARTFUL ARCH CON- "oal 
STRUCTORS. 
Here is a curious 
triumphal arch, 
erected in Vigo on 
the occasion of the 
recent visit of their 
Majesties the King 
and Queen-Regent of 
Spain to urge a re- 
batement of a certain 
prohibitive measure 
contained in a recent 
Royal decree affecting 
the sardine fisheries. 
The base consisted of 
four boats used for 
sardine fishing. On 
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*¢WHAT DO YOU MEAN?’ I HISSED AGAIN IN HER FACE,” 
(See page 615.) 
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Spangle-Winged. 


By L. T. MEADE AND CLIFFORD HALIFAX. 


MAKE no excuse. The odds 
were in favour of virtue, a 
respectable life, and a happy 
conclusion when the time came 
for the curtain to fall. I had 
never suffered the pangs of 
hunger or the anxious throes of poverty— 
my health was good, and my intellect, I was 
proud to think, above the average. I was a 
scientist of no mean attainments, a medical 
man for whom one of the laurel wreaths of 
the profession was a possibility. Nevertheless 
I fell. I plead no excuse ; on the contrary, I 
would heap upon myself every epithet of 
censure and contempt, for I of all men should 
have done differently. I fell, and I reap the 
consequences. As I write these words death 
is within a very measurable distance—a few 
more days, and that cold embrace will caress 
me. 

But—to begin. 

My name is George Matchen, and I am at 
the present time thirty-two years of age. I 
have a competence of about £800 a year; 
there has, therefore, never been any absolute 
need for me to earn my own living. I consider 
such a sufficiency rather a curse than a bless- 
ing ; it cuts away from undera man’s feet the 
natural desire for that work which means 
bread. I had bread without work, and 
although I had a strong predilection for the 
medical profession, when I found myself fully 
qualified it seemed that I could better serve 
my fellow-men by taking up what is known 
as preventive medicine than any other branch. 
It was my pleasure to follow in the footsteps 
of the great discoverers who undoubtedly are 
the lights of our profession. Such men as 
Koch, Pasteur, Professor Fraser, Sanarelli, 
and last, but not least, Dr. Patrick Manson, 
were beacon-lights to follow at a measurable 
distance. Manson’s recent discoveries with 
regard to malaria aroused my deepest interest, 
and in the summer of last year I determined 
to make investigations on his lines for myself. 

For this purpose I resolved to spend a 
month on the Campagna near Rome. I 


would, in imitation of those who had gone 
Vol. xxi.—76. 
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before me, provide myself with a mosquito- 
proof hut with wire gauze doors and windows, 
and carry on my investigations in the most 
malarial district of this unhealthy spot. The 
cause of the spread of malaria was all but 
proved, but the wild hope animated me that 
it might be my happy privilege to discover 
the remedy. If I could prevent the organism 
taking effect in man, or eliminate it when 
once it had entered his body ; and secondly, 
if the mosquito itself could be destroyed, 
malaria, one of the greatest curses to which 
the human race is liable, would cease to 
exist. 

The mere thought of such a remote and 
glorious contingency made my somewhat 
cold heart beat fast and filled me with a 
laudable enthusiasm. Yes, if I was anything 
I was a scientist, but I had another passion. 
This passion had grown with my growth, 
until silently but surely it had assumed big 
proportions. 

I was deeply and I may say remorselessly 
in love with a young girl of the name of 
Rachel Denza. I say remorselessly, for as 
the sequel will prove my love was absolutely 
and completely selfish. I had known Rachel 
since she was a child. Her father was a 
distinguished colonel in the Army, who 
at the time of this story had retired 
from the Service. Colonel Denza adored 
his only child, and Rachel lived for her 
father. In my eyes she was extremely 
beautiful, although I cannot analyze her 
features. Her whole personality had long 
ago taken such complete possession of my 
heart that I had lifted her quite out of the 
ordinary region of young womanhood. 
When she appeared a soft sunshine seemed 
to come with her, a gentle warmth to emanate 
from her gracious young presence, and a 
complete and absolute contentment to visit 
me. I spoke little in her presence—I never 
made love to her in the ordinary sense—to 
be with her was sufficient. ‘That she could 
ever be the wife of another I dismissed as 
an impossibility. For years I had claimed 
her as my own property, and that without 
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any sanction on her part. If she guessed 
that I loved her she never said so. We were 
excellent friends; Rachel gave me almost 
as many confidences as if I were her brother, 
and I make little doubt now that she had 
not the most remote idea of the passionate 
feelings which animated my breast when I 
looked at her. 

It was on the day before I left England 
for my labours on the Campagna that I first 
ventured to speak openly to Miss Denza. I 
had written to request a private interview, 
but my letter had not at all prepared her for 
what took place. She was startled, not so 
much by the vehemence of my words as by 
my looks and actions, for when I saw that 
she was unprepared for my declaration of 
love I grew strangely agitated, restless, and 
unlike myself. I paced the room ; I struggled 











‘(1 PACED THE ROOM.” 


to restrain my emotion. When I saw her 
cheeks turn white and her eyes avoid mine, 
anguish, which I little supposed could ever 
visit my heart, took possession of me. But 
for long years I had been training in self- 
control, and I soon managed to compose 
myself. 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


“I have taken you by surprise,” I said ; 
“but you know at last. Your answer, 
Rachel, your answer !” : 

“You have startled and distressed me,” 
she began. 

“You can leave all that out,” was my 
reply. “ Rachel, is it yes or no?” 

“T cannot marry you, George,” she said 
then, “for I do not love you.” 

‘This was a staggerer. I tried hard to win 
her to make an admission of regard for me. 
She was frightened, but very steadfast in her 
words. °. 

“I shall never marry any man whom I do 
not love,” she said. 

“Is it possible you can look me in the 
face and say that you do not love me?” I 
said. 

She did look me full in the face then, and 
her reply, low and quiet, 
fell on my heart like lead. 

“Ves,” she said. 

“Then you have de- 
ceived me all these years.” 

“T have never willingly 
deceived you. I had no 
idea of this; I am terribly 
pained and sorry.” 

I turned from her, rage 
as well as agony choking 
my voice. Once again I 
regained my self-control, 
and then I said, in a low 
voice :— 

“You say that you will 
only marry a man whom 
you love?” 

“That is so.” 

“Then you will marry 
me.” 

“T do not love you.” 

“I shall make you love 
me ; when you love me you 
will marry me.” 

“T shall never love you 
in that way,” she answered. 

“You will,” I replied. 
“Rachel, listen. Make up 
your mind, prepare yourself 
for what is going to happen. 
You will never marry any 
man but me; as there is a 
God in Heaven, I swear that I will be your 
husband, and no one else.” 

She started away and I noticed an expression 
of fear coming into her eyes. I did not say any 
more, but my mind was made up. If I had in- 
tended Rachel to be mine before I asked her, 
I was now like a man possessed on the subject. 
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The next day I went to Rome. The time 
of year was favourable for my project, Rome 
being distinctly malarial in the month of 
August. I began to make my investigations 
at once. My experiments from the first were 
more for the possible cure of malaria than on 
the cause of its dissemination, but in order 
to attain the one I had to investigate the 
other. It is now no secret that the para- 
site which causes malaria in the human 
subject is to be found within the bodies of 
certain mosquitoes. The special mosquito 
which disseminates this terrible disease has 
spotted wings and lays boat-shaped eggs. 
For the purpose of this story it is unnecessary 
to go too much into the scientific question, 
it being sufficient to say that when this 
mosquito has a meal off a man infected with 
malaria it can, and does, convey the disease 
to the next healthy person whom it bites. 
Up to the present only the mosquito with 
spangled wings, the anopheles, has been 
discovered which is capable of conveying 
this dire infection from man to man, but in 
all probability there are many others of the 
species which can perform equally deadly 
work. As anopheles abounded on the 
portion of the Campagna where I had placed 
my hut I had abundant opportunities of 
studying them. Having taken the necessary 
precautions, and being in any case, as I 
considered, impervious to the bite of the 
mosquito, I remained free from the dread 
disease, and could occupy myself all 
day long in watching the natives of the 
place, who suffered much from the most 
malignant type of malaria, taking notes with 
regard to their various symptoms and examin- 
ing the anopheles themselves. Thus I was 
occupied from morning till night, but it was 
when I lay down to sleep that the thought of 
Rachel returned to me. My madness with 
regard to her grew greater, not less. Each 
day I was more firmly resolved to make her 
my wife at any cost, and to inspire in her 
some of the passion for me which I felt so 
strongly for her. I had been a month on the 
Campagna when one morning I received the 
following letter :— 

“ My Dear GEorGE,—After our last pain- 
ful interview I feel that it is only due to us 
both that I should inform you at as early a 
date as possible of my engagement.” 

The letter fell from my hands—an ugly 
word dropped from my lips. I was con- 
scious of a strange faintness round my heart ; 
then, uttering a savage curse, I sprang to my 
feet, took up Rachel’s letter, and as I paced the 
narrow limits of the hut continued to read it :— 
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“T have just promised to marry Captain 
Channing, of the Lancers, whose regi- 
ment acted so brilliantly in the late Boer 
campaign. Geoffrey was invalided home, 
and we met a few weeks ago at the house of 
my cousins, the Pryors. From the first we 
liked each other, and when he asked me to 
be his wife I found that I loved him, and - 
gladly accepted him. I do not mind telling 
you, George, who have always been my good 
friend, that I love Geoffrey with all my heart, 
and look forward with delight to our future. 
I hope you will send me your congratula- 
tions. I am the happiest girl in existence. 
You will be glad to know this, I am sure. 

“T hope you are progressing satisfactorily 
with your work—some people say that it is a 
dangerous time to be in Rome. I only wish, 
my dear George, I could introduce you to 
Geoffrey.— Yours sincerely, RACHEL DENza.” 

To this letter I sent an immediate and 
brief reply. 

“My Dear RAcHEL,” I wrote,—‘I wish 
you happiness and prosperity. I consider 
Captain Channing a lucky man. Pray invite 
me to your wedding, and may our friend- 
ship continue.— Yours sincerely, GEORGE 
MATCHEN.” 

I posted this letter myself in Rome, and 
then returned down the Appian Way to my 
hut on the Campagna. 

As I walked, looking outwardly calm 
and quiet enough, I was, within, nothing 
short of a smouldering volcano. The threat 
which I used in Rachel’s presence was no 
idle one, and although I had written to her 
with such apparent coolness, I was resolved 
at any cost to carry it out to the bitter end. 
Rachel should never marry Channing; Rachel 
should be my wife at any cost. When a man 
gives himself over to such feelings as now 
animated me he is in danger of losing his 
mental balance, but I was naturally cool and 
wise, and had not the slightest idea of 
handing myself over to the penalties of the 
law. There was a strange beating in my, 
heart and an answering pulse in my temples. 
Inwardly I was as a man torn and wronged. 
Between me and the time before I had 
received Rachel’s letter spread an im- 
measurable distance. Before the arrival 
of that letter I was practically a humene 
scientist who loved his work and wished 
to benefit his fellow-men. Now, every 
thought was concentrated on one idea— 
how could I frustrate Channing, how could 
I make Rachel my wife? Before I slept 
that night I took the first step towards my 
terrible fall. I had a distant cousin of the 
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name of Marian Fletcher. She was a tall, 
dark, handsome girl, dashing in appearance 
and up-to-date in manner. She was the sort 
of woman I had always cordially disliked, 
but unfortunately for me I had the extreme 
penalty of attracting 
her. I was not con- 
` ceited enough to sup- 
pose that she loved 
me, although I did 
know that I had 
always exercised an 
influence. over her. 
From our earliest 
days Marian would 
do my bidding, and, 
imperious and wilful 
to others, would be 
little less than a slave 
to me. Now it oc- 
curred to me that 
she was the sort of 
woman to be my tool. 
Marian was visiting 
friends in the south 
of England. I knew 
her address, for we 
kept up a rather per- 
functory correspond- 
ence, at least on my 
part. I wrote to ber 
now on ordinary 
matters, but in the 
course of the letter I 
mentioned that I had 
heard of Rachel’s 
engagement, and I 
begged Marian to 
furnish me with any 
particulars she could 
with regard to the 
character, ways of life, and circumstances of 
Captain Channing. In about a week’s time 
I received a reply to this letter. Its contents 
were of deeper interest than even I had hoped. 

“ My DEAR GEORGE,” wrote Marian, —‘ In 
reply to your letter I have a good deal to say. 
It is in my power to give you much informa- 
tion with regard to Rachel Denza’s engage- 
ment. In the first place, the marriage 
between her and Captain Channing must be 
performed between now and the ist of 
January next year, for by the will of 
Geoffrey Channing’s late uncle, Sir Edward 
Marbury, he loses a large estate unless 
he marries before that date. Geoffrey 
is well off even without this money, but 
with it he will be an extremely rich man, 
able to give his wife every luxury. Now, 
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pray listen to the divers and sundry chances 
which this world sometimes offers. You will 
start when I tell you that Geoffrey and I are 
first cousins ; that Sir Edward Marbury was 
the uncle with whom I spent the greater part 
of my youth; and 
that if by any chance 
Geoffrey fails to 
marry before the rst 
of January has ex- 
pired, I, Marian 
Fletcher, come in for 
the property which 
he loses. I have no 
wish, believe me, to 
deprive him of his 
money, for I have 
abundance of my 
own ; but at the same 
time his engagement 
more than interests 
me. When our 
uncle’s will was read 
and this curious pro- 
viso was discovered 
Geoffrey was very 
angry and said he 
would never marry 
anyone, fortune or 
no fortune, except 
for love. Now, my 
dear George, I be- 
lieve that Geoffrey 
has absolutely kept 
his word. Until he 
met Rachel he had 
never loved any 
‘woman. You ask 
about his character 
—he is honourable, 
good-looking, and by 
most people considered a very captivating 
man. Iam fully convinced that’ he would 
far rather lose the fortune which will be his 
on the day he marries Rachel than satisfy 
the conditions of his uncle’s will without 
love. Canany woman praise a man further ? 
Well, luck attend him—he has won a prize 
amongst women. There seldom was a more 
beautiful woman than Rachel; you know 
that. She is not without means on her own 
account, although she could scarcely be 
called wealthy; but that fact matters little, 
for Rachel is in love; yes, George, madly, 
desperately in love, and love has transformed 
her. It has added to her beauty and 
accentuated her grace. She is now one of 
the most lovely women I have ever seen. 
They both make a splendid couple. It is 
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good to see two people so happy ; or, George 
Matchen—is it good? Does it not stir certain 
qualities in the hearts of the spectators which 
are not altogether those of virtue? Forgive 
me, I have sometimes fancied that you had 
a tender place in your heart for the beautiful 
Miss Denza. Do you too lose by this 
marriage ?—then we ought to sympathize 
one with the other, for if you lose the woman 
I lose the fortune. Have I anything more 
to tell you? Oh, yes. Colonel Denza has 
not been well and his doctors have ordered 
him to winter in Cairo. ‘The entire party go 
to Egypt about the middle of November, 
where they will remain until after the wedding. 
Captain Channing of course accompanies 
them, and so also does your humble servant. 
Rachel in a letter which I have just received 
says she has heard from you and that you 


have given her your congratulations. Are 
these straight from your heart? I query.-— 


Yours sincerely, MARIAN FLETCHER.” 

Marian’s letter was the beginning of a 
frequent correspondence between us, the 
result being that the day came when I packed 
my traps, took my mosquito-hut to pieces, 
and started for Egypt a week after the 
Denzas had gone there. I too had made up 
my mind to winter in Cairo. The Denzas 
and their party put up at the Continental 
Hotel, but I took rooms at Shepheard’s. 
For various reasons I preferred not to be 
under the same roof as Rachel. But I had 
not been six hours in Cairo before we met. 
I went to the Continental, and she greeted 
me in the great hall which forms one of the 
principal features of the place. Several 
visitors were standing about, and there was 
no one to notice the man who walked 
gravely forward and shook hands with the 
lovely girl who stood up and greeted him. 
No one could guess in the grave face of this 
man, in his few courteous words, that the 
passion of a murderer was consuming his 
heart. 

“How well you look, George,” said 
Rachel, and it seemed to me at that instant 
that she mocked me. 

There was a wild beating in my ears, and 
her next words were almost inaudible. Then 
emotion passed away and I became watchful, 
circumspect, and resolved at any cost to hide 
my feelings. 

“T must introduce you to Geoffrey,” she 
said. “It is so good of you to have come 
to Cairo; your presence will just make our 
party complete. Ah, and here is Geoffrey.” 

She moved a step or two away, said some- 
thing to aman who advanced to meet us, 
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and the next moment Captain Channing and 
I had met. I looked him all over, taking his 
measure at a glance. When my eyes lit 
upon his well-formed face, his open and 
handsome brown eyes; when I perceived 
how kind Nature had been in giving him 
not only all the exterior attributes of manly 
beauty, but had further endowed him with a 
right, good, and honourable heart, I hated 
him with intense satisfaction. It was more 
agreeable to me in my present mood to hate 
than to love, but I had to be wary. 

My conversation as I talked to Channing 
was light and agreeable ; our laughter rang 
out. Presently Colonel Denza and Marian 
appeared. Although we both knew that we 
should meet in Cairo we each of us expressed 
surprise at seeing the other. 

“ How nice this is!” said Marian, and as 
she spoke she looked me full in the face, and 
I beheld in her big, black eyes a look of. 
knowledge. I felt uncomfortable—she seemed 
to read me through. But she quickly put 
me at my ease by suggesting that we should 
all sit out on the moonlit terrace and enjoy 
our coffee and cigarettes. Towards the end 
of the evening Rachel and I found ourselves 
for a moment alone. She turned immediately 
and just touched my hand with hers. 

“How good you are, George!” she said. 
“ You make me so happy. Itis kind of you 
to be nice to Geoffrey.” 

“But why should I not be friendly, my 
dear Rachel?” was my answer. 

She raised her brows a very little. 

“Tt makes me happy,” she said, simply. 

I knew what she was thinking of. She was 
quite silent for a moment, and the moonlight 
fell on her slender figure. She looked, I 
thought, ethereal. 

“T cannot help thinking of your words,” 
she began. 

I interrupted her. 

“Rachel,” I said, in a hoarse voice, “let 
the curtain drop between the past and the 
present; a man is not accountable for what 
he says when he is mad.” 

“And you are sane now, George, are you 
not ?” she asked, in a tone of great relief. 

“ Absolutely.” 

“How glad I am! You do not mind my 
talking to you now and then of my great 
happiness ? ” 

“Treat me as your old friend, Rachel, and 
tell me what you will.” 

“We are to be married,” she said, “two 
days after Christmas, in a little over three 
weeks. We are going to India for our 
wedding trip.” 
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I bowed. 

“You will be present at my wedding, will 
you not, George ?” 

“Certainly,” I answered. I said this 
with marked emphasis, for as I intended 
to be the bridegroom on that auspicious 
occasion I should, of course, not be absent. 

A moment later I took my leave. As I 
was going from the Continental to Shepheard’s 
Hotel, a distance of a few yards, I saw under 
the shade of the big terrace the figure of 
Marian Fletcher. She stretched out her 
hand as I passed and touched me. 

“You did it very well indeed,” she said, 
“and you gave yourself away to no one but 
me.” 

“What do you mean by saying that, 
Marian?” I replied. 

“I have acquired the power of reading 
your heart,” she answered. “It is a subtle 
one, George Matchen, but I have the gift of 
reading it through and through.” 

“May I not see you back to the Con- 
tinental ? ” was my answer. 

“You may when we have walked up and 
down here in the shade. I came out on 
purpose. 
anyone does I do not care. 
friends, and I must 
know exactly the part 
I am to play.” 

“ The part you are 
to play?” Ireplied, my 
heart beating quickly. 

“I intend to help 
you,” she answered, 
and she laid her hand 
on my arm. 

Rachel’s hand was 
the last to touch me 
—it seemed to me 
now that Marian’s 
touch was profana- 
tion. I started away, 
almost rudely. She 
observed the gesture, 
and her black eyes 
flashed, 

“The wedding 
takes place in three 
weeks,” she said. 
“You are agreeable, 
of course?” 

“Tt shall never 
take place,” I an- 
swered, in a low 
voice. ‘Thave vowed, 
and I mean to keep 
my vow.” 


No one will see us, and even if 
We are old 
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“ Bravo !” she answered me. “I thought 
as much. George, I too have good reason 
to wish this marriage not to take place.” 

“ By the way, of course you have,” I 
replied. “How much money comes to you 
if Channing fails to marry before the 1st of 
January ?” 

“My late uncle’s house and estate, and 
something like £50,000 in Consols. A big 
fortune,” she continued, “but I do not care 
so much for that ; something else influences 
me.” 

“What ?” I asked. 

“You,” she replied. “ You, George 
Matchen. Do you not know that I love 
you?” 

“Do not say it, Marian,” I answered, 
hoarsely. 

“Tt is easy to say ‘Don’t, ” she replied, 
“when the deed is done, and when nothing 
can alter facts. .Do you know how many 
men I have refused for your sake? And, 
yes, even if I do receive that fortune, I vow 
that I will marry no one but you. You nave 
made a vow to marry one woman, while 
another woman has made a vow to marry 
you. Now you see your position.” 

I laughed somewhat ruefully. 

“You do not put 
things too plea- 
santly,” I said. 

“You will acqui- 
esce by-and-by, for 
you must,” she re- 
plied. “ But we must 
both clearly under- 
stand. -You do not 
wish the marriage— 
we both have strong 
reasons why it should 
never take place. We 
both intend to act 
with cleverness, we 
both intend to hide 
our real feelings; that 
isenough for to-night, 
our further considera- 
tion must be how we 
are to take the steps 
we wish to take.” 

“Aye,” I said. 
“Good-night, 
Marian.” 

She did not take 
my hand this time; 
she glided away. I 
returned to my 
hotel, but not to 
sleep. 
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During my recent experiments on the 
Campagna I had followed Manson’s dis- 
coveries. The spangle- winged mosquito, 
small, light as air, almost transparent, scarcely 
visible to the naked eye, carried within its 
tiny body a weapon of death almost as sure 
and certain as the assassin’s knife. 

Before leaving the precincts of that 
malarial district I had secured several of 
these mosquitoes in a bottle. The bottle 
was, of course, provided with a breathing 
apparatus, and in order to keep the insects 
alive I fed them on bananas, but I knew 
that in order to insure the truth of Man- 
son’s theory I must give the mosquitoes a 
malarial victim to feed upon. How could 
I find such a victim ? 

To-night I examined my treasures. I 
held the bottle between myself and the light. 
They seemed in good condition. I lay 
down to sleep in the small hours and my 
sleep was troubled by dreams. I awoke 
early, jumped up and dressed hastily. After 
breakfast I determined to pass away the 
morning hours in the far-famed bazaars. As 
I walked there now through the crowded 
streets, the air, light, dry, exhilarating, in- 
sensibly cheered my spirits; the weight 
which had lain against my heart lifted, 
and although my mind was irrevocably 
made up I determined to enjoy the present. 
As I strolled along the narrow streets, knock- 
ing up against Arabs and Egyptians as I did 
so, and finally entered under the low portal 
which led to the bazaars, I wondered if I 
should meet Rachel here. Most girls like to 
visit these homes of curiosities and articles of 
vertu. I thought of Rachel and of her alone 
as I passed between the gaily set-out counters, 
and listened to the eager remarks of the 
merchants as they advertised their wares. I 
thought of Rachel’s glorious eyes, the ring in 
her voice, the immeasurable comfort which 
one glance at her afforded me. I should be 
a madman indeed if I did not make a frantic 
struggle to secure so great a prize. I walked 
on and on, shouted to in broken English 
by the Arabs as they stood behind their 
counters. But the moonstones, the tur- 
quoises, the bracelets, the necklets, the ker- 
chiefs, the rich embroideries, did not attract 
me ; I saw them without seeing them. Pre- 
sently I passed right through the bazaar 
of varieties, down through the Turkish 
quarters, and into the Silver Bazaar. Here 
one could see the metal itself formed into 
bangles, bracelets, and brooches before one’s 
eyes. It was the fashion for each visitor in 


Cairo to visit this special bazaar. A more 
Vol. xxi.—77. 
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dangerous and hideous-looking place it was 
scarcely possible to find. There was barely 
room for me to walk between the stalls ; men 
of all Eastern nationalities, Arabs, Egyptians, 
Bedouins, Syrians, peered at me as I passed 
by. The crafty face of a Greek looked 
into mine; the suave, smooth, expressionless 
countenance of an Arab was within a foot or 
two of my own face. It would, I knew, be 
easy for these men to bind me hand and foot, 
to rob and murder me, and there would be 
an end for all time of George Matchen ; but 
no one was interested in me to that 
extent. I passed by, buying nothing and 
exciting no comment whatsoever. I was 
just about to come out again when a man 
who was standing by a counter and examin- 
ing some soft silver bangles attracted my 
attention. The place was lit artificially, and 
the flame of a torch fell on his face. I 
stopped when I saw him, and a spasm of 
mingled agony and delight crossed my heart. 
He was a sad-looking object—his face was 
so thin that the bones all but protruded ; it 
was sallow, too, with a sickly sallowness 
which spoke of deranged liver and blood- 
poisoning ; his black eyes were sunken in his 
head; he coughed as he spoke, and as I 
approached him and stared almost rudely 
into his face I saw him shiver as if with 
sudden rigor. Beyond doubt, dark as was 
his complexion, he was a European—perhaps 
an Englishman ; beyond doubt, also, he was 
suffering from malaria. I knew this at once ; 
I knew also that the malaria which was drain- 
ing his life-blood was of the kind known as 
malignant. Now, all malarias are intermittent, 
and this man was in the stage of this fell 
disease when the fever for a short time had 
relaxed its grip. He completed his bargain 
with the silver merchant and I followed him 
out of the bazaar. He took no notice what- 
ever of me, but walked languidly, tottering 
slightly as he did so. Suddenly he almost 
fell. This was my opportunity. I went 
quickly to his side and offered him my arm. 

“Vou are ill,” I said, speaking in French. 
“ Can I assist you to a carriage ?” 

He replied to me at once in excellent 
English, 

“I was mad to come out,” he said. 
“Thank you for your courtesy. I shall be 
very much obliged if you will see me into a 
victoria.” 

I observed that he was past all other 
speech. I led him gently to the end of the 
street and put him into a carriage. He gave 
the driver the name of the Continental 
Hotel. Again there came a grip at my 
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heart, but this time it was altogether one of 
satisfaction. 

Cairo is perhaps the last place on earth 
where malaria is to be found; the extreme 
dryness of the climate makes such a disease 
all but impossible. This man, therefore, 
must have come to Cairo already attacked. 
I needed such a victim. Beyond doubt he 
was the tool to execute the deadly work 
which I had in hand. That evening I had a 
private conversation with Marian. 

“There is a man under this roof very ill,” I 
said. “ Do you happen to know about him ?” 

“ Are you alluding to Mr. Aldis?” she said 
at once. 

“ Perhaps so,” I replied. “I met a man, 
to-day at the Silver Bazaar ; he was suffering 
from malignant malaria. Oh, it is not 
infectious ; you need not start. I helped him 
to a carriage and he gave the address of this 
hotel. I am interested.” ° 

Then I looked at her and stopped speak- 
ing. Her face became watchful and eager. 

“Tell me something about malaria,” she 
said, in a whisper. 
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I hated her as she came 
nearer to me; I hated her 
still more when she lowered 
her voice; all the same, I 
knew I must use her. 

“ Malaria in all forms is 
deadly,” I said. “It works 
havoc on the constitution. 
Malignant malaria as a rule 
kills, and quickly. The man 
I helped to-day will shortly 
die.” 

“Could you not be of ser- 
vice to this suffering indi- 
vidual?” was her next ques- 
tion, made after a pause. 
“There is doubtless,” she 
continued, “no one else in 
Cairo who has so thoroughly 
studied the deadly com- 
plaint.” 

“That I am sure is the 
l case,” I replied. 

iif “ Perhaps you would like 
ae to see Mr. Aldis?” 

I looked full at her, then 
I lowered my eyes 

“Wait a moment,” she 
said. “I know the manager— 
I will go and speak to him.” 

She jumped up and left 
me. In a few minutes she 
returned to my side. 

“I think Mr.. Aldis will 
see you,” she said, in a whisper. “A message 
has been sent to his apartments. He is very 
ill this evening, but refuses to see any of 
the doctors of the place. It is possible, 
therefore, that he may give you the pleasure 
of prescribing for him.” 

“ Then, in that case,” I answered, abruptly, 
“I will leave the hotel for a few minutes. If 
a message comes in my absence keep it for 
me, will you ?” 

I went straight to Shepheard’s. I reached 
my own room. There I took a bottle which 
contained my pet mosquitoes from its hiding- 
place and held it between me and the light. 
Opening this bottle with extreme care I 
transferred two of the winged insects to 
another and smaller bottle. ‘These I chris- 
tened on the spot Lucifer and Diabolis. I 
smiled strangely as I watched their attenuated, 
shadowy forms. They immediately settled 
themselves at the bottom of the bottle. They 
looked languid ; doubtless they were weak 
for want of their proper food. 

“I am prepared, my friends, to give you a 
meal to-night,” I said to them. 
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I slipped the bottle into my pocket and 
went back to the hotel. 

“ Oh, George,” said Rachel, the moment I 
appeared, “ there is a poor man dreadfully 
ill upstairs; the concierge has been to 
inquire for you; the man, a Mr. Aldis, wants 
to know if you will pay him a professional 
visit.” 

“With pleasure,” I replied. ‘Ah, there 
is the concierge ; I will speak to him.” 

I went up to the man, said a few words, 
and a moment later was taken up in the lift 
to Aldis’s room. He had a large room on 
the third floor, The man flung open the 
door, announced—* Dr. George Matchen,” 
and shut it behind him. The patient was 
bending over a wood fire in all the first 
rigor of a terrible attack. 

“ How do you do?” he said, just nodding 
to me and speaking with difficulty, for his 
teeth chattered so. “I have to thank you 
for your kindness to-day ; I did not know, 
then, that I was being helped by a doctor, 
and one who the manager tells me has 
specially studied the infernal disease which 
is bringing me to the grave. I do not 
suppose you can do anything for me, but 
all the same it is kind of you to call.” 

“I may possibly be able to give you a 
little relief,” was my reply. Then I sat down 
by his side and asked him a few questions. 

He was far gone, indeed, with acute 
malignant malaria. He told me he had 
contracted it in New Guinea, that the 
attacks were becoming more and more 
frequent and his strength less and less. 
He had fled from the deadly place to Cairo 
hoping to recover, but his own supposition 
was that he was too deeply imbued with the 
disease for any chance of cure, and was toa 
certainty dying. 

“I shall never go out again,” he said, 
“until I am carried from here. I have 
declined, however, to go to a hospital, and 
I do not want a nurse; I can manage 
myself.” 

As he spoke he cowered yet nearer to the 
fire. I took out my glass bottle and, un- 
observed by him, removed the cork and let 
one of the spangle-winged mosquitoes free. 
I then turned and sat down near the patient. 

I tried to draw him to talk on other 
matters, but he was too ill even to answer my 
questions. I knew that I was cruel, almost 
brutal ; but was he not my tool—should I not 
be a madian to lose this chance of acquiring 
what I desired? Presently there sounded on 
my ears the well-known musical hum of a 
mosquito. It came nearer and yet nearer; 


Digitized by Goc gle 


611 


passing me by, it selected the sick man as its 
victim. A moment later and my spangle- 
winged beauty alighted on the invalid’s hand. 
He immediately raised the other hand to 
brush it off, but before he could do so I 
interposed. 

“One moment,” I cried; “this is most 
curious. Let me secure this mosquito ; it is 
surely not one of the ordinary kind one finds 
here.” 

As I spoke I laid my hand lightly on the 
mosquito. It fluttered in its unwelcome 


prison. I put it back into my bottle. The 
invalid gazed at me in astonishment. 
“ The brute has bitten me,” he said. “It 


is early in the year for mosquitoes in Cairo, 
but I have been bitten before.” 

“Indeed,” I answered, with eagerness. 
“Yes, I see you have mosquito curtains rourd 
your bed.” 

“The season has been so warm that they 
have never died off as is their usual habit,” 
was his answer. “But excuse me, doctor, I 
think I shall get into bed ; the second stage 
of my disease is approaching.” 

I now changed my manner and helped 
him to the utmost of my ability. I sat 
with him until the fury of the attack had 
spent itself, and it was late before I left 
his room. 

From that hour Frank Aldis was my patient. 
I visited him once or twice a day. I spoke 
to my friends downstairs of the interesting 
case which had come under my notice. I 
specially mentioned how extremely favourable 
it was for my special investigations. Marian 
watched me morning, noon, and night—she 
was intensely interested ; Captain Channing 
mildly so; but Rachel scarcely listened to 
me. For the time she was altogether ab- 
sorbed ; it was her nature to be polite to 
everyone, but I could see that she lived in 
a dream-world, and only Captain Channing's 
voice and Captain Channing’s face had power 
to make her heart awake. I saw the light of 
love in her eyes whenever she looked at him— 
but for that look which was never directed to- 
wards me I might have paused and considered ; 
as it was I was obdurate. I had now fed all 
my mosquitoes one by one from the veins 
of my malarious patient, but Lucifer and 
Diabolis I still kept in a bottle by themselves 
—they were fully primed to do what destruc- 
tion lay in their power. Meanwhile the days 
flew. Christmas Day arrived, and two days 
afterwards the wedding was to take place. 
On that day Marian watched me much 
as a cat watches a mouse. As to Captain 
Channing and Rachel, they were more and 
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more absorbed in each other. On Christmas 
night I knew that the time had come to 
strike. For this purpose I must secure the 
services of Marian Fletcher. I asked her, 
therefore, as the evening approached to stroll 
with me on the terrace. The night was 
balmy, like an English midsummer. There 
were several guests sitting about ; the waiters 
in their quaint Oriental costumes were darting 
here and there supplying the different small 
tables with coffee and cigarettes. Marian 
and I moved into the shade where no one 
walked or lingered. 

“ Well ?” she said. 

I turned to her. 
I asked. 

“On a condition,” she replied, very slowly. 

“You come in for the fortune, Marian, that 
1s the condition.” 

“You marry me, George. 
condition,” she answered. 

I looked her full in the eyes. 

“You ask the impossible,” I said. “I 
want to remove a certain man from my path 
because I love the girl who is engaged to 
him. How can you expect me to marry 
you?” 

“This is a case 
of revenge,” she 
answered, lightly. 
“You deprive 
Rachel Denza of 
her lover and her 
fortune, but you 
marry me after- 
wards. The 
whole thing is 
well conceived, 
and I can and 
will help you.” 

I was silent, 
thinking hard. 
I could not do 
what I intended 
to do without her 
help ; at the same 
time nothing on 
this earth would 
induce me to 
marry her. 

“ Listen, Ma- 
rian,” I said, 
softly. “What 
we do we must 
do to-night. You 
and I step down 
from the paths of 
respectabilityand 


“Will you help me?” 


That is my 


enter the shady “vou LOOK LIKE A MURDERER !' SHE HISSED.”" 
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paths of crime—deliberate and wicked crime 
—to-night. We will talk of the conditions 
afterwards. If you fail to help me on this 
night, which is already upon us, it will be 
too late.” 

“In any case I get the fortune,” she said, 
softly, under her breath. ‘‘ What am I to do 
to-night, Dr. Matchen ? ” 

I took a glass bottle from my pocket. 

“In this,” I said, “is a mosquito.” 

She laughed. 

“ Really,” she answered; “we descend 
from the sublime to the ridiculous. I am 
not partial to mosquitoes; one got inside 
my curtains last night and bit me savagely 
on my neck; my neck is inflamed. Did 
you not notice the ugly mark at dinner ?” 

“I did not,” I replied. “ But listen, pray. 
There are mosquito curtains, are there not, 
round all the beds?” 

“ Of course.” 

“In what room does Captain Channing 
sleep, Marian ?” 

“On the same corridor with the rest of 
our party. All our rooms adjoin ; his is the 
farthest off, then Colonel Denza’s, then mine, 
then Rachel’s.” 

“Then your 
course is easy,” I 
answered. “ Pray 
go upstairs some 
time this evening 
when no one is 
by, enter Cap- 
tain Channing’s 
room, open the 
curtains of his 
bed, and let the 
insect which rests 
in this bottle 
have its freedom 
inside the cur- 
tains. When you 
are quite certain 
that it is safe 
within, tuck the 
curtains down 
again and come 
away. The work 
is easy,” I con- 
tinued, and I 
gave a light 
laugh. 

“Work easy, 
pay heavy,” she 
answered. 

Just then a 
waiter carrying a 
tray with glasses 
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passed us. The reflection of a bright light 
in one of the rooms of the hotel caused 
the glasses to gleam. There was a second 
reflection on Marian’s face and on mine. 

“You look like a murderer,” she hissed, 
“and you want me to be one, too.” 

“ Ask no questions,” I replied. “ What is 
a mosquito? Keep your secret. If you do 
your work well you will at least be an 
heiress, one of the richest women in England. 
—There.” 

I thrust the bottle which contained Dia- 
bolis into her hand. Diabolis was full-fed 
and ripe to pursue his deadly work. 

The next morning, by invitation, I break- 
fasted at the Continental with the Denzas. 
The whole party were in high spirits. Cap- 
tain Channing, in particular, looked in 
radiant health; but I noticed to my own 
intense satisfaction that he rubbed his cheek, 
and I observed the small but sure bite of a 
mosquito in the little red patch which irri- 
tated him. Rachel’s eyes met mine; she 
noticed the direction of Captain Channing’s 
hand, and, bending towards him, said :— 

“So you were the victim last night ? ” 

“What do you mean?” he asked, turning 
to her. 

“I was bitten the night before ; I see that 
those horrid creatures attacked you last 
night.” 

“Do you mean the mosquitoes?” he 
asked, immediately. “It is surprising that 
they should be active at this time of the year. 
Of course, one knows there are always a few 
in Cairo, but a most persistent brute had got 
into my mosquito curtains ; it worried me 
indescribably : I managed, however, to kill it 
at last.” 

So Diabolis was dead! I smiled grimly to 
myself. Captain Channing jumped up and 
asked Rachel if she had finished breakfast. 
They went out together ; Marianand I found 
ourselves alone. 

“When will the poison begin to work?” 
she asked. 

“Hush!” I replied. “Walls have ears.” 

“But when?” she persisted. 

“Probably this afternoon.” 

“Is one dose sufficient ? ” 

“Tt would be safer to give a second,” was 
my answer, after a moment's hesitation. “Can 
you help me to do this, Marian ?” 

“Certainly I can. Will you let me have 
the bottle which contains the insect before 
night ?” 

I nodded. She looked full at me. 

“You clearly understand what my collabora- 
tion in this matter implies? ” 
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“You get the money,” was my answer. 

“ And the man,” she continued. 

Ishrugged my shoulders. 

“You know, Miss Fletcher,” I said, “that I 
only love one woman, Rachel Denza.” 

“ And she is good,” replied Marian, slowly. 
“ A nice husband you would make for a good 


. woman! You had much better be content 
with me. Like ought to mate with like in 
this world. I at least shall never reproach 


you, for we shall both be in the same box.” 

I made no answer. Not one single thrill 
of remorse had visited me. If I ever had 
a heart it was now hard as iron. I was 
only thinking of the result which a second 
dose of poison would certainly produce. 
Rachel, deprived both of fortune and lover, 
must assuredly turn tome. My work could 
not be spoilt now. I must soothe and satisfy 
Marian later on, but at any cost she must 
complete what she had begun. 

Just then Rachel came up to us. 
was a little pale and a trifle anxious. 

“Tam so glad you have not gone,” she 
said, eagerly. ‘‘Geoffrey is not well; he 
complains of shivering and headache. It 
is impossible that he could have caught 
malaria, but certainly. the symptoms seem 
very like those from which Mr. Aldis suffers.” 

“Do not be anxious,” I replied. ‘ Malaria 
is not infectious in the ordinary sense, but I 
will go and see him ; where is he?” 

“ He has gone to his room to lie down ; he 
feels very sick.” 

“ Better and better,” I whispered to myself. 

I ran upstairs and saw Channing. He 
had slight rigor, which I knew would soon 
increase ; he had also sick headache. He 
could not understand his own sensations. 

“Give me something to put me right, 
won’t you, Matchen?” he said, when he saw 
me. “It is no end of a nuisance to be 
knocked up to-day, for remember I marry 
Rachel to-morrow.” 

“That you do not, sir,” was my inward 
comment. 

Aloud I said :— 

“I will prescribe something for you, and 
the main thing is not to worry.” 

I went downstairs and ordered a harmless 
compound. It was by no means my inten- 
tion to cut the attack short, even if I could 
do so. 

In the evening I inquired for Captain 
Channing. He was now very ill, indeed, 
and all thought of to-morrow’s ceremony was 
abandoned. Colonel Denza was anxious 
and spoke to me. 

“I hope Channing will be able to be 
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married on the following day,” he said. 
“You have doubtless heard of the curious 
will which provides him a fortune if he takes 
to himself a wife before or on the first of the 
New Year?” 

“I have heard of it,” I replied, briefly. 
“ He is suffering from malaria, and there are 
symptoms which point to a malignant type, 
but I hope the attack will have died down by 
the morning.” 

Colonel Denza looked very anxious. I 
saw that I was not wanted, and went back to 
my hotel. 

I returned later to put my glass bottle into 
Marian Fletcher’s hand. 

“T am appointed nurse,” she said, “ for 
the time being; you see how everything 
suits, but do not forget our bargain.” 

' I nodded to her and went away. Again, 
that night, callous wretch that I was, I slept, 
but I awoke early and went to the hotel. 
Captain Channing had got over the first 
acute attack, and was lying on his pillows, 
languid, weak, and indifferent. Rachel was 
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standing in the room ; she turned when she 
saw me. 

“This is our wedding-day,” she said, ‘ but 
Geoffrey says he cannot marry me to-day.” 

“Why, of course not,” I replied. “How 
could you be so cruel as to expect it?” 

She fell on her knees beside his couch and 
took one of his feverish hands in hers. 

“ I have a headache myself,” she said; “it 
is caused by disappointment.” . 

“Darling, I shall be all right to-morrow,” 
he said, and, making an effort, he raised her 
little hand to his lips and kissed it. 

The sight maddened me. I made a 
remark, ordered the prescription which I had 
made up yesterday to be renewed, and left 
the room. Colonel Denza was standing on 
the landing. 

“Well,” he said, “how is the patient? 
Any improvement?” 

“There is not the least doubt, Colonel,” 
I replied, “that Captain Channing is suffer- 
ing from malignant malaria. ‘The fact is he 
ought not to marry for some time.” 

“He must marry before the 1st. We 
must get through the ceremony scmehow to- 
morrow.” 

“ Ah,” I answered, “I do not think you 
will.” 

“It is worse than provoking.” said the 
Colonel. “I do not want to be heartless, 
believe me, Matchen, but to throw away 
such a fortune! Surely a 
great effort ought to be 
made to comply with the 
uncle’s will.” 

“I will do my best,” I an- 
swered. ‘But would youlike 
to callin another doctor?” 

“Certainly not ; no one 
knows so much about 
malaria as you do.” 

Just then Rachel passed 
me, going languidly and 
very slowly to her room. 
I was struck by the feeble- 
ness of her step and 
followed her. 

“ Are you ill, Rachel?” 
I said. “Is this little dis- 
appointment more than 
you can bear?” 

“ Believe me, it is not the 
money,” she answered, and 
tears filled her lovely eyes. 
“Tt is the sight of his suffer- 
ing—the change in his face. 
Oh, you do not think he 
will die?” 
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“No, no,” I said, as soothingly as I could. 
“ But you really are ill.” 

“T do not know what is the matter,” she 
answered. “I feel much as Geoff did 
yesterday morning, shivery, tired, headachy.” 

“ You are nervous,” I replied. “ You can- 
not possibly be contracting malaria. Now, 
go like a good girl and lie down.” 

She left me. Again I observed that feeble 
walk. She was a tall, strong girl, but she 
absolutely tottered as she went down the long 
corridor. Her walk reminded me of Aldis as 
he tottered up the street after leaving the 
Silver Bazaar. 

I could not quite account for the strange, 
fierce nervousness which suddenly arose 
‘within me, nor could I in the least under- 
stand the vague fear which clutched at my 
heart and shook me to the foundations of 
my being. I went downstairs; Marian sat 
reading an English newspaper. She raised 
her eyes when I approached. 

“ All going well, eh ?” she inquired. 

I sat down near her. 

“How can you look so cool and in- 
different?” I said. ‘Sometimes I wender 
if you are a woman at all.” 

“ As much woman as you are man, dear 
sir,” was her gentle response. “But how go 
the patients ? ” 

“The patients!” I cried. “There is only 
one patient ; he is bad enough, God knows.” 

“ I fancy there are two,” she replied. 

“Two?” I cried. “Two?” 

Then I remembered Rachel's condition. 
I looked full at Marian. My very heart 
stood still—the words I tried to utter froze 
on my lips. 

“There are likely to be two, 
Marian, in a low tone. 
she spoke. 
Matchen.” 

I followed her. The terrace was absolutely 
deserted. We stood side by side in the 
shade caused by the big hotel. The sunshine 
blazed hot everywhere else; a number of 
Arab women carrying necklaces, feathers, and 
other things to sell came up and proffered 
their wares. Marian ordered the women off 
with an imperious gesture. 

“Dr. Matchen,” she said, facing me and 
looking me full in the eyes, “I asked you 
for a promise last night you virtually refused 
to give. Remembering that man above all 
things is frail, weak, and uncertain, anxious 
to have his own way at any cost, but not 
anxious to perform that which is afterwards 
expected of him— to make all safe, I took 
the matter into my own hands. It does not 
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suit my wishes that Captain Channing should 
die and Rachel live, beautiful and free. I 
think you call your favourite mosquitoes 
Diabolis and Lucifer. Diabolis poisoned 
Captain Channing on the night of the 25th; 
Lucifer poisoned Rachel last night.” 

“ What do you mean?” I cried. 

I took her by her shoulders and turned 
her round. 

“ What do you mean?” I hissed again in 
her face. 

“What I say. Take your hands off. I 
took the one step possible to take. ‘They 
are both ill now, and it is--yes, your doing 
and mine. Cure them if you can.” 

I did not say a word—I was incapable of 
speech. I turned from Marian, walked 
across the hall of the big hotel, and, not 
waiting for the lift, bounded up the stairs 
three steps at a time to the third story. I 
turned down the corridor where the Denzas’ 
rooms were situated. Rachels door was: 
slightly ajar; I heard voices within. Her 
father was standing by the bedside. ‘The 
girl herself was lying on the bed; she had 
not troubled to undress, but from where I 
stood I noticed the frightful rigor which 
caused her to shiver from head to. foot. 
Colonel Denza saw me, and asked me to 
enter. 

“ Ah, Matchen,” he said, “you are the 
very man. What can you make of this? 
Are not Rachel’s symptoms singularly like 
those from which Channing suffered yester- 
day ?” 

I went up to the bed and took the small, 
hot hand in my clasp. ‘The pulse was gallop- 
ing—it did not need me to lay my finger upon 
it to know that the girl’s temperature was 
high. 

“You must get into bed, Rachel,” I said, 
as gently as I could speak. “You are more 
ill than IT thought; I will get a nurse from 
the hospital to see after you.” 

“T am so cold,” she answered, and her 
teeth chattered. 

I bent towards her. 

“Tell me,” TI said, “and speak truly. 
Were you bitten by anything last night ?” 

“ Bitten?” she answered, pressing her 
hand to her eyes and pushing back her hair. 
“ How funny! I had forgotten. Of course 
I was. A mosquito got inside my curtains ; 
it bit my little finger and my wrist: see how 
inflamed they are. [ lita candle and hunted 
for the little wretch, but could not find: it. 
Oh, how my head aches ; how giddy I am!” 

“I will get you a nurse ; we will soon have 
you all right,” I said; but my face must have 
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belied my words. I motioned to Colonel 
Denza and we both left the room. 

“ What is the matter?” he asked. 

“Matter!” I cried. “Only God knows. 
Your daughter is infected with the same 
horrible thing from which Captain Channing 
is suffering. Yes, they will be cured; they 
must be cured. I take it upon me to say 
that is almost a certainty; but they are 
both ill—alarmingly so. Get nurses from 
the hospital, my dear sir. Do not allow 
Miss Fletcher near them ; any excuse—infec- 
tion—what you like. I am off to—to do 
that which I mean to do.” 

“But the marriage—the marriage on the 
tst !” cried the agonized father. 

“ Marriage!” I answered. “ Colonel 
Denza, you may be thankful if you keep 
your daughter. Go on your knees to 
Almighty God and ask Him to spare her life. 
Do not keep me now.” 

“But where are you going?” he called 
after me. “Are there no immediate steps 
to be taken?” 

“Yes, yes. Dose her with quinine, dose 
them both with quinine. I will prescribe 
the dose. Do not keep me, I beg of you.” 

I rushed from the hotel. I was like a 
madman, like one possessed ; and yet, and 
yet, I was not as guilty as I had been when 
I awoke that morning. It was given to me 
at the eleventh hour to repent, to repent with 
the agony which lost souls must feel in purga- 
tory. Little did I care then whether Rachel 
married the man she loved or not. All I re- 
quired of the God who made her was her life. 

“Oh, spare her young and beautiful life!” 
I cried, and then I thought no more of the 
past, but only of the present. I must take 
means. 
~ While studying the great malarial question 
on the wide plains of the Campagna I had, 
as I have already stated, thought much of the 
possibility of a remedy or a cure—something 
which should destroy the parasites in the 
blood. I had already made extensive 
experiments in this direction, but hitherto, I 
must own, without marked success. Still, in 
moments when I could think clearly and 
devote my whole time to the question, I had 
wild dreams of a certain disinfectant which I 
called by the name of spirileen. Spirileen 
was a mixture of more than one strong dis- 
infectant, and could be introduced by inocu- 
lation into a healthy or infected subject at 
will. Up to the present, as I have said, I 
had found no certain results, but I was 
nearly mad now, and determined, come what 
would, to try to inoculate Rachel. 
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I went to my rooms, shut myself in, 
worked up my subject carefully for a few 
hours, and then went back to the Con- 
tinental. There was a hush and quiet over 
the place. Everyone in the hotel knew what 
had occurred: that the bride and bridegroom 
of to-morrow were both literally lying at 
death’s door. The manager of the hotel 
looked disturbed ; if it were known that an 
attack of malignant malaria was assailing his 
guests he himself would be ruined. He 
came to me to ask what it meant. 

“Can you throw any light on the subject, 
sir?” was his inquiry. ‘Panic is beginning 
which will empty the hotel; several people ` 
have already gone. Mr. Aldis is so bad he 
is not expected to live out the day.” 

“ What do you say?” I asked. 

I started, turned, and faced him. 

“Just what I say, sir. Mr. Aldis is not 
expected to hold out until night, and Miss 
Fletcher, one of your party, sir, has already 
started for Alexandria en route for Eng- 
land.” 

This was a relief which the man must have 
seen reflected in my face. I evaded any 
further questions from him and rushed up- 
stairs. - I went to Aldis’s door and knocked. 
A feeble voice responded. I opened the 
door and entered. The man was lying weak 
unto death on his bed. He could scarcely 
speak, his face was cadaverous, the signs of 
approaching death were manifest. 

If I saved him—and surely in such an 
extreme case any experiment was justifiable— 
then Rachel at such a much earlier stage of 
the complaint would be delivered. I went 
straight up to Aldis and bent over him. 

“I am nearly gone,” he said to me. 

“T have something that I want to try,” I 
said. “It is kill or cure. May I?” 

He gave a vague nod; I doubt if he under- 
stood me. I had my syringe ready, and 
within two minutes I had inoculated him. I 
sat down by him then and waited for the 
result. I had watched his case for days now, 
and I knew when the fever would begin to 
return. It was due. The temperature ought 
to rise within half an hour. I sat and watched 
the clock as a man who is drowning watches 
to see whether the saving rope will reach 
him. When the clock struck I took Aldis’s 
temperature. It was normal; there was no 
rise. I took it again in half an hour ; still 
no rise. 

“What is this?” I said. 
is not coming back.” 

I observed that his eyes were a shade 
brighter. I gave him a stimulant. I sat 
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with him for another hour; still no rise of 
temperature, no sign of the terrible recurrence 
of the fever. Already he looked better; he 
was able to turn in bed and to watch me. I 
gave him a second dose of the disinfectant 
and then left him. My mind was made up; 
I went straight to Rachel’s room. 

She was in a paroxysm of extreme misery. 
The nurse whom Denza had summoned was 
seated by the bedside. Rachel was delirious ; 
she did not know anyone. 

“It is a very sharp attack, sir,” said the 
nurse, in French. 

“Ves,” I answered, and then I took the 
girl’s white hand and pushed up her sleeve, 
and introduced the spirileen. ; 


I must not make my story too long. 
Suffice it to say that by a miracle, as it seemed 
to me, Rachel Denza, Captain Channing, 
and, last but not least, Mr. Frank Aldis 
crept back from the gates of death to the 
shores of life. Step by step I watched them 
as the cruel enemy withdrew and life and 
health and strength returned to their faces. 
They all spoke of me as their benefactor, and 
I, coward that I was, could not disillusionize 
them. There came a day when Channing 
and Rachel, quite well again, drove to church 
together and were made one by the officiating 
priest. On that day I crept to the church and 
stayed there and listened to the words which 
took Rachel from me for ever. But in reality 
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she had never been mine, and that which I 
had done in my madness had removed her 
immeasurable miles from me and my life. I 
was thankful that she was alive. I crept 
back to Shepheard’s Hotel, for I was ill. I 
myself had been bitten by the deadly mos- 
quitoes, heeding little what they did during 
those hours that I watched by Rachael’s bed. 
Should I give myself the spirileen and so, 
perhaps, save my life? No; it seemed use- 
less. The very desire for life had left me. 
Up to the present I had just strength to 
keep from my friends the fact that I was 
ill. I sat in my room between the raging 
paroxysms of fever and wondered what was 
before me. At least I might do one good. 
Spirileen, thought cut by me, in very deed 
and truth my own discovery, the fruits of my 
months of labour, had proved efficacious. I 
would give my discovery to the world before 
I died. At intervals I had written my 
story, and there was just this one thing to 
add—the proportions and the natures of the 
disinfectants which made my protective. I 
took a sheet of paper and prepared to 
WEE). does 
NotE.—Dr. Matchen was found dead in 
his room, seated by his writing-table, his 
hand still holding his pen. ‘The manu- 


script which lay by his side was carefully 
packed and forwarded to his friend, Colonel 
Denza. 
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An Extraordinary Marine Blockade. 


By ALFRED BURKHOLDER. 


OR a period of five days 
Lake Superior traffic with the 
balance of the Great Lakes 
was entirely suspended because 
of a curious accident which 
befell the mammoth steamer 
Douglass Houghton. A similar disaster had 
never before occurred in the history of the 
Great Lakes. The loss sustained through 
the five days’ delay in the movement of the 
cargoes carried by the fleet that gathered in 
the channel awaiting the raising of the 
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blockade is estimated at $1,000,000. When 
the obstruction was finally removed with 
dynamite the race for port presented the 
greatest marine pageant ever seen on the 
Great Lakes. 

The Houghton is owned by the Bes- 
semer Steamship Company, of Cleveland, 
Ohio, which represents the interests of John 
D. Rockefeller, the Standard Oil Company 
millionaire, and is the largest of all craft on 
the Great Lakes, having a total length on 
the keel of 456ft.and a beam of soft. On 
September 5th, 1899, with the steel barge 
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fritz in tow, the Houghton was coming 
down St. Mary’s River, which, with the Sault 
Ste. Marie Government canal, forms the 
connection between Lakes Huron and 
Superior, when the rudder chains parted. 

In the current, which is swift at that point, 
the steamer was helpless, and swung round 
in such a manner that its bow grounded on 
one side of the bank and the stern jutted far 
out toward the other side. With all the 
momentum of 7,000 tons of iron ore, and 
her own weight, the A7ztz bore down on the 
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ill-fated steamer, and crashed into the side 
of the Houghton, which sank immediately. 
The hull lay in such a position in the deep 
channel as to effectually blockade it against 
the passage of other craft. 

News of the accident created consternation 
among vesselmen and shippers at the upper 
lake ports, owing to the fact that the lake 
season was rapidly drawing to a close, and 
according to the insurance compact made at 
the beginning of the year all risks were to 
expire December 1st at noon. At the time 
of the disaster it was estimated that there 
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were five cargoes of lumber ready for ship- 
ment from lake ‘Superior ports for every 
vessel engaged in the trade, and there was a 
demand fora million tons of coal at ports 
on Lake Superior. Owing to the abnormally 
high freight rates the earnings of the larger 
ships of the lake fleet are from $1,000 to 
$2,500 per day. 

Time thus being so valuable, it may be 
certain that none was lost in commencing 
the work of removing the obstruction from 
the channel. Scarcely had the steamer 
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settled to the bottom of the stream when a 
wrecking company was at the scene of the 
accident with all its men, pumps, and 
apparatus. : i 

For a time the question of blowing the 
steamer to pieces with dynamite, and thus 
clearing the channel, was seriously dis- 
cussed, but was finally abandoned. In- 
stead, the hole in the steamer’s side was 
patched up, the water in the hold was 
pumped out, and then began the task of 
lightering sufficient ore to float the boat clear 
of the channel banks upon which it was 
partially resting. It is needless to say that 
work was prosecuted night and day without 
intermission, as many men as could work 
effectively being engaged in assisting to raise 
the blockade of lake traffic. 

After 1,800 tons of the cargo had been 
taken out, and the bow raised 5ft., it was dis- 
covered that the steamer had ploughed raft. 
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into the limestone rock which forms the bed 
of the river and sides of the channel. The 
bow of the steamer was held in a vice-like 
grip, and all the tugs which were available 
could not haul it free. The limestone had 
to be blown away by dynamite, and a large 
hole was drilled in the rock and a charge put 
in. Four tugs fastened lines on one side of 
the Houghton’s stern and two at the other 
side, while a seventh hitched to the bow. 
The tugs went ahead at full speed, the lines 
became taut at the instant the charge of 
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dynamite was fired, and everyone thought it 
would release the steamer and blow away a 
good portion of the bank. But the tugs 
could not move the monster. 

The limestone held it secure, and for 
another and another time the blasting powder 
failed to break away enough of the rock to 
let the steamer loose. Finally, an extra 
large charge blew away the obstructing rock, 
and amid the cheers of the hundreds of on- 
lookers and workmen the /Ysughton floated 
out into the river, dragging with it a number 
of trees and débris from the shore, to which 
a 12-inch hawser had secured it. The 
captains of scores of steamers and other craft 
had been waiting in the vicinity of the wreck 
in their yawls to watch the wrecking opera- 
tions. But the instant the Houghton moved 
from its crosswise position in the channel 
they all raced back to their vessels to be 
ready for the signal to start down. 
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Captain A. B. Davis, of the United States 
revenue cutter Morrill, took charge of the 
waiting steamers at the request of the Lake 
Carriers’ Association, and all the captains by 
agreement awaited his orders for leaving the 
river. The up-stream boats were to wait 
until the down-bound craft were gone, and a 
third of a mile was fixed as the minimum 
distance to be kept between the departing 
_ boats. Only one change was made in the 
original plan of Captain Davis, and that was 
in the order of the leaving. Many of those 
that reached the blockade first anchored at 
some distance from the Houghton, while the 
late arrivals stopped at quarters close to the 
wreck. These vessels, of course, were per- 
mitted to start before the more distant boats. 

Then an exciting scene was witnessed. 
All through the Ste. Marie River the mighty 
procession steamed, a line of lake monsters 
over forty miles in length. While in the 
river it was necessary that the greatest care 
be taken to prevent accidents. Not a vessel 
attempted to pass those in the van. How- 
ever, the firemen were working as if the 
vessels were already engaged in a race—the 
steam registers indicated that the boilers were 
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carrying all the pressure they could stand— 
and the engineers waited the signal from 
above to go ahead at full speed. 

Once past Detour, with the waters of Lake 
Huron before them, every captain sent the 
signal to the engine-room to go ahead at full 
speed, and every steamer started on one of 
the greatest races every witnessed on any 
body of water in the world. Six hundred 
miles away in front of them lay the Ohio 
ports and Buffalo, with the docks for unload- 
ing, and the winners would make several days 
by getting off their cargoes and starting back 
again ahead of the other boats. To lose in 
the race was to suffer the loss of thousands 
of pounds, for a few days’ delay at that time 
of the year proves costly. 

The cargoes carried by the blockaded boats 
aggregated 300,000 tons of ore, 1,900,000ft. 
of lumber, and goo,oco bushels of wheat, 


besides general package freight. Most of 
the wheat was carried in “ whaleback” 
steamers, several of which are shown in 


one of the accompanying illustrations. The 
starting of the immense fleet of blockaded 
vessels was attended by only a few accidents 
of minor importance. ‘The Northern Wave 
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grounded, but got off, and the Crete struck 
the boulders near the Houghton, and lay 
there two hours before being released by 
a tug. 

The Sault (Soo) Canal is the greatest 
artificial waterway in the world, with its 
commerce aggregating in seven or eight 
months of 1899 more than 20,000,000 tons. 
There are two great stone locks, but above 
and below are narrow and tortuous channels, 
with swift waters, running from Lake Superior 
down to Lake Huron. The sinking of the 
Houghton in this narrow channel shows that 
the obstruction of a single ship can blockade 
the waterway and stop the commerce of a 
nation as suddenly and completely as though 
the lakes were drained of their waters. 

The Government of the United States 
recognised the growing importance of this 
connecting link 
between the sea- 
board and the iron 
ranges and wheat 
elevators of the 
North-West by the 
construction of the 
largest lock in 
the world, which 
was opened 
August 3rd, 1896. 
The old American 
and Canadian 
locks, formerly in 
use, proved inade- 
quate to accommo- 
date the lake traffic 
as long ago as 
1890, and during 
the construction of 
the new one there 
was a constant 
congestion of 
steamers in the St. 
Mary’s Channel. 

The net registered tonnage of the vessels 
passing through the “Soo” Canal and the 
St. Mary’s River every year is greater than 
that which enters the port of Liverpool, and 
more than twice as great as that which passes 
through the Suez Canal. During the navi- 
gation season of 1897 there were 18,982,755 
net tons of freight sent through St. Mary’s 
Canal, and of this tonnage 10,633,715 net 
tons were irou ore. In 1890 the ore tonnage 
passing through the canal was 4,774,768 
tons, showing a total increase of nearly 
6,000,000 tons in iron ore alone, while the 
total increase of all tonnage in seven years 
was estimated at 10,000,000 tons. 
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The freight which passed through the 
canal during the season of 1898-was valued 
at $235,000,000, and there was paid in 
freights the sum of $14,126,000. There are 
a total of about 5,000 ships engaged in 
freight traffic on the Great Lakes. Many of 
the ships are large enough to carry the 
product of from 15,000 to 20,0co acres of the 
best wheat lands of the north at a single load, 
or receive in their great holds the burden of 
thirty or forty heavy freight trains. As the 
lake season is short, the dock appliances are 
of. the most modern construction, and the 
cargo handling records are better than on 
other waters. Cargoes of 200,000 bushels of 
wheat are loaded in less than 200 minutes. 
Coal is shovelled from the holds of ships and 
placed on docks at a speed of more than 
1,000 tons every hour. 


A I THE DAMAGED SIDE 
From a Photo. by W. J. Bell. 


The blocking of the St. Mary’s Channel by 
the sinking of the Moughlion has caused 
vesselmen to take up the question of ad- 
ditional channels between the lakes, and a 
determined movement will be made before 
the National Congress for the necessary 
authorization to dig a second canal, to be 
2oft. deep, several hundred feet wide, and 
some miles long through a solid rock island 
south of the “Soo.” The proposed canal 
will cost from five to ten millions of dollars, 
and will raise the total expenditure of the 
Government for the deep channels between 
the upper and lower lakes to not less than 
$25,000,000. 
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CHAPTER I. 

HE ancient port of Sunwich 
was basking in the sunshine of 
ia July afternoon. A rattle of 

‘| cranes and winches sounded 
from the shipping in the har- 

bour, but the town itself was 
half asleep. Somnolent shopkeepers in dim 
back parlours coyly veiled their faces in red 
handkerchiefs from the too ardent flies, while 
small boys left in charge noticed listlessly the 
slow passing of time as recorded by the 
church clock. 

It is a fine church, and Sunwich is proud 
of it. The tall grey tower is a landmark at 
sea, but from the narrow streets of the little 
town itself it has a disquieting appearance 
of rising suddenly above the roofs huddled 
beneath it for the purpose of displaying a 
black-faced clock with gilt numerals whose 
mellow chimes have recorded the passing 
hours for many generations of Sunwich men. 

Regardless of the heat, which indeed was 
mild compared with that which raged in his 
own bosom, Captain Nugent, fresh from the 
inquiry of the collision of his ship Congueror 
with the German barque Hans Miiller, strode 
rapidly up the High Street in the direction 
of home. An honest seafaring smell, com- 
pounded of tar, rope, and fish, known to the 
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educated of Sunwich as ozone, set his 
thoughts upon the sea. He longed to be 
aboard ship again, with the Court of Inquiry 
to form part of his crew. In all his fifty years 
of life he had never met such a collection ot 
fools. His hard blue eyes blazed as he 
thought of them, and the mouth hidden by 
his well-kept beard was set with anger. 

Mr. Samson Wilks, his steward, who had 
been with him to London to give evidence, 
had had a time upon which he looked back 
in later years with much satisfaction at his 
powers of endurance. He was with the 
captain, and yet not with him. When 
they got out of the train at Sunwich he 
hesitated as to whether he should follow the 
captain or leave him. His excuse for follow- 
ing was the bag, his reason for leaving 
the volcanic condition of its owner’s temper, 
coupled with the fact that he appeared to be 
sublimely ignorant that the most devoted 
steward in the world was tagging faithfully 
along a yard or two in the rear. 

The few passers-by glanced at the couple 
with interest. Mr. Wilks had what is called 
an expressive face, and he had worked his 
sandy eyebrows, his weak blue eyes, and 
large, tremulous mouth into such an ex- 
pression of surprise at the finding of the 
Court, that he had all the appearance of a 
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veholder of visions. He changed the bag to 
his other hand as they left the town behind 
them, and regarded with gratitude the 
approaching end of his labours. 

At the garden-gate of a fair-sized house 
some half-mile along the road the captain 
stopped, and after an impatient fumbling at 
the latch strode up the path, followed by 
Mr. Wilks, and knocked at the door. As he 
paused on the step he half turned, and for 
the first time noticed the facial expression of 
his faithful follower. 

“What the dickens are you looking like that 
for?” he demanded. 

“Tve been surprised, sir,” conceded Mr. 
Wilks ; “surprised and astonished.” 

Wrath blazed again in the captain’s eyes 
and set lines in his forehead. He was being 
pitied—by a steward ! 

“You've been drinking,” he said, crisply ; 
“ put that bag down.” 

“Arsking your pardon, sir,” said the 
steward, twisting his unusually dry lips into a 
smile, “ but I’ve ’ad no opportunity, sir—I’ve 
been follerin’ you all day, sir.” 

A servant opened the door. “You’ve been 
soaking in it for a month,” declared the 
captain as he entered the hall. “ Why the 
blazes don’t you bring that bag in? Are you 
so drunk you dont know what you are 
doing?” 

Mr. Wilks picked the bag up and followed 
humbly into the house. Then he lost his 
head altogether, and gave some colour to his 
superior officer’s charges by first cannoning 
into the servant and then wedging the captain 
firmly in the doorway of the sitting-room 
with the bag. 

“ Steward !” rasped the captain. 

“ Yessir,” said the unhappy Mr. Wilks. 

“Go and sit down in the kitchen, and 
don’t leave this house till you’re sober.” 

Mr. Wilks disappeared. He was not in 
his first lustre, but he was an ardent admirer 
of the sex, and in‘an absent-minded way he 
passed his arm round the handmaiden’s waist, 
and sustained a buffet which made his head 
ring. 

“A man o’ your age, and drunk, too,” 
explained the damsel. 

Mr. .Wilks denied both charges. It 
appeared that he was much younger than 
he looked, while, as for drink, he had for- 
gotten the taste of it. A question as to the 
reception Ann would have accorded a boyish 
teetotaler remained unanswered. 

In the sitting-room Mrs. Kingdom, the 
captain’s widowed sister, put down her 
crochet-work as her brother entered, and 
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turned to him expectantly. There was an 
expression of loving sympathy on her mild 
and rather foolish face, and the captain 
stiffened at once. 

“I was in the wrong,” he said, harshly, as 
he dropped into a chair ; “ my certificate has 
been suspended for six months, and my first 
officer has been commended.” 

“Suspended?” gasped Mrs. Kingdom, 
pushing back the white streamer to the cap 
which she wore in memory of the late Mr. 
Kingdom, and sitting upright. ‘ You?” 

“T think that’s what I said,” replied her 
brother. 

Mrs. Kingdom gazed at him mournfully, 
and, putting her hand behind her, began a 
wriggling search in her pocket for a hand- 
kerchief, with the idea of paying a wholesome 
tribute of tears. She was a past-master in 
the art of grief, and, pending its extraction, 
a docile tear hung on her eyelid and waited. 
The captain eyed her preparations with silent 
anger. 

“I am not surprised,” said Mrs. Kingdom, 
dabbing her eyes; “ I expected it somehow. 
I seemed to have a warning of it. Something 
seemed to tell me ; I couldn’t explain, but I 
scemed to know.” 

She sniffed gently, and, wiping one eye at 
a time, kept the disengaged one charged 
with sisterly solicitude upon her brother. 
The captain, with steadily rising anger, 
endured this game-of one-eyed bo-peep for 
five minutes; then he rose and, muttering 
strange things in his beard, stalked upstairs 
to his room. 

Mrs. Kingdom, thus forsaken, dried her 
eyes and resumed her work. The remainder 
of the family were in the kitchen ministering 
to the wants of a misunderstood steward, 
and, in return, extracting information which 
should render them independent of the 
captain’s version. 

“Was it very solemn, Sam?” inquired 
Miss Nugent, aged nine, who was sitting on 
the kitchen table. 

Mr. Wilks used his hands and eyebrows 
to indicate the solemnity of the occasion. 

“They even made the cap’n leave off 
speaking,” he said, in an awed voice. 

“I should have liked to have been there,” 
said Master Nugent, dutifully. 

“Ann,” said Miss Nugent, “go and draw 
Sam a jug of beer.” 

“ Beer, miss?” said Ann. 

“A jug of beer,” repeated Miss Nugent, 
peremptorily. 

Ann took a jug from the dresser, and 
Mr. Wilks, who was watching her, coughed 
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HIS PERTURBATION ATTRACIED THE ATTENTION OF HIS HOSTESS.” 


helplessly. His perturbation attracted the 
attention of his hostess, and, looking round 
for the cause, she was just in time to see 
Ann disappearing into the larder with a 
cream-jug. 

“The big jug, Ann,” she said, impatiently ; 
“you ought to know Sam would like a big 
one.” 

Ann changed the jugs, and, ignoring a 
mild triumph in Mr. Wilks’s eye, returned 
to the larder, whence ensued a musical 
trickling. ‘Then Miss Nugent, raising the 
jug with some difficulty, poured out a tumbler 
for the steward with her own fair hands. 

“Sam likes beer,” she said, speaking 
generally. 

“I anew that the first time I see him, 
miss,” remarked the vindictive Ann. 

Mr. Wilks drained his glass and set it 
down on the table again, making a feeble 
gesture of repulse as Miss Nugent refilled it. 

“Go on, Sam,” she said, with kindly en- 
couragement; “how much does this jug 
hold, Jack ?” 

“Quart,” replied her brother. 

“ How many quarts are there in a gallon?’ 

“ Four.” 

Miss Nugent looked troubled. “I heard 
father say he drinks gallons a day,” she re- 
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marked ; “ you’d better fill 
all the jugs, Ann.” 

“Tt was only ‘is way o 
speaking,” said Mr. Wilks, 
hurriedly; ‘the cap’n is 
like that sometimes.” 

“I knew a man once, 
miss,” said Ann, “as used 
to prefer to ’ave it in a 
wash -hand basin. Odd, 
ugly-looking man ’e was; 
like Mr. Wilks in the face, 
only better-looking.” 

Mr. Wilks sat upright 
and, in the mental struggle 
involved in taking in this 
insult in all its ramifica- 
tions, did not notice until 
too late that Miss Nugent 
had filled his glass again. 

“It must ha’ been nice 
for the captain to ’ave you 
with ’im to-day,” remarked 
Ann, carelessly. 

“Tt was,” said Mr. Wilks, 
pausing with the glass at 
his lips and eyeing her 
sternly. “ Eighteen years 
Pve bin with ’im — ever 
since ’e ’ad a ship. ’E took 
a fancy to me the fust time ’e set eyes 
on me.” 

“Were you better-looking then, Sam?” 
inquired Miss Nugent, shuffling closer 
to him on the table and regarding him 
affectionately. 

“Much as I am now, miss,” replied Mr. 
Wilks, setting down his glass and regarding 
Ann’s giggles with a cold eye. 

Miss Nugent sighed. “I love you, Sam,” 
she said, simply. ‘“ Will you have some 
more beer ?” 

Mr. Wilks declined gracefully. “Eighteen 
years I’ve bin with the cap’n,” he remarked, 
softly ; “through calms and storms, fair 
weather and foul, Samson Wilks ’as been by 
is side, always ready in a quiet and ’umble 
way to do ‘is best for ’im, and now—now that 
’e is on his beam-ends and lost ’is ship, 
Samson Wilks ’Il sit down and starve ashore 
till he gets another.” . 

At these touching words Miss Nugent was 
undisguisedly affected, and wiping her bright 
eyes with her pinafore, gave her small, well- 
shaped nose a slight touch en passant with 
the same useful garment, and squeezed his 
arm affectionately. 

“Its a lively look-out for me if father is 
going to be at home for long,” remarked 
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Master Nugent. 

Sam ?” 
“Shouldn’t wonder if the fust officer, Mr. 

Hardy, got it,” replied the steward. “He 


“Who'll get his ship, 


was going dead-slow in the fog afore he sent - 


down to rouse your father, and as soon as 
your father came on deck ’e went at /arf- 
speed. Mr. Hardy was commended, and 
your father’s certifikit was suspended for six 
months.” 

Master Nugent whistled thoughtfully, and 
quitting the kitchen proceeded upstairs to 
his room, and first washing himself with 
unusual care for a boy of thirteen, put on a 
clean collar and 
brushed his hair. 
He was not going 
to provide a sus- 
pended master- 
mariner with any 
obvious reasons 
for fault - finding. 
While he was“ 
thus occupied the 
sitting-room bell 
rang, and Ann, 
answering it, left 
Mr. Wilks in the 
kitchen listening 
with some trepi- 
dation to the 
conversation. 

“Is that steward 
of mine still in 
the kitchen?” 
demanded the 
captain, gruffly. 

“Yessir,” said 
Ann. 

“Whats he 
doing ? ” 

Mr. Wilks’s 
ears quivered anxiously, and he eyed with 
unwonted disfavour the evidences of his 
late debauch. 

“ Sitting down, sir,” replied Ann. 

“Give him a glass of ale and send him 
off,” commanded the captain ; “and if that 
was Miss Kate I heard talking, send her in 
to me.” 

Ann took the message back to the kitchen 
and, with the air of a martyr engaged upon 
an unpleasant task, drew Mr. Wilks another 
glass of ale and stood over him with well- 
affected wonder while he drank it. Miss 
Nugent walked into the sitting-room, and 
listening in a perfunctory fashion to a ship- 
master’s platitude on kitchen-company, took 


a seat on his knee and kissed his ear. 
Vol. xxi.—79. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Tue downfall of Captain Nugent was for 
some time a welcome subject of conversation 
in marine circles at Sunwich. At The 
Goblets, a rambling old inn with paved 
courtyard and wooden galleries, which almost 
backed on to the churchyard, brother-captains 
attributed it to an error of judgment ; at the 
Two Schooners on the quay the profanest of 
sailormen readily attributed it to an all-seeing 
Providence with a dislike of overbearing 
ship-masters. 

The captain’s cup was filled to the brim 
by the promotion of his first officer to the 
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“A WELCOME SUBJECT OF CONVERSATION IN MARINE CIRCLES.” 


command of the Congueror. It was by far 
the largest craft which sailed from the por- 
of Sunwich, and its master held a corret 
sponding dignity amongst the captains or 
lesser vessels. ‘Their allegiance was now 
transferred to Captain Hardy, and the master 
of a brig which was in the last stages of 
senile decay, meeting Nugent in The Goblets, 
actually showed him by means of two lucifer 
matches how the collision might have been 
avoided. 

A touching feature in the business, and a 
source of much gratification to Mr. Wilks by 
the sentimental applause evoked by it, was 
his renunciation of the post of steward on the 
ss. Conqueror. Sunwich buzzed with the 
tidings that after eighteen years’ service with 
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Captain Nugent he preferred starvation 
ashore to serving under another master. 
Although comfortable in pocket and known 
to be living with his mother, who kept a 
small general shop, he was regarded as a 
man on the brink of starvation. Pints were 
thrust upon him, and the tale of his nobility 
increased with much narration. It was con- 
sidered that the whole race of stewards had 
acquired fresh lustre from his action. 

His only unfavourable critic was the erring 
captain himself. He sent a peremptory 
summons to Mr. Wilks to attend at Equator 
Lodge, and the moment he set eyes upon 
that piece of probity embarked upon such 
a vilification of his personal defects and 
character as Mr. Wilks had never even 
dreamt of. He wound up by ordering him 
to rejoin the ship forthwith. 

“ Arsking your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Wilks, 
with tender reproach, “ but I couldn’t.” 

“ Are you going to live on your mother, 
you hulking rascal?” quoth the incensed 
captain. 

“No, sir,” said Mr. Wilks. “I’ve got a 
little money, sir; enough for my few wants 
till we sail again.” 

“When I sail again you won’t come with 
me,” said the captain, grimly. “I suppose 
you want an excuse for a soak ashore for six 
months !” 

Mr. Wilks twiddled his cap in his hands 
and smiled weakly. 

“I thought p’r'aps as you'd like me to come 
round and wait at table, and help with the 
knives and boots and such-like,” he said, 
softly. “ Ann is agreeable.” 

“Get out of the house,” said the captain 
in quiet, measured tones. 

Mr. Wilks went, but on his way to the 
gate he picked up three pieces of paper 
which had blown into the garden, weeded 
two pieces of grass from the path, and care- 
fully removed a dead branch from a laurel 
facing the window. He would have done 
more but for an imperative knocking on the 
glass, and he left the premises sadly, putting 
his collection of rubbish over the next garden 
fence as he passed it. 

But the next day the captain’s boots bore 
such a polish that he was able to view his 
own startled face in them, and at dinner-time 
the brightness of the knives was so con- 
spicuous that Mrs. Kingdom called Ann in 
for the purpose of asking her why she didn’t 
always do them like that. Her brother ate 
his meal in silence, and going to his room 
afterwards discovered every pair of boots 
he possessed, headed by the tall sea-boots, 
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standing in a nicely gmduated line by the 
wall, and all shining their hardest. 

For two days did Mr. Wilks do good by 
stealth, leaving Ann to blush to find it fame ; 


- but on the third day at dinner, as the captain 


took up his knife and fork to carve, he 
became aware of a shadow standing behind 
his chair. A shadow in a blue coat with 
metal buttons, which, whipping up the first 
plate carved, carried it to Mrs. Kingdom, 
and then leaned against her with the vegetable 
dishes. The dishes clattered a little on his 
arm as he helped the captain, but the latter, 
after an impressive pause and a vain attempt 
to catch the eye of Mr. Wilks, which was 
intent upon thinys afar off, took up the spoon 
and helped himself. From the unwonted 
silence of Miss Nugent in the presence of 
anything unusual it was clear to him that 
the whole thing had been carefully arranged. 
He ate.in silence, and a resolution to kick 
Mr. Wilks off the premises vanished before 
the comfort, to say nothing of the dignity, 
afforded by his presence. Mr. Wilks, some- 
what reassured, favoured Miss Nugent with 
a wink to which, although she had devoted 
much time in trying to acquire the art, she 
endeavoured in vain to respond. 

It was on the day following this that Jack 
Nugent, at his sister’s instigation, made an 
attempt to avenge the family honour. Miss 
Nugent, although she treated him with scant 
courtesy herself, had a touching faith in his 
prowess, a faith partly due to her brother 
occasionally showing her his bicep muscles 
in moments of exaltation. 

“There’s that horrid Jem Hardy,” she said, 
suddenly, as they walked along the road. 

“So it is,” said Master Nugent, but without 
any display of enthusiasm. 

“ Halloa, Jack,” shouted Master Hardy 
across the road. 

“ Halloa,” responded the other. 

“Hes going to fight you,” shrilled Miss 
Nugent, who thought these amenities ill- 
timed; “he said so.” 

Master Hardy crossed the road. 
for?” he demanded, with surprise. 

“Because you're a nasty, horrid boy,” 
replied Miss Nugent, drawing herself up. 

“Oh,” said Master Hardy, blankly. 

The two gentlemen stood regarding each 
other with uneasy grins; the lady stood by 
in breathless expectation. The suspense 
became painful. 

“Who are you staring at?” demanded 
Master Nugent, at last. 

“You,” replied the other; “who are you 
staring at?” 


“ What 
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“You,” said Master Nugent, defiantly. 

There was a long interval, both gentlemen 
experiencing some difficulty in working up 
sufficient heat 
for the engage- 
ment. 

“You hit me 
and see what 
you'll get,” said 
Master Hardy, 
at length. 

“You hit 
me,” said the 
other. 

“Cowardy, 
cowardy cus- 
tard,” chanted 
the well - bred 
Miss Nugent, 
“ate his mo- 
ther’s mustard. 
Cowardy, cow- 
ardy cus 

“Why don’t 
you send that 
kid home?” de- 
manded Master 
Hardy, eyeing 
the fair songster 
with strong dis- 
favour. 

“You leave 
my sister alone,” 








627 


She hid her face for a moment, and 
when she looked again Jack was on the 
ground, and Master Hardy just rising from 
his prostrate 
body. Then 
Jack rose slowly 
and, crossing 
over to her, bor- 
rowed her hand- 
kerchief and 
applied it with 
great tenderness 
to his nose. 

“Does it 
hurt, Jack?” 
she inquired, 
anxiously. 

“No,” growled 
her brother. 

He threw 
down the hand- 
kerchief and 
turned to his 
opponent again ; 
Miss Nugent, 
who was careful 
about her pro- 
perty, stooped 
to recover it, 
and immedi- 
ately found her- 
self involved in 
a twisting tangle 


said the other, a re of legs, from 
giving him a “THE SUSPENSE BECAME PAINFUL.” which she es- 
light tap on the caped by a 
shoulder. “ There’s your coward’s blow.” miracle to see Master Hardy cuddling her 


Master Hardy made a ceremonious return. 
“ There’s yours,” he said. “Lets go behind 
.the church.” 

His foe assented, and they proceeded in 
grave silence to a piece of grass screened by 
trees, which stood between the church and 
the beach. Here they removed their coats 
and rolled up their shirt-sleeves. Things look 
different out of doors, and to Miss Nugent 
the arms of both gentlemen seemed some- 
what stick-like in their proportions. 

The preliminaries were awful, both com- 
batants prancing round each other with their 
faces just peering above their bent right arms, 
while their trusty lefts dealt vicious blows at 
the air. Miss Nugent turned pale and 
caught her breath at each blow, then she 
suddenly reddened with wrath as James 
Philip Hardy, having paid his tribute to 
science, began to hammer John Augustus 
Nugent about the face in a most painful and 
workmanlike fashion. 
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brother round the neck with one hand and 
punching him as hard and as fast as he could 
with the other. The unfairness of it mad- 
dened her, and the next moment Master 
Hardy’s head was drawn forcibly backwards 
by the hair. ‘The pain was so excruciating 
that he released his victim at once, and Miss 
Nugent, emitting a series of terrified yelps, 
dashed off in the direction of home, her hair 
bobbing up and down on her shoulders, and 
her small black legs in an ecstasy of motion. 

Master Hardy, with no very well-defined 
ideas of what he was going to do if he caught 
her, started in pursuit. His scalp was still 
smarting and his eyes watering with the pain 
as he pounded behind her. Panting wildly 
she heard him coming closer and closer, and 
she was just about to give up when, to her 
joy, she saw her father coming towards them. 

Master Hardy, intent on his quarry, saw 
him just in time, and, swerving into the road, 
passed in safety as Miss Nugent flung herself 
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with some violence at her father’s waistcoat 
and, clinging to him convulsively, fought for 
breath. It was some time before she could 
furnish the astonished captain with full 
details, and she was pleased to find that his 
indignation led him to ignore the hair- 
grabbing episode, on which, to do her justice, 
she touched but lightly. ; 

That evening, for the first time in his life, 
Captain Nugent, after some deliberation, 
called upon his late mate. The old servant 
who, since Mrs. Hardy’s death the year 
before, had looked after the house was out, 
and Hardy, unaware of the honour intended 
him, was scandalized by the manner in 
which his son received the visitor. The 
door opened, there was an_ involuntary 
grunt from Master Hardy, and the next 
moment he sped along the narrow passage 
and darted upstairs. His father, after wait- 
ing in vain for his return, went to the door 
himself. 

“Good evening, cap’n,” he said, in surprise. 

Nugent responded gruffly, and followed 
him into the sitting-room. To an invitation 
to sit, he responded more gruffly still that he 
preferred to stand. He then demanded 
instant and sufficient punishment of Master 
Hardy for frightening his daughter. 

Even as he spoke he noticed with strong 
disfavour the change which had taken place 
in his late first officer. The 
change which takes place when 
a man is promoted from that 
rank to that of master is 
subtle, but unmistakable — 
sometimes, as in the present 
instance, more unmistakable 
than subtle. Captain Hardy 
coiled his long, sinewy form 
in an arm-chair and, eyeing 
him calmly, lit his pipe before 
replying. 

“ Boys will fight,” he said, 
briefly. 

“Im speaking of his run- 
ning after my daughter,” said 
Nugent, sternly. 

Hardy’s eyes twinkled. 
“Young dog,” he said, geni- 
ally ; “at his age, too.” 

Captain Nugent’s face was 
suffused with wrath at the 
pleasantry, and he regarded 
him with a fixed stare. On 
board the Conqueror 
there was a witchery in 
that glance more potent than 
the spoken word, but in 
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his own parlour the new captain met it 
calmly. 

“I didn’t come here to listen to your 
foolery,” said Nugent; “I came to tell you 
to punish that boy of yours.” 

“And I sha’n’t do it,” replied the other. 
“T have got something better to do than 
interfere in children’s quarrels. I haven't 
got your spare time, you know.” 

Captain Nugent turned purple. Such 
language from his late first officer was a 
revelation to him. 

“I also came to warn you,” he said, 
furiously, “that I shall take the law into my 
own hands if you refuse.” 

“ Aye, aye,” said Hardy, with careless con- 
tempt; “Pll tell him to keep out of your 
way. But I should advise you to wait until 
I have sailed.” 

Captain Nugent, who was moving towards 
the door, swung round and confronted him 
savagely. 

“ What do you mean ?” he demanded. 

“ What I say,” retorted Captain Hardy. “I 
don’t want to indulge Sunwich with the 
spectacle of two middle-aged ship-masters at 
fisticuffs, but that’s what'll happen if you 
touch my boy. It would probably please the 
spectators more than it would us.” 

“TIL cane him the first time I lay hands 
on him,” roared Captain Nugent. 





“CAPTAIN HARDY LIT HIS PIPE BEFOKE REPLYING.” 
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Captain Hardy’s stock of patience was at 
an end, and there was, moreover, a long and 
undischarged account between himself and 
his late skipper. He rose and crossed to the 
door. 

“Jem,” he cried, “come downstairs and 
show Captain Nugent out.” 

There was a breathless pause. Captain 
Nugent ground his teeth with fury as he saw 
the challenge, and realized the ridiculous posi- 
tion into which his temper had led him ; and 
the other, who was also careful of appearances, 
repented the order the moment he had given 
it. Matters had now, however, passed out of 
‘their hands, and both men cast appraising 
glances at each other’s form. The only one 
who kept his head was Master Hardy, and it 
was a source of considerable relief to both of 
them when, from the top of the stairs, the 
voice of that youthful Solomon was heard 
declining in the most positive terms to do 
anything of the kind. 

Captain Hardy repeated his command. 
The only reply was the violent closing of a 
door at the top of the house, and after wait- 
ing a short time he led the way to the front 
door himself. 

“You will regret your insolence before I 
have done with you,” said his visitor, as he 
paused on the step. ‘It’s the old story of 
a beggar on horseback.” 

“It’s a good story,” said Captain Hardy, 
“but to my mind it doesn’t come up to the 
one about Humpty-Dumpty. Good-night.” 

CHAPTER III. 

Ir anything was wanted to convince 
Captain Nugent that his action had been 
foolish and his language intemperate it was 
borne in upon him by the subsequent 
behaviour of Master Hardy. Generosity is 
seldom an attribute of youth, while egotism, 
on the other hand, is seldom absent. So far 
from realizing that the captain would have 
scorned such lowly game, Master Hardy 
believed that he lived for little else, and his 
Jack-in-the-box ubiquity was a constant 
marvel and discomfort to that irritable 
mariner. Did he approach a seat on the 
beach, it was Master Hardy who rose 
(at the last moment) to make room for 
him. Did he stroll down to the harbour, 
it was in the wake of a small boy looking 
coyly at him over his shoulder. Every 
small alley as he passed seemed to con- 
tain a Jem Hardy, who whizzed out like 
a human firework in front of him, and then 
followed dancing on his toes a pace or two 
in his rear. 
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This was on week-days; on the Sabbath 
Master Hardy’s daring ingenuity led him to 
still further flights. All the seats at the 
parish church were free, but Captain Nugent, 
whose admirable practice it was to take his 
entire family to church, never thoroughly 
realized how free they were until Master 
Hardy squeezed his way in and, taking a seat 
next to him, prayed with unwonted fervour 
into the interior of a new hat, and then sitting 
back watched with polite composure the 
efforts of Miss Nugent’s family to restrain her 
growing excitement. 

Charmed with the experiment, he repeated 
it the following Sunday. This time he 
boarded the seat from the other end, and 
seeing no place by the captain, took one, or 
more correctly speaking made one, between 
Miss Nugent and Jack, and despite the 
former’s elbow began to feel almost like one 
of the family. Hostile feelings vanished, and 
with an amiable smile at the half-frantic Miss 
Nugent he placed a “bull’s-eye” of great 
strength in his cheek, and leaning forward for 
a hymn-book left one on the ledge in front of 
Jack. A double-distilled perfume at once 
assailed the atmosphere. 

Miss Nugent sat dazed at his impudence, 
and for the first time in her life doubts as to 
her father’s capacity stirred within her. She 
attempted the poor consolation of an “acid 
tablet,” and it was at once impounded by the 
watchful Mrs. Kingdom. Meantime the reek 
of “ bull’s-eyes ” was insufferable. 

The service seemed interminable, and all 
that time the indignant damsel, wedged in 
between her aunt and the openly-exultant 
enemy of her House, was compelled to 
endure in silence. She did indeed attempt 
one remark, and Master Hardy, with a 
horrified expression of outraged piety, said 
“ H’sh,” and shook his head at her. It was 
almost more than flesh and blood could bear, 
and when the unobservant Mrs. Kingdom 
asked her for the text on the way home 
her reply nearly cost her the loss of her 
dinner. 

The Conqueror, under its new commander, 
sailed on the day following. Mr. Wilks 
watched it from the quay, and the new 
steward observing him came to the side, and 
holding aloft an old pantry-cloth between his 
finger and thumb until he had attracted his 
attention, dropped it overboard with every 
circumstance of exaggerated horror. By the 
time a suitable retort had occurred to the 
ex-steward the steamer was half a mile 
distant, and the extraordinary and unnatural 
pantomime in which he indulged on the edge 
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of the quay was grievously misinterpreted by 
a nervous man in a sailing-boat. 

Master Hardy had also seen the ship out, 
and, perched on the extreme end of the 
breakwater, he remained watching until she 
was hull down on the horizon. Then he 
made his way back to the town and the 
nearest confectioner, and started for home 
just as Miss Nugent, who was about to pay a 
call with her aunt, waited, beautifully dressed, 
in the front garden while that lady completed 
her preparations. 

Feeling very spick and span, and still a 
trifle uncomfortable from the vigorous atten- 
tions of Ann, who cleansed her as though 
she had been a doorstep, she paced slowly 
upand down the path. Upon these occasions 
of high dress a spirit of Sabbath calm was 
wont to descend upon her and save her from 
escapades to which in a less severe garb she 
was somewhat prone. 

She stopped at the gate and looked up 
the road. Then her face flushed, and she 
cast her eyes behind her to make sure that 
the hall-door stood open. The hated scion 
of the house of Hardy was coming down the 
road, and, in view of that fact, she forgot all 
else —even her manners. 

The boy, still fresh from the loss of his 
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natural protector, kept a 
wary eye on the house 
as he approached. Then 
all expression died out of 
his face, and he passed 
the gate, blankly ignoring 
the small girl who was 
leaning over it and appa- 
rently suffering from 
elephantiasis of the tongue. 
He went by quietly, and 
Miss Nugent, raging in- 
wardly that she had mis- 
behaved to no purpose, 
withdrew her tongue for ° 
more legitimate uses. 

“ Boo,” she cried; “who 
: had his hair pulled ?” 
Master Hardy pursued the even tenor of 
his way. 

“Who’s afraid to answer me for fear my 
father will thrash him?” cried the dis- 
appointed lady, raising her voice. 

This was too much. The enemy retraced 
his steps and came up to the gate. 

“You're a rude little girl,” he said, with an 
insufferably grown-up air. 

“Who had his hair pulled?” demanded 
Miss Nugent, capering wildly; “who had 
his hair pulled ?” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Master Hardy. 
“ Here.” 

He put his hand in his pocket, and pro- 
ducing some nuts offered them over the gate. 
At this Miss Nugent ceased her capering, 
and wrath possessed her that the enemy 
should thus misunderstand the gravity of the 
situation. 

“Well, give ’em to Jack, then,” pursued 
the boy ; “he won’t say no.” 

This was a distinct reflection on Jack’s 
loyalty, and her indignation was not lessened 
by the fact that she knew it was true. 

“Go away from our gate,” she stormed. 
“Tf my father catches you, you'll suffer.” 

“ Pooh !” said the dare devil. He looked 
up at the house and then, opening the gate, 
strode boldly into the front garden. Before 
this intrusion Miss Nugent retreated in alarm, 
and gaining the doorstep gazed at him in 
dismay. Then her face cleared suddenly, 
and Master Hardy looking over his shoulder 
saw that his retreat was cut off by Mr. 
Wilks. 

“Don't let him hurt me, Sam,” entreated 
Miss Nugent, piteously. 

Mr. Wilks came into the garden and closed 
the gate behind him. 

“ I wasn’t going to hurt her,” cried Master 
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Hardy, anxiously; “as if I should hurt a 
girl!” 

“Wot are you doing in our front garden, 
then ?” demanded Mr. Wilks. 

He sprang forward suddenly and, catching 
the boy by the collar with one huge hand, 
dragged him, struggling violently, down the 
side-entrance into the back garden. Miss 
Nugent, following close behind, sought to 
improve the occasion. 

“See what you get by coming into our 
garden,” she said. 

The victim made no reply. He was 
writhing strenuously in order to frustrate Mr. 
Wilks’s evident desire to arrange him com- 
fortably for the administration of the stick he 
was carrying. Satisfied at last, the ex-steward 
raised his weapon, and for some seconds 
plied it briskly. Miss Nugent trembled, but 
sternly repressing sympathy for the sufferer, 
was pleased that the long arm of justice had 
at last overtaken him. 

“Let him go now, Sam,” she said; “he’s 
crying.” 

“Tm not,” yelled Master Hardy, frantically. 

“I can see the tears,” declared Miss 
Nugent, bending. 

Mr. Wilks plied the rod again until his 
victim, with a sudden turn, fetched him a vio- 
lent kick on the shin and broke loose. The 
ex-steward set off in pursuit, somewhat handi- 
capped by the fact that he dare not go over 
flower-beds, whilst Master Hardy was singu- 
larly free from such prejudices. Miss Nugent 
ran to the side-entrance to cut off his retreat. 
She was willing for him to be released, but 
not to escape, and so it fell out that the boy, 
dodging beneath Mr. Wilks’s outspread arms, 
charged blindly up the side-entrance and 
bowled the young lady over. There was a 
shrill squeal, a flutter of white, and a neat 
pair of button boots waving in the air. Then 
Miss Nugent, sobbing piteously, rose from 
the puddle into which she had fallen and 
surveyed her garments. Mr. Wilks surveyed 
them, too, and a very cursory glance was 
sufficient to show him that the case was 
beyond his powers. He took the outraged 
damsel by the hand, and led her, howling 
lustily, in to the horrified Ann. 

“ My word,” said she, gasping. “ Look at 
your gloves! Look at your frock !” 

But Miss Nugent was looking at her 
knees. There was only a slight redness 
about the left, but from the right a piece of 
skin was indubitably missing. This knee she 
gave Ann instructions to foment with fair 
water of a comfortable temperature, indulging 
in satisfied prognostications as to the fate of 
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Master Hardy when her father should see 
the damage. 

The news, when the captain came home, 
was broken to him by degrees. He was first 
shown the flower-beds by Ann, then Mrs. 
Kingdom brought in various soiled garments, 
and at the psychological moment bis daughter 
bared her knees. 

“What will you do to him, father?” she 
inquired. 

The captain ignored the question in favour 
of a few remarks on the subject of his 
daughter’s behaviour, coupled with stern 
inquiries as to where she learnt such tricks. 
In reply Miss Nugent sheltered herself 
behind a list which contained the names of 
all the young gentlemen who attended her 
kindergarten class and many of the young 
ladies, and again inquired as to the fate of 
her assailant. 

Jack came in soon after, and the indefatig- 
able Miss Nugent produced her knees again. 
She had to describe the injury to the left, 
but the right spoke for itself. Jack gazed at 
it with indignation, and then, without waiting 
for his tea, put on his cap and sallied out 
again. 

He returned an hour later, and instead of 
entering the sitting-room went straight up- 
stairs to bed, from whence he sent down 
word by the sympathetic Ann that he was 
suffering from a bad headache, which he 
proposed to treat with raw meat applied to 
the left eye. His nose, which was apparently 
suffering from sympathetic inflammation, he 
left to take care of itself, that organ bitterly 
resenting any treatment whatsoever. 

He described the battle to Kate and Ann 
the next day, darkly ascribing his defeat to a 
mysterious compound which Jem Hardy was 
believed to rub into his arms; toa foolish 
error of judgment at the beginning of the 
fray, and to the sun which shone persistently 
in his eyes all the time. His audience 
received the explanations in chilly silence. 

“And he said it was an accident he 
knocked you down,” he concluded ; “he said 
he hoped you weren’t hurt, and he gave me 
some toffee for you.” 

“What did you do with it?” demanded 
Miss Nugent. 

“I knew you wouldn't have it,” replied her 
brother, inconsequently, “and there wasn’t 
much of it.” 

His sister regarded him sharply. 

“ You don’t mean to say you ate it?” she 
screamed. 

“ Why not?” demanded her brother. “I 
wanted comforting, I can tell you.” 
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“I wonder you were not too—too proud,” 
said Miss Nugent, bitterly. 

“Im never too proud to eat toffee,” 
retorted Jack, simply. 

He stalked off in dudgeon at the lack of 
sympathy displayed by his audience, and 
being still in need of comforting sought it 
amid the raspberry-canes. 

His father noted his son’s honourable 
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scars, but made no comment. As to any 
action on his own part, he realized to the full 
the impotence of a law-abiding and dignified 
citizen when confronted by lawless youth. 
But Master Hardy came to church no more. 
Indeed, the following Sunday he was fully 
occupied on the beach, enacting the part of 
David, after first impressing the raving Mr. 
Wilks into that of Goliath. 





(To be continued.) 
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GENERAL VIEW OF UNDERSHAW RIFLE RANGE, 


(Captain Trevor. 


A British Commando. 
AN INTERVIEW WITH CONAN DOYLE. 


By CAPTAIN PHILIP TREVOR. 


E had spent the morning to- 
gether, planting heads among 
the heather. It may seem a 
curious occupation, sowing 
heads like turnips along a 
bleak Surrey hillside, but these 
heads were to represent the invader ; and 
from the firing points which one could see 
cut out on the other side of the valley the 
Undershaw Commando of civilian riflemen 
were to spend the afternoon in testing their 
skill. 

“ You see,” said Conan Doyle, “ we want 
above all things to run this upon practical 
lines. The distances of these heads are 
unknown. ‘There can be no sighting shot 
any more than you would have a sighting 
shot at a skirmisher coming up the valley.” 

“ Have your men had any practice in 
judging distance? ” I asked. 

“Yes. Our last prize was offered for that. 
We marked points on the hillsides, and the 
competition consisted in who should guess 
the distance most correctly. The judging 
was on the whole very good.” 

“In that case,” said I, ‘these heads 
should soon be riddled ?” 

“I don’t know,” said Conan Doyle. “Its 
a windy day, and the bullet is a light one. 
Still, the men shoot very well.” 


“ Have they had much practice ?” 
Vol. xxi.—80. 
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“We have been firing now twice a week 
for nearly six months, and we sometimes use 
close on a thousand rounds of ammunition in 
a single afternoon. You may guess, therefore, 
that the men shoot pretty well. If any critic 
doubts it, let him come and put his hand 
over the mantlet.” i 

By this time the heads had all been satis- 
factorily hammered in, and were peering at 
us from among the bushes. Conan Doyle 
and I turned back to the house. 

“If you want some information,” said he, 
“come into my study and light your pipe. 
You can ask any questions you like, and I 
shall be only too happy to answer them.” 

We strolled through the hall, and I saw at 
a glance that his recent visit to South Africa 
had added to his stock of curios. His 
Arctic trophies, collected on a whaling 
expedition, were familiar to me, as were a 
variety of queer articles which he had picked 
up in Egypt and the Soudan. He noticed 
that my eyes were fixed upon his new pro- 
perty, and that my fingers were dallying 
with the button of my snap-shot camera. A 
less acute man than the author of “ Sherlock 
Holmes” would have discerned my wishes. 

“ All right,” he said, good-naturedly ; “ fire 
away at them if you like.” 

I took him at his word, and made a 
collection of articles of sorts, which I hung 
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round and about his Viking chair. There 
were rifles of all descriptions, shapes, and 
sizes, in various states of repair. A few of 
these I got into the picture. Then some 
anklets attracted my attention. 

“These,” said Conan Doyle, “I took out 
of the prison at Waterval after we occupied 
the place. They have gripped the legs of 
English soldiers.” 

A half-knitted sock next furnished me with 
material for a question. 

“ Yes,” said Conan Doyle; “that is also a 
Waterval prison relic. Look at the knitting- 
needles. ‘Thomas Atkins,’ you will see, has 
broken bits off the barbed wire 
of his cage to make them.” 

I said something trite about 
necessity and the mother of in- 
vention, and wondered how long 
this particular Thomas had thrust 
his bare feet into ammunition 
boots before he had taken to 
this sort of thing. I wondered, 
too, where he had got the wor- 
sted, for it was of the orthodox 
Government stamp. But most 
of all I wondered at the par- 
ticular turn which the prisoner’s 
ingenuity had taken. 

“We treated the Boer pri- 
soners rather better than this, 
didn’t we?” I asked. “You, 
for instance, have done some- 
thing to prevent them from 
being dull?” 
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“Oh, well, I 
sent them some 
copies of my 
‘History of the 
South African 
War, if that is 
what you mean. 
Half -a -dozen to 
Ceylon and half- 
a-dozen to St. 
Helena.” 

“ How did they 
like it?” 

“I cant say,” 
said Conan Doyle, 
“but they ac- 
knowledged my 
little present.” 

And he was 
good enough to 
show me the letter 
that one of them 
had written. It 
ran :— 

“ To the Camp Commandant. 

“I am authorized by the officers of Hut 
No. 4 to convey to you and to the author, 
Conan Doyle, Esq., our heartfelt thanks for 
the work, ‘Great Boer War,’ which is a very 
interesting addition to our library. 

“ We are, dear Sir, 
“ Respectfully yours, 
“G. C. AMENUR, 
“ Librarian.” 

“I sent it to them,” said Conan Doyle, 
“ because I felt that I had tried to state their 
case fairly, and I therefore hoped that they 
might take a fair view of our own.” 


[Captain Trevor. 








WAR RELICS FROM SOU AFRICA. 
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I picked up some shells and a bayonet or 
two and added them to the little heap on 
the Viking’s chair. I had just pressed the 
button of the camera when the gong sounded 
for lunch. And at lunch there was more 
rifle-club talk. Mr. Strachey, the editor of 
the Spectator, had, through the medium of a 
motor-car, made nothing of the twenty miles 
which separated his home from Undershaw, 
and had come over to take part in the after- 
noon’s meeting. He has started a club of 
his own, the mother of many, and he gave us 
much interesting information on the subject. 
Certainly it is by the comparing of notes that 
good accrues to all experimental movements. 
I may here mention incidentally that Mr. 
Strachey’s coach- 
man won one of 
the prizes at the 
meeting in the 
afternoon, and 
his success was 
heartily applauded 
by the Undershaw 
riflemen. 

After lunch I 
resumed my con- 
versation with 
Conan Doyle, and 
{ must confess 
that when we were 
once more face to 
face in the little 
study I found 
myself somewhat 
embarrassed as to 
where to begin on 
a subject which 
really strikes at 
the whole of our 
Army organization, and at the possibility of 
introducing an entirely new and powerful 
factor in the defence of the country. I 
thought that it was perhaps better in the first 
instance to confine it to the local example 
before proceeding to the general principle. 

“Now,” said I, “about your own com- 
mando ? I suppose that is really the 
correct term?” 

“ Well—we call it a rifle club,” said Conan 
Doyle, “but it is really an attempt to engraft 
the commando system on to British soil.” 

“Do you contend that you introduced 
this system ?” 

“Oh, no—by no means. There were 
plenty of civilian rifle clubs in the country 
before. I have only endeavoured to extend 
and popularize the movement. Why, it was 
Lord Salisbury himself, in his famous speech, 
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who first exhorted the people to form rifle 
clubs, though, of course, many existed at the 
time he spoke.” 

“How many 
asked. 

“We have a hundred and thirty. With the 
aid of the two other clubs which Mr. 
Whitaker and Mr. Bryan Hook have started 
in the neighbourhood upon the same lines as 
mine Hindhead could furnish over three 
hundred fighting men, which is not bad for 
a sparsely inhabited country-side.” 

“And you have also some very young 
recruits who are coming on?” 

“Quite so.. I had forgotten the boys at Mr. 
Turle’s preparatory school for the moment.” 


riflemen have you?” I 
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CONAN DOYLE AS FIELD CORNET. 


We both laughed, for we had each good 
reason to know Hindhead School, seeing 
that our own children are comrades there. 
There is an excellent short range in the 
grounds, and the little boys have already 
learnt to make good shooting with a minia- 
ture rifle. 

I may add, too, that the introduction of 
rifle practice in no way destroys the keenness 
of the boys for athletics. Certainly, this is a 
move in the right direction ; for, as some of 
us think, it is as necessary for a boy to learn 
to handle a rifle as to learn to swim. 

“ And from what class,” I continued, “are 
these men drawn ?” 

“From all classes. We have a professor 
of Oxford side by side with a cabman or a 
mason in his corduroys. At our Boxing Day 
competition a publican and a nonconformist 
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clergyman were shooting off their finals at 
the last range. ‘The publican won.” 

“ And are all on an equality ?” 

“ Absolutely so. Werun it on the most 
democratic lines. All riflemen are equal.” 

I must confess that his last remark some- 
what shocked my military instincts. In the 
course of eighteen years I have managed, I 
hope, to shed most of the restrictive notions 
which it used to be the fashion to instil into 
the young officer 
on joining. But 
the idea of abso- 
lute equality in a 
fighting move- 
ment rather stag- 
gered me. 

“ How then,” 
I asked, “ would 
you work it asa 
military unit in 
time of war?” 

“Tt would no 
longer exist as a 
military unit,” 
said Conan 
Doyle. “It isa 
training school 
for higher things. 
The spirit of the 
men, if invasion 
were threatened, 
would carry them 
at once into the 
ranks of the 
Regulars, the 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


“Do you ever think of having field 
manceuvres ? ” 

“ We are to have something of the sort in 
the future.” 

“Tn that case how will you get on without 
a leader?” 

“Each commando would have its own 
equivalent to a Field Cornet, exactly as the 
Boers have, and the men would obey his 
orders.” 








Militia, and the Froma Photo. by) 
Volunteers, 

which, instead of raw recruits, would be gain- 
ing trained riflemen.” 

“ Do you think they would all volunteer ?” 

“I think the greater number of them 
would. The residue would act as local 
guides, scouts, and irregulars.” 

“Then in that way,” said I, “you get 
over all criticism as to transport, com- 
missariat, and discipline ? ” 

“ Exactly : they would find all that in the 
corps which they joined. The lesson of 
the South African War is, speaking roughly, 
that the best soldier is the best shot. In 
this sense, therefore, the clubs would be a 
great nursery for good soldiers.” 

“ Do you find the men keen?” 

“ Extraordinarily keen. In rain and hail 
and wind they have never once failed to turn 
up on a shooting day. I have seen them 
firing when the targets were only occasionally 
visible through the break in the mist.” 
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“T suppose then that you are Field Cornet 
of your own riflemen ? ” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“With no officers under you ?” 

“No. I think it better that all should be 
equal. 

“ An invading force, I should add,” said 
Conan Doyle, “has offered to come up at 
Whitsuntide to test us. We are, however, 
crippled by want of weapons. You see, we 
have to do everything for ourselves ; and, 
though the men willingly pay for their own 
cartridges, three hundred rifles is a large 
order. We hope sooner or later the Govern- 
ment may see their way to handing us over 
their discarded rifles. We shall be very glad 
of even an obsolete weapon. An old Martini- 
Henry in the hands of a trained shot is 
better than a Lee-Enfield in the hands of a 
duffer.” 

“But could you practise with Service 
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rifles? I understand that at present you 
confine yourselves to the small Morris tube 
cartridges ? ” 

“We have to do so, unfortunately. The 
modern bullet's ricochet—as you yourself 
well know—is so incalculable that we dare 
not fire it on these private ranges. The 
chances of an accident, however, would be 
very small, and I think myself that we are 
inclined to rate human life too high where 
national interests are at stake. Still, we can- 
not move in advance of public opinion. 
What I hope is that, when the whole district 
is full of these little rifle clubs, we may then 
get a central range to which they could all 
adjourn. Bisley is very useful to men of 
means, but to the ordinary civilian rifleman 
it might as well be in the moon. We must 
have local ranges if the men are really to get 
the good of them.” 

“ But you find meanwhile that the short- 
range system is useful ?” 

“T think any man who is a really good 
shot at 2ooyds. 
will be a pretty 
fair shot at any 
range.” 

“How many 
men do you sup- 
pose that this 
movement might 
furnish to the 
country ?” 

“It is impos- 
sible to estimate. 
At present the 
clubs are spring- 
ing up every- 
where. Some 
hundreds of clubs 
are in existence, 
and they will 


grow to thou- 
sands. I see no 
reason why a 
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shooting birds and chasing foxes, though, as 
you know, I occasionally do both myself. 
And it is very good sport as well.” 

“Is it an expensive matter starting such a 
range as yours ? ” 

“ Not necessarily. The first thing is to 
give the land. Mrs. Tyndall has kindly 
co-operated with me in this. The next thing 
is to get the targets and mantlets to protect 
the markers. This should not cost more 
than £15, and can be done by the village 
carpenter. Then with three rifles, which will 
cost about £5 each, you will be able to make 
a start. Thirty or forty pounds should cover 
the preliminary expenses.” 

“ Are the riflemen willing to pay for their 
own ammunition ?” 

“Most willing. And they are very keen 
on making the whole thing as practical as 
possible. However, you shall judge all that 


for yourself this afternoon.” 
“Do you suppose that the Government 
will eventually arm them?” I asked. 








good proportion 
of the able-bodied 
population should not be enrolled in the 
rifle clubs. That would mean little clubs all 
over the country.” 

“Who-would go to the trouble and 
expense of founding them ?” 

“That is the duty of the country gentle- 
men. They are the natural leaders of the 
people. In every district it is they who 
should be organizing clubs and laying out 
ranges in their parks and grounds. I have 
every possible sympathy with sport, but this 
patriotic movement is more important than 
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“Certainly I think so. Considering that 
these men ask for no uniform or capita- 
tion grant, and are no expense in any way, 
Government cannot do less than give 
them rifles — cast ones from the Army 
perhaps—and ammunition with which to 
practise. 

“ There is one other thing I should like to 
say,” said Conan Doyle, as we rose and left 
the study, “and that is that I consider it very 
important to keep these rifle clubs apart from 
any political association. They have nothing 
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to do with politics, and the connection of the 
two is invidious and dangerous.” 

“One more point,” I said. “ How do you 
consider your rifle clubs will affect the 
Volunteer movement ?” 

“I think the clubs will fill a place of their 
own. In the small country districts there is 
no scope for Volunteer companies, and also 
there are many men who would gladly 
practise with the rifle near their homes who 
would not care to commit themselves to the 
various duties which a Volunteer who is in 
earnest should perform.” 

Then the clock struck two, and we hurried 
to the range which adjoins the house. The 
shooting commenced punctually, and for 
some hours we all had a busy time. 

As a Regular soldier, and as one who had 
always taken a great interest in musketry, I 
was naturally very anxious to win, if possible, 
the “heads in the heather” prize. 

Some half-dozen of the civilian riflemen, 
however, gave me a very practical lesson 
botb in judging distance and in holding the 
weapon straight ; and Rifleman Reader, who 
won the competition, certainly shot admir- 
ably. A gale of wind was blowing obliquely 
across our left front, and it was no easy 
matter, under the circumstances, to get more 
than two-thirds of the shots fired on to a 
head which was partially concealed by the 
bracken at an unknown range. We seemed 
to be firing at midgets. 

Perhaps I might here explain, without 
going into technical detail, that a Morris 
tube is an arrangement which fits into the 
barrel of a Service rifle and thus enables 
miniature ammunition to be fired. The 
ordinary Lee-Metford bullet carries about 
two miles, and the rifle ranges, therefore, 
upon which it can be used with safety are 
few and far between. The Morris tube 
ammunition carries only about a tenth of 
that distance, but will yield most accurate 
shooting with the long cartridge at a range of 
two hundred yards. If it does not do so it is 
the man and not the machine that is at fault. 

‘Though I have seen and taken part in 
many rifle-meetings, this little Easter gathering 
of Undershaw riflemen came to me in many 
respects as a pleasant surprise. There was 
a delightful absence of grumbling at the 
firing-points, and there was a general readi- 
ness to act as markers, take messages to the 
mantlets, signal hits, and keep score-sheets. 
I went hither and thither with Conan Doyle, 
who took his turn at all duties, and nowhere 
was he called upon to settle any dispute. 
Riflemen were most ready —except, of course, 
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in the “heads” competition, in which 
secrecy and silence were naturally enjoined 
—to give each other the benefit of their 
experiences, and one little incident in par- 
ticular occurred which served to lay stress 
upon the spirit and temper of the men. 
An apparent hitch had occurred in the mark- 
ing at a certain target at which two com- 
petitors were firing off the tie which was to 
decide the hundred yards prize. Each at once 
offered to start afresh. Those who have much 
experience of rifle-meetings will not, I think, 
disregard the value of this scrap of evidence. 
I was struck, too, by the absence of fuss or 
flurry, and also by the fact that, though all 
were bright, cheery, and interested in what 
they were doing, there was no disposition to 
look upon the thing as a game. These men 
are in earnest, and it is not with a craze for 
a new excitement that they have joined the 
Undershaw Rifle Club. 

Recruits commence shooting at the fifty 
yards range, and I spent an interesting hour 
In watching those who were at that firing- 
point. When they have attained a certain 
competency at fifty yards they are moved back 
to seventy-five yards, where they must again 
qualify ere they go back to a hundred yards. 
At a hundred yards if they make a certain 
score—and that score takes no little making — 
they are awarded a rifleman’s hat. At present 
about a third of the club have succeeded in 
winning the hat. 

I resist the rather obvious temptation to 
describe in detail various instructive inci- 
dents which came from time to time to my 
notice during the course of the afternoon, It 
was abundantly clear that one and all, quite 
apart from the possibility of securing a prize, 
were bent on improving their shooting. One 
rifleman in particular, an erudite classical 
scholar, was much disgusted at his lack of 
success, and did not fail to aver in unmis- 
takable terms how much he had fallen in 
his own estimation in consequence. I drew 
Conan Doyle's attention to this litany. 
“ Quite right,” he said; “I hope the day is 
fast coming when the man who cannot shoot 
will be ashamed of himself.” At the same 
time no one is more helpful to the Under- 
shaw rifleman who is in difficulties with his 
weapon than the founder of the club. But 
he believes, nevertheless, in them working 
out their own salvation. 

The competitions were over all too soon, 
and then with a speech that was very short 
and very much to the point Conan Doyle 
presented the prizes. ‘The “heads in the 
heather” prize, given by Mrs. Conan Doyle, 
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was won, as has been mentioned, by Rifleman 
Reader, a member of the club who is as 
much interested in other men’s shooting as 
he is in his own. Another prize won by 
Rifleman Booth produced a very instructive 
competition, and was carried off by the man 
in question by a single point after the shoot- 
ing off of a tie. The experiences of the two 
men who were in at the death differed 
much. The winner was a trained shot of 
many years’ standing, and the second on 
the list, Rifleman Holden, is coachman at 
Undershaw, and fired a rifle for the first time 
a few months ago. He invariably makes a 
good score, and his success, therefore, is most 
encouraging to recruits. 

Even after the prizes had been distributed 
and the meeting proper was over many 
enthusiasts stayed 
behind for a little 
further practice at 
the targets, and it 
was after sundown 
ere the last man 
left. So ended a 
profitable and in- 
structive day. 

The Regular 
soldier dealing 
with a matter of 
this sort would be 
either more or less 
than human if he 
refrained from the 
expression of per- 
sonal opinion on 
the subject. Dur- 
ing the afternoon 
Conan Doyle and 
I had discussed 
the attitude of the 
professional sol- 
dier with regard 
to the movement. 
The professional 
writing soldier—if I may employ such a 
term without offence—has been somewhat 
up in arms in the reviews against 
what he would appear to think was 
an encroachment upon his own preserves. 
But if you beard the professional soldier in 
the privacy of his smoking-room you would 
soon discover that he both recognises the 
necessity of this movement and is in 
sympathy with it. Astounding as the state- 
ment may seem, he is provided as a rule 
with his due share of common sense. Just 
at the moment, perhaps, anything which has 
the word “ civilian ” prefixed to it has rather 
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a tendency to irritate the “ Reguar,” or at 
any rate such Regulars as have no taste 
for analysis. They have seen the civilian 
given a sergeant-major’s pay five minutes 
after first introduction to a rifle, a horse, 
and a suit of khaki; and they think 
that they have descried a tendency in 
the Press to relegate them to the obscure 
corner of an inside sheet, and to write large 
on the front page the doings of the citizen 
soldier. They fail to see that what has 
happened is merely due to the inexorable 
decree of the law of demand and supply. 
So, if in certain quarters the Regular soldier 
would seem to be a little restive in this matter, 
such apparent fractiousness is not to be 
taken too seriously. Generally speaking, too, 
he misunderstands the import of the scheme 


(Captain Trevor. 


and its limitations. No one outside a lunatic 
asylum proposes to substitute the civilian 
rifleman for the trained Regular soldier. As 
Conan Doyle rightly says : “ We only propose 
to supplement existing arrangements.” 
Moreover, it is surely the duty of every 
householder to take reasonable care of his 
own back yard, or his own front garden for a 
matter of that. If a fire breaks out in a 
house or a burglar breaks into a house, by all 
means summon the fire brigade or the police 
at the first available opportunity. But the 
fact of doing so does not preclude us from 
turning our attention to the cistern or the 
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poker pending the arrival of the professional 
element. And if we have had experience in 
the methods necessary for fighting the foe, so 
much the better for us. That is the whole 
principle of the civilian rifle club. Self- 
defence is an obligation on the individual, 
and is not to be relegated to a cult. 

Conan Doyle, it will be remembered, ex- 
pressed the view that in the event of 
invasion, actual or apprehended, the majority 
of the riflemen would enter the ranks of the 
Regulars, Militia, or 
Volunteers, and that 
the residue would act 
as local scouts, 
guides, and irregu- 
lars. And what a 
valuable residue that 
will be! For there 
is negative as well as 
positive value. The 
general of the future 
will hesitate, be his 
army never so numer- 
ous, ere he attempts 
to overrun a country 
whose civilian in- 
habitants (apart from 
the military forces 
who assist them) are 
prepared to defend it 
field by field. And 
he will hesitate the 


more when he re- 
flects that those in- 
habitants, besides 


being minutely 
acquainted with the 
geography of their 
own homes, are 
expert in the use 
of the rifle. 

Without question the rifle club movement 
has come to stop, and though it will doubtless 
alter, and in fact develop, in scope and in 
detail, it is upon the lines on which such an 
association as the Undershaw Rifle Club is 
conducted that all similar movements must 
work. 

The chief necessity is, it would seem, to 
secure a strong field cornet for each com- 


Digitized by Goi gle 





E 





A CIVILIAN RIFLEMAN. 
From a Photo. by Captain Trevor. 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


mando. It would be idle to pretend that 
the Undershaw Corps does not owe the large 
majority of its gradually increasing success 
to the energy, ability, and capacity for 
administration of Conan Doyle. I fancy 
that a leader of men, like a poet, is born 
and not made, though the doctrine at first 
blush would appear to be somewhat dis- 
couraging. But such men exist in fairly 
good numbers, and, fortunately, one has 
not_to hunt for them, as they have a ten- 
dency to come to the 
front of themselves. 

One word further 
on the official aspect 
of the case. Conan 
Doyle ventures to 
think that in the 
future the Govern- 
ment will arm the 
rifle clubs and assist 
in the matter of the 
supply of ammuni- 
tion. My professional 
work has laid much 
with the supply of 
arms in the past, and 
is now concerned 
with the supply of 
ammunition. I am 
convinced that to do 
as Conan Doyle 
suggests would be, 
relatively speaking, 
a mere drop in the 
ocean. One can 
hardly think that a 
Government com- 
posed of business 
men would hesitate 
to pay so small a 
premium for so very 
profitable an insurance. But it is, of course, 
first of all for the inhabitants of this country 
to supply the necessary moral pressure by 
showing that they are in earnest. And, above 
all, it is imperative that men of acknowledged 
strength, character, and importance in other 
parts of the land should do as Conan Doyle 
has done. There is one adage which is never 
stale: “Sf vis pacem, para bellum.” 
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By A. C. INCHBOLD. 
Author of ‘* Princess Feather.” 


MT’S the rarest joke in the 
| world !” 
3 “Rather so! I'll just size 

Se it up again.” And the young 

2 | man speaking held out a 
PE sheet of notepaper at arm’s 
length and declaimed, in a loud voice :— 

“DEAR Mapam,—I saw your advertise- 
ment in the Morning Call, and I trust you 
will excuse me for the liberty I take in 
writing to you. Iama teacher myself, and 
have been in the profession for ten long < 
years. Iam not tired of my calling yet, 
but yearn for a gentle, modest, warm- 
hearted, and educated young lady to cheer 
me along lifes rough way. I prefer a 
blonde, but the above qualifications are 
most desirable. Am engaged to teach 
here another year at a salary 
of eighty dollars a month, 
and if I should agree to give 
you half of it, would you not 
say it is fair? Am dark my- 
self, 5ft. 10in. in height, am 
thirty-six years of age, and 
never drank liquor or used 
tobacco in my life. Novel 
and strange as this may seem 
to you, it is a reality, and but 
acquaint yourself with the 
facts of the case you will 
believe them, I am sure. 
Now, will you please write 
to me either for or against 
the proposition, and believe 
me to be, 

“Yours most sincerely, 

“ EGBERT SUMMERS. 

“ Ruby Creek, Pine County, 
Nevada.” 

“That'll fetch her. Now 
for her initials.” He ran his 
finger down the advertisement 
column of a newspaper lying on the table, 
and looked at the following insertion :— 

“Wanted, an engagement as governess or 
companion. Acquirements: good French, 
music, thorough English. A comfortable 
home more desirable than high salary. 
Address: E. R., Morning Call, San 
Francisco.” 

“There, now, that’s just O.K.” The 
speaker gummed the envelope. “She'll get 
it to-morrow and mail an answer next day, 
sure as nails.” 


The young men went out, convulsed with 
Vol. xxi.—81. 





Digitized by Go gle 


the comicality of this rarest joke in the world, 
and posted the joint production of their 
fertile brains. 

In due course this reply arrived :— 

“DEAR Mr. SUMMERS, —I need scarcely 
say that I was much surprised at the tenor of 
your letter, and can only interpret it in one 
of three ways—as an insult, a joke, or a 
reality. If the first, it is difficult to believe 
there exists so base an individual as to 
gratuitously insult a woman, and a lady, who 







“THAT'LL FETCH HER.” 


has merely advertised for a situation as 
governess or companion. If a joke, I will 
call it a good one and worthy of our pro- 
fession. If a reality, it certainly seems: ‘a 
strange and novel idea that a man should 
wish to marry a girl he has never seen in his 
life. With regard to your remarks, I am 
neither fair nor dark, but have brown hair, 
dark eyes, am of medium height, and am 
slim in figure. I look about twenty- 
seven, but am taken for younger; in 
reality, I am a trifle older. I wish you 
every success in your profession, but, 
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unlike you, I often think it very irksome 
and tiring. 
“Yours sincerely, E. R.” 
This staggered them a little. It was 
clenching the matter in a way they had not 
bargained for. Miss E. R. had come straight 


to the point, and at once seen the haven of 
wedlock in close perspective. 

Could they hoodwink her further? They 
The concoction 


consulted eagerly. of a 
fitting reply re- 
quired the whole 
united skill of 
their limited 
capacity for 
literary compo- 
sition. 

Without un- 
necessary quota- 
tion of further 
letters on the 
part of Miss E. 
R. or Mr. Egbert 
Summers, one f 
extract from the | 
last effusion 
the two youths |” 
will suffice to % 


point out the wW i 
conclusion to “a 


which this extra- 
ordinary corre- 
spondence 
made its way :— 

“Iam sorry I 
cannot meet 
you at the depot, 
but anyone will 
direct you to the < 
stage-coach. The driver will drop you at 
Ruby Creek, within ten minutes’ walk of my 
house. Of course I shall be on the look-out, 
and am longing to see you. The other 
matter we will arrange better when we meet.” 

The other matter referred to the question 
of marriage which E. R. took from the out- 
set as a foregone conclusion. 

These initials of E. R. stood for the full 
name of Esther Raymond, who, three weeks 
ago, had inserted her advertisement in the 
Morning Call. At the time she was very 
miserable. She had tried for a whole month 
at the various agencies in the city to find a 
situation in some household as governess or 
help. As a last resource she advertised. 

Two days elapsed without an answer of 
any kind. 

“If I hear nothing to-day, I shall give up 
altogether. It’s the only chance.” Here 
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she emptied her purse on the table. The 
few silver coins revealed constituted her sole 


. property. 


“I will call once again, and then——” 
She dropped her face into her hands and 
groaned. 

The man in the office to whom she ad- 
dressed her usual hopeless inquiry looked 
casually at the pigeon-holes and then unex- 
pectedly produced a blue envelope and 

handed it over the counter. She walked 
quickly away with her prize, a glimmer 
of hope at her 
heart. 

In her lodging 
she sat down 
and opened the 
letter. Her face 
grew puzzled, 
then disap- 
pointed, even 
tragic. She 
raised her eyes 
and regarded 
her surround- 
ings fixedly. 
The room was 
dreary, me- 
agrely furnished 
and dark, its 
only window a 
skylight in the 
ceiling. Then 
she read the 
letter again, and 
reflected deeply. 

It was a ridi- 
culous sugges- 
tion, a prepos- 
terous idea—-the man must be mad, were her 
first conclusions. Should she answer the 
letter or treat it with silent contempt? She 
had no one to advise her, she had no other 
alternative in view. She finally determined 
there would be no harm in writing ; she could 
find out what he meant, and meanwhile still 
do her utmost to procure employment. 

One week passed away, then another. 
Esther sold some old treasured jewellery of 
her dead mother’s to keep herself from star- 
vation, and to have a trifle in hand in case of 
emergency. The mystery enveloping her un- 
known correspondent won her whole atten- 
tion. As'the letters passed to and fro a rest- 
lessness and excitement took possession of 
her, changing her whole demeanour and 
condition of mind. One day she picked the 
trimming off her hat and sewed it on again in 
more becoming and fashionable style. This 
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task accomplished, she began to gather her 
clothes and various belongings together and 
packed them into her trunk. She was busy 
all day, as though meditating departure ; an 
express cart called in the evening for her 
luggage. 

Early next morning she took breakfast at a 
neighbouring restaurant, and then boarded 
the car to the ferries. She was bound for 
the State of Nevada, Ruby Creek, in Pine 
County. She was dressed with care, and 
looked girlish and stylish. It was only on 
near observation that one perceived the 
mended gloves, the seamy jacket, the pressed 
ribbon on her hat. 

In the train she read the latest-received 
letter many times in order to make no 
mistake, to meet with no disappointment. 
Esther had read of marriage through the 
medium of advertisement ; but that such an 
event should happen to her seemed incredible 
and absurd. How excited she felt! What 
a leap in the dark, she told herself, with 
many an inward pang of apprehension. 

The long journey tired and somewhat 
depressed her. It allowed too much time 
for thinking. She calmed herself with the 
thought that no other alternative had been 
left except starvation or degradation unless 
she had snatched at this last proffered straw. 
She had grasped it like one in the extremity 
of drowning ; it seemed a special providence 
to preserve her from the horrors of despair. 

The depét at which she finally alighted 
touched a mining district; the men thronging 
the waiting-rooms were of the roughest de- 
scription. 

Esther made no attempt to seek her 
luggage till the cars were again in motion, 
but stood watching the people and quietly 
absorbing the nature of her surroundings. 

It was a bare, bleak, frontier station, and 
her natural refinement of appearance, un- 
noticed in the busy city, here stood out in 
startling distinctness. She attracted great 
attention when she began to inquire about 
the stage-coach and its starting-point. 

Two young men in overalls, rough coats, 
and slouch hats followed her into the road. 

“Thats the woman, I'll lay my bottom 
dollar,” ejaculated one of them to the other. 

“Soft head,” retorted his companion, 
“our game’s regular Methuselah, judging 
from her letters; this one’s too tender, and 
not the kind to be caught with a thing like 
this.” 

“T tell you she’s making tracks for the 
stage-coach, and Bill Jakes is carrying her 
baggage to the office. Come along, don’t 
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be a fool, Dick,” and he pulled the unwilling 
Dick, who was staring at Esther in a dazed, 
sheepish manner, across to the timbered 
hotel, where the stage, with its team of six 
strong-limbed horses, was standing to take 
up passengers. 

The driver helped Esther with rough but 
ready courtesy to a seat behind his own, 
where she could find room for her feet and 
support for. “bey back, two advantages not 
often avaltkbte on the box-seat. 

The young men stood on the stoop of the 
hotel watching Esther narrowly till the coach 
started and was well on the way. Then they 
sprang down, ran into the yard, brought out 
and harnessed their buggy, and in a few 
minutes were tearing quick speed over the 
same road taken by the stage. 

Esther took an early opportunity of telling 
the driver she wished to alight at Ruby 
Creek. 

He stared at her. “Ruby Creek?” he 
repeated. ‘ You’re a stranger to these parts. 
It’s a lonely spot.” 

“Someone will meet me there,” Esther 
replied, nervously. 

The driver held his tongue. This young 
woman must know her own business best ; it 
had nothing to do with him. 

A few miles of straight, uninteresting 
country, but then at a sudden bend in the 
road the way became steep and narrow, the 
scenery wild and picturesque. On one side 
a precipitous incline half-concealed by tangled 
shrubs and dense undergrowth, on the other 
a high bank, stretching higher and higher as 
the road dipped and fell with many a tortuous 
winding into the canyon below. The well- 
trained horses stepped cautiously and slowly, 
and were drawn up with ease in the bed of 
the valley. 

A small shallow creek crossed the road 
and wound in and out of the green spots of 
meadow land, interspersed with thick scrub 
and small redwoods, rising slender and erect 
at regular intervals. 

“ Ruby Creek, miss !” sang out the driver. 
“ There’s no one about.” 

“Tt does not matter,” answered Esther, 
with decision. She was determined no one 
should guess the qualms of misgiving which 
suddenly seized her. 

She was helped down, and the stage swept 
on, leaving her standing, her bag in her 
hand, a solitary, desolate figure in that lonely 
and quiet landscape. 

The evening was well advanced. 

She looked round with nervous alertness 
for some evidence of the approach of Egbert 
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Summers. 
He could 
not guess to 
a moment 
at what time 


the stage 
would pass 
Ruby Creek. It was 
possible he had been 
delayed at the last 
minute. 

Each instant as it fled 


brought fresh misgiving to her 
heart. She began to feel it 
would be a grave ordeal to face 
a strange, unknown man under 
the peculiar circumstances which had drawn 
them together. However, the excitement 
engendered by her novel position, added to 
the natural romantic tendency of her nature, 
which had, step by step, urged her to this 
climax, now sustained her with necessary 
courage to keepup the 7éZ she had undertaken. 

A sound of wheels coming down the hill 
made her turn hastily aside into the only 
pathway she could discern leading away from 
the country road. 

She walked rapidly along the beaten track, 
trees and bushes on either side, until she 
came to a small clearing, and there, in the 
middle of the open space, stood the school- 
house mentioned in the letters ; adjoining it 
was a long, low hut, with a fenced garden in 
front. 

Esther advanced in desperation, entered 
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the garden, and did 
not venture to 
pause till she 
gained the door, 
which was wide 
open, emitting a 
warm glow of light 
and heat from 
a log fire on the 
hearth. 

It was the crucial 


moment. 
She did not 
speak, but stood 


there breathless, 
waiting for the tall, 
dark man sitting at 
the table to come 
forward and speak 
to her. The re- 
mains of an even- 
ing meal were be- 
fore him; he was 
absorbed in a book. 
A shadow obstruct- 
ing the light made 
him glance up, and 
he suddenly saw 
the woman in his 
doorway. 

He pushed back 
his chair and half 
rose from his seat. 

“What do you 
want? Can I do 
anything for you ?” 
he said. 

Esther was 
speechless. This 
was so different 
from all she had antfcipated. 

He got up impatiently and came to the 
door. He was a strongly-built, dark-bearded 
man, of a stern, somewhat morose cast of 
countenance, and Esther inwardly quailed at 
the searching look of those grave eyes. 

“I am—Esther Raymond,” she faltered, at 
last. - 

He looked puzzled and surprised, bu 
made no attempt to help her through the 
difficulty of explanation. 

“I thought you expected me,” she gained 
courage to add, fidgeting with her bag, and 
feeling ready to sink into the ground with 
shame and timidity. 

A deep frown appeared on the lined brow 
of the man. 

“I think you are mistaking me for some- 
body else,” he said, coldly, “ or perhaps you 
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have come to the wrong house. Whom are 
you seeking, may I ask?” 

“ Mr. Egbert Summers,” was Esther’s low 
reply, with downcast lids and crimsoning 
cheeks. 

The man started. “There must be some 
mistake,” he said, crossly. ‘I am Egbert 
Summers. What is your business with 
me?” 

This was intolerable. Esther caught fire 
at once, and held up her head proudly. 

“ My business with you ? ” she made rapid 
reply. “I came here at your own urgent 
request, but I leave you of my own free will 
and wish, for 
nothing would 
now induce me 
to have anything- 
to do with so 
base, unprin- 
cipled, and 
deceitful a man 
as your own 
mouth convicts 
you of being. 
Here are your 
letters! Give me 
mine, and I will 
go at once. I 
never want to 
see or hear from 
you again.” 

She opened 
her bag, took out 
a neatly bound 
packet, and held 
it out. Anger 
distorted her 
vision, or she 
would certainly 
have seen the 
look of bewil- 
dered astonish- 
ment on the face 
confronting her. 

“Letters? 
Letters?” re- 
turned the man, 
evidently stag- 
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shrank under it; and then she turned and 
walked away as quickly as she could. 

The man stood electrified. He opened 
his lips as though to call out to her, and 
stood watching the receding figure till it 
disappeared in the shadow of the trees. 
Then he moved back to his seat by the 
table, feeling as if he had had a bad dream. 

“She must be mad!” he exclaimed, 
aloud. 

He could not fix his attention on his book 
again, but kept running over in his mind all 
the details of this strange interview, and 
hunted through all his past recollections for 
a clue to the 
name or busi- 
ness of this most 
remarkable of 
visitors. When 
had he given 
anyone cause to 
call him base 
and unprin- 
cipled ? Never, 
he was positive. 
On the contrary, 
he had many 
years ago known 
a woman to 
whom he could 
apply these 
scathing epi- 
thets, but he 
stirred uneasily 
at the bare idea 
of their applica- 
tion to himself. 

Esther’s glow- 
ing face and in- 
dignant, defiant 
bearing, as she 
hurled those 
enigmatic utter- 
ances at his 
head, reverted 
to his imagina- 
tion again and 
again. The let- 
ters lay neglected 


7 
gered and com- . on the floor, for- 
pletely dum- gotten, in fact, 
founded at these “SHE FLUNG THE PACKET OF LETTERS INTO THE ROOM.” till he began to 


stinging accusa- 
tions. “What in the world are you talking 
about ?” he added. 

This was more than Esther could bear. 
She flung the packet of letters into the room, 
gave the man a look of such concentrated 
contempt and anger that he involuntarily 
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question himself 

as to what she had meant by his “ letters.” 
He got up and searched for the packet, 
which had bounded into a remote corner, 
hesitated before breaking the string, but then, 
reflecting that they contained the only clue 
to the mystery, he boldly opened them. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 









646 


After he emerged from the first shock of 
indignant surprise at the sight of his own 
signature affixed to each, he arranged them 
according to date and read them with close 
interest, his natural indignation tempered by 
the thought that E. R. and the slender, 
wrathful figure of his recent visitor were one 
and the same personality. 

After repeated perusals of each letter he 
sat on and on without stirring, waves of new 
thoughts flooding his brain. The fire died 
down unheeded ; the room grew dark with 
the growing obscurity of night pressing in 
through the open door. Deep stillness pre- 
vailed. He suddenly roused from this long 
reverie and strode to the threshold, drawing 
in his breath deeply, as though choked. with 
some oppression. , 

“ Where could this woman be?” he asked 
himself. The thought had only just occurred 
to him. He grew uneasy, eyen alarmed, as 
one thought quickly suggested another. The 
stage, by “which she had evidently come, did 
not return till to-morrow morning ; the way 
back to Madura was nine miles on a lonely 
road ; night would overtake her; she was a 
woman, unprotected, a stranger to the district, 
and—God help her !—judging from the letters 
he had read, as friendless and solitary in the 
world as he himself was. 

To what straits she had been driven before 
she had taken this desperate step he could 
well imagine. Poor Esther Raymond! The 
other side of the question, as to who was the 
real author of the deception, had not yet 
struck him. The strongly-sounded chord of 
indignation had merged into pity for the 
deceived, and this feeling deepened in inten- 
sity as time renewed each mental picture of 
Esther, from the shrinking, timid demeanour 
of her first appearance to the dramatic climax 
of her abrupt departure. 

Esther rushed on blindly, full of a bitter 
anger excluding every other feeling. At the 
country road she came to a sudden stand- 
still, for a buggy was drawn up by the creek, 
whether with or without driver she could not 
see, as the hood was up. Instinctively she 
turned aside into the shelter of the trees, and 
pushed her way through the bushes, till, 
exhausted and breathless, she sank down on 
the grass at the foot of a young redwood. 

She rested her back against the tree-trunk, 
closed her eyes, and tried to collect her 
thoughts. But thinking drove her wild with 
wrath, and then overwhelmed her with a 
swift, rising tide of strong self-commiseration. 

The struggle for bare existence, the hard, 
thankless work of the adult years of her life; 
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the unmerited dismissal from her last situa- 
tion, a post she filled conscientiously for two 
years of unremitting toil; the fruitless efforts 
to obtain new employment, the rapid melting 
away of her small store of money, coupled 
with the gradual drifting into the train of 
events leading to her plunge into this 
equivocal, false position: all these circum- 
stances mercilessly confronted her when she 
strove to stem and calm the torrent of angry 
feeling that had carried her away from the 
presence of that hateful man. 

While her thoughts were darting wildly 
from point to point a sound of voices, low 
and guarded, fell on her ear through the 
foliage of the trees. She bent her head and 
listened, frightened and timid as a child; it 
was getting so dark. She crouched instinc- 
tively close to the ground, and was scarcely 
discernible in the enveloping gloom. 

“I tell you, it is carrying the joke too far,” 
said a voice ; “it is all very well for Egbert 
Summers—it won’t hurt him, and serves him 
jolly well right; but what is that girl to do? 
How is she to get back to Madura?” 

“ Thats no concern of ours. We have 
seen it out. Don’t be a fool, but come along 
and let us get back.” 

“And if anything happens to her who'll 
be the fool then?” 

“At any rate, we shall know nothing about 
it. You're an infernal idiot, Dick! That 
blessed girl is well on the road by this time, 
and if you'll only look sharp we can give her 
a lift.” 

“T never thought of that. 
Hurry up!” 

The crackling of branches, and in speedy 
time the noise of wheels on the road, 
testified to the alacrity with which the 
speakers had started on the homeward route. 

Esther was thoroughly panic- stricken. 
What had these men to do with her? Fear- 
ful thought ! Would they return if they did 
not find her on the country road? It was 
possible. 

She got up with swift movement, looked 
helplessly around, and then in utter despair 
burst into low, bitter weeping. She did 
not care what became of her. Her only 
coherent ideas were to get farther away 
from the dwelling-place of the man who had 
treated her so shamefully, and no one must 
discover her- hiding-place. 

She stumbled on through the undergrowth, 
and came to another standstill; unwittingly 
she was nearer the beaten track than before. 
Here she cowered under the wide-spreading 
bushes, realizing that strength and courage 


Come along! 





THE SCHOOLMASTER OF RUBY CREEK. 


had completely forsaken her. Darkness spread 
rapidly. The rest and silence of the summer 
night were unbroken save for one low, 
troubled sound, the sound of a woman 
sobbing . . . sobbing as though her heart 
were broken and she had no hope left in 
the world. 

“Don’t! Don’t cry like that!” said a low 
voice near her, after a long interval, during 
which Esther had been lost to all sense of 
time or sound. 

There was no notice taken of this remon- 
strance ; there came no abatement in the 
quiet, persistent sobs. 

“ Please, don’t cry like that. Come with 
me and I will take you back to Madura”; 
and the young man called Dick knelt on 
the grass by her side and tried to attract 
her attention. 

This action 
roused Esther to 
a consciousness 
of someone’s 
presence. She 
lifted her head 
with sudden 
fierceness born 
of desperation. 

“How dare 
you speak to 
me? Go away at 
once,” she said. 

“T would 
never have writ- 
ten those beastly 
letters if I had 
known, idiot that 
I was,” he re- 
plied, in answer ; 
“do forgive me 
and come away. 
It is no use to 
stop here.” 

“What do you 
mean?” asked 
Esther, hotly; 
“if you are not 
Egbert Sum- 
mers, who are 
you?” 

“I am Dick 
Meadows,” came 
in reply. 

A sudden re- 
velation darted 
into Esther’s 
dazed brain. 
She pushed 
him aside 
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with vigorous touch and 
her feet. 

“ You wrote those letters and you are not 
Egbert Summers?” she returned, interro- 
gatively, her voice trembling with revived 
anger. “Then give me my letters!” she 
said, savagely; “give them back to me 
instantly.” 

The young man fumbled in his coat ; then 
he meekly handed a roll of papers to Esther. 

“ Will you come now ?” he asked, humbly. 

But Esther’s fictitious access of strength 
vanished as quickly as it appeared; she 
gasped on the verge of response, and fell 
fainting to the earth. 

As the young man bent over her in 
frightened dismay a strong hand reached 
forth from the darkness behind, took him by 


struggled to 


‘A STRONG HAND REACHED FORTH FROM THE DARKNESS BEHIND.” 
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the collar and shook him as a dog does a 
rat, and then hurled him staggering full length 
into the scrubwood. 

“You'll reckon for this another day, Dick 
Meadows. Out of this you get, quick speed. 
Quit! Instant!” 

At the sound of the deep, peremptory 
voice the youth got up, pulled himself 
together, and slunk silently away. Then 
Egbert Summers stooped and lifted Esther 
from the ground. He carried her in his arms 
up the narrow footpath, through the garden 
into the house, and on to an inner room, 
where he laid her carefully and gently on the 
bed. She was still unconscious and cold, 
her face marred with weeping, her clothes 
damp from the heavy dew. 

He straightway returned to the room he 
had been sitting in, closed the house door, 
pulled a couch out of the corner, and placed 
it close to the hearth. After throwing fresh 
logs,on the firg he fetched Esther back to 
the warmth, covered her on the couch with a 
rug, and tried to pour a hot drink down her 
throat. She opened her eyes in a dazed 
manner, mechanically swallowed the cordial, 
and dropped instantly into a heavy sleep. 

Egbert Summers sat on a chair on the 
‘opposite side of the hearth, and watched 
through the early hours of the night. ‘He 
had picked up the roll of letters in the grass 
at Esther’s feet, and he now read them 
through; he considered, after Dick Meadows’s 
revelation, he had a perfect right to regard 
them as his own property, the sequel 
and.key to the first lot thrust upon him by 
Esther. ` 

-kheir contents unfolded the character of 
the woman before him in all its simplicity 
and innocence. They displayed a lack of 
knowledge of the world, a trust in the good 
faith of her fellow-creatures, distinctly evident 


- in spite of the rebuffs and hardships of . 
He came to the, 


adverse and cruel fortune. 
end, and then lifted his head and gazed 
across at the sleeping figure. 

Esther’s hat had fallen off, and her pretty 
brown hair, damp and dishevelled, was 
curling in the heat of the fire into tiny rings 
on her forehead. The troubled look had 
left her face, she was sleeping quietly as a 
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child, her hand under her cheek, a picture 
of helpless, trustful womanhood, appealing 
strongly to the latent chivalry of the man 
who was watching her. 

He gazed at her intently and pondered 
deeply, a growing interest, an awakening 
tenderness, creeping quietly but surely into 
his heart. Before the dawn came his reflec- 
tions had reached a definite conclusion, which 
he was already anxious to ratify. 

Very early on that summer morning the 
birds began to twitter in the trees around the 
house ; the flush of the rising sun tipped 
the eastern hills. When its first bright rays 
glanced through the dancing foliage, and the 
birds’ soft twitter thereupon burst into joyous 
song, Esther opened her eyes. 

For a moment the man and woman gazed 
spellbound at each other. Esther thought 
she was dreaming. Then Egbert Summers 
crossed the room and knelt by her side. 

“Do not be afraid, Esther,” he said, in 
low, vibrating tones; “I want you to think 
that it was really I, myself, who wrote those 
letters to you, and here on my knees I beg 
and beseech of you to do for me, the real 
Egbert Summers, what you promised in those 
sweet, womanly letters, every word of which 
has sunk deeply into my heart.” 

Esther got up from the couch and stood 
on her feet. He also rose, and they con- 
fronted each other in portentous silence. 
She looked at him as though seeking to read 
his inmost soul. 

After a long pause she put out her hand 
slowly, and, without a word, placed it in the 
man’s strong, protecting hand, ready and glad 
to receive the silent pledge. 


The stage-driver never received such a 
shock in his life as when he saw the two 
passengers waiting for him at Ruby Creek at 
eight o’clock that morning. 

. They were married at the judge’s office that 
same day. 

A frequent visitor to the little schoolhouse, 
and Mrs. Summers’s most ardent admirer and 
devoted friend, comes over from the neigh- 
bouring town of Madura, and is a young man 
of the name of Richard Meadows, familiarly 
called Dick. 
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Japanese Botany. 


O other people ever combined so 
intimately as do the Japanese 
Wm a love of Nature, of art, and of 
the grotesque. Many of their 
Y arts gratify the three tastes 
together in a highly interesting 
art of dwarfing and training 
One of the commonest 





manner—the 
trees, for instance. 
products of this art may be a pine tree or 
an oak, two or three hundred years old, 
gnarled, knotted, mossy, picturesque—and 


not 2ft. high! It is not merely that, either. 
Every leaf, every branch and twig, every 
knot and wrinkle of 
bark is tiny in exact 
proportion, and to 
produce such an 
effect as this demands 
the study of a lifetime 
and initiation into 
many secrets. The 
mere dwarfing, too, is 
only part of the task. 
The tree is trained 
and tended, checked 
and persuaded, till it 
takes the most pic- 
turesque ‘possible 
form ; the effects of 
storm, age, and acci- 
dent are produced 
exactly; and there 
are gardens in Japan 
full of ancient trees, 
rocks, hills, waterfalls, 
and bridges, and not 
3yds. in area! Often 
roots are trained gro- 
tesquely out of the 
ground, making fan- 
tastic arches and curls 
and twists before 
reaching their tips 
down at last toward the necessary nourish- 
ment. And though these eccentricities 
are designed with a view to quaintness 
of effect, they are not mere distortions, as so 
often supposed. For they have their originals 
in Nature in many parts of Japan, where the 
earth is volcanic, and where very often a 
mere thin layer of fertile soil overlies the 
solid lava-rock beneath, so that roots of many 
trees acquire quaint and unusual habits, and, 
because of the impossibility of growing down- 
ward through the rock, show themselves 


above ground in many surprising forms. 
Vol. xxi.—82. 
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‘“ BEWARE OF THE DOG.” 


We reproduce some sketches by a Japanese 
artist, in which the quaintnesses of tree- 
dwarfing and flower-arrangement are carried 
a step farther than ever in actual fact, the 
drawings being ingeniously’ twisted into 
human and animal forms. 

First we have the broken stump of an 
ancient pine, with its roots well out of the 
ground, just as we have been describing. 
But this ragged stump would seem to be 
changing to a bounding and hilarious pet 
dog, with a bow tied on his neck and a little 
sleigh-bell hanging from it. He seems to be 
springing up to snap 
at the butterflies that 
pass overhead, and 
such is his delighted 
energy — very vigor- 
ously expressed, by 
the way—that bow 
and bell have swung 
round disregarded to 
the back of his neck. 

Next comes a 
sketch with several 
points of interest. 
It represents a bronze 
vase, in which is 
growing a dwarfed 
sago - palm — Cycas 
revoluta, in the words 
of the botanist. The 
palm takes the form 
of the head of a 
cockatoo or crested 
parrakeet; and if 
you consider the 
thing as a whole, the 
vase with its claw-feet 
suggests a ludicrously 
stunted and podgy 
body, like unto the 
shape of neither the 
fowls of the air nor the beasts of the field, nor 
the fishes that abide in the mighty deep. 
Sticking in the mould to the right, and close 
under the cockatoo’s beak, stand three little 
objects that seem at first to have little to do 
either with a cockatoo or a sago-palm. They 
are iron nails used as a tonic for the plant. 
For if a Japanese gardener finds any plant or 
tree sickly or drooping he has a dozen varieties 
of medicine for it; and when a palm needs a 
tonic, an iron nail or two pushed into the soil 
about the root, and there allowed to rust, is 
as good as anything. 
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“PALM AND PAKRAKEET.” 


Our third sketch is of a gnarled old plum- 
trunk, knotted and broken, but putting forth 
shoots still and bearing blossom. In form 





HA DEMON PLUM-TREE.” 
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it suggests a horned demon, or oni, protrud- 
ing his tongue and chasing some unhappy 
victim, with a switch in each hand. One 
must remember that the original sketch is in 
colour, and the tongue is bright red. It is 
represented by a slip of red paper, inscribed 
with a poem, and hung on the stem. The 
production of short and elegant verses im- 
promptu is a polite accomplishment of 
learned men and artists in Japan; and in 
the spring picnics, when hundreds go forth 
to delight in the sight of the blossoming trees 
——cherry, plum, and peach—that make glad 
all Japan, it is customary for such verses to 





IA f LION’ CHRYSANTHEMUM,” 


be written in honour of particular trees and 
hung upon those trees by the writers. 

Next we have a quaint conceit—that of a 
chrysanthemum bursting, in the shape of a 
lion, through its protective thatch of straw 
and fiercely trampling it under foot. It is 
customary to protect valuable outdoor plants 
with straw coverings during the nights of 
winter and spring to save the blossoms from 
frost and to prevent any possible breaking 
of stems by the weight of snow. Here the 
leonine chrysanthemum, angry at its confine- 
ment, thrusts its way into the open air. The 
lion of Japanese art, it may be mentioned 
here, is less like a lion than a rampageous 
poodle. It is a legendary and traditional 
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figure, copied from the ancient fancy pictures 
in Chinese encyclopedias, the lion being 
equally a stranger to the climes of China 
and Japan. So the old Japanese artist, 
never having seen the animal, faithfully 
followed the traditional outline, and pro- 
duced a very active and vigorous creature, 
curly as to tail and mane, and decorated with 
woolly tufts here and there, as fancy dictated, 
rather like a lap-dog out of a nightmare. 

The two drawings which follow are less 
interesting. One shows usa certain edible 
seaweed, dressed in Japanese costume, rising 





“A LITTLE DRESSED SEAWEED.” 


from the waves ; and the other representsa 
serving-man with a vast gourd for a head. 


He carries a box on a tray, and he seems to - 


wear his eyes very low. 

With the seventh drawing we are in the 
midst of the supernatural once again. Here 
is a ghost, a typical Japanese ghost, rising from 
the light bamboo frame on which the wisteria 
is trained, and formed of a spray of that flower. 
The hair, the eyes, the mouth, the hands— 
all are of leaves, and there is a fine flowing 
beard of the trailing blossom. ‘The wisteria 
grows in Japan as it grows nowhere else. Its 
magnificent trails of blossom, red or purple, 
bang a yard long and more, and in the gardens 
where it is especially cultivated they hang in 
thousands. The garden of the Kameido 
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“CAN INDUSTRIOUS GOURD.” 


Temple in Tokio has a fine specimen. ns 
to ghosts, they also are a great speciality of 
Japan. The three illustrated in this article are 
nothing out of the common, but until one 
has seen the amazing and terrific ghosts 
drawn by some of the greatest of the old 
Japanese artists—such as Okyo and Hokusai 
—one has no conception of what an appal- 
ling thing a ghost can be as fashioned by 
man’s imagination. There is a set of five 
assorted ghosts drawn by Hokusai that would 
make a grown man dream at night. AN 

No. 8 is a ghost also, but this time 
a rising, rather than a hanging, ghost, and 
made by a peony—or éofan, as the flower is 


“(a “WISTERIOUS’ GHOST,” 
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called in Japan. Again the hands are 


formed by leaves, and the mouth is wide 
enough for the largest shriek any reasonable 
ghost can aspire to. 

Next we have an iris rising from a marsh, 





"A GHOSTLY PEONY.” 


across which a foot-bridge is carried. The 
iris is dressed as an elegantly-attired lady, 
with hanging sleeves and large od7 or sash. 
The particular species of iris here shown— 
Tris kampferii—grows in marvellous abun- 
dance in the marshes of Japan. 
It is a splendid flower, scarcely to 
.be cultivated at all in England, 
except with very exceptional care, 
but covering damp spaces in 
thousands in its native country. 
Hokusai made a famous drawing of 
the great marsh of Mikawa, with its 
zig-zag bridge and its acres of 
blossoming iris. 

One of the most striking of the 
series follows this. Rising from 
within a fence, an orchid on a long, 
curly tendril stares aghast at the 
notice-board that threatens penalties 
to trespassers. It has sprung up in 
the night, perhaps, as is the way of 
some orchids, and is disturbed by 
the reflection that for that reason it 
may be regarded as a trespasser. 
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“AN IRIS COLLEEN.” 


But, trespasser or not, it is taking the form of 
a rokurokubi—a terrible monster! For the 
rokurokudt is a human being, with the weird 
faculty of sending its head off on long ex- 
peditions during sleep--perhaps miles away, 
_on the end of a long, long, long, and very 
thin neck. It is a monster derived from . 
Chinese folk-lore, and it is a great terror to 
naughty little children in Japan. For no 
naughty little boy goes in disgrace to bed 
without apprehensions of seeing the ghastly 





t A TRESPASSING ORCHID,” 
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head come in at the 
door or window at 
the end of its serpen- 
tine neck, peering 
and glaring round 
corners, over screens, 
and everywhere. A 
sad, terrible goblin is 
the rokurokubi! And 
in ordinary life he 
may be quite a quiet, 
respectable person, 
for it is only at night 
while he is asleep 
that his head goes 
floating and glaring 
and peeping away 
at the end of that 
terrible neck. 

Next we have a cactus—an ugly and queer 
cactus enough—-in the character of a goblin, 
or bakemono. The goblin also is ugly and 
curious, goggle-eyed and turtle-handed. 

Here is another iris, a cultivated iris this 
time, growing in a wooden trough and bent 
by a strong breeze. This is another ghost— 
rather a grinning, turnip-headed sort of 
spectre, this time, but waving its arms im- 
pressively, and very terrible on the whole. 

After the ghost, a dragon. For this isa 
branch of momiji—maple as we call it— 
reaching downward over a little waterfall, 
but it is given the aspect of a storm- 





‘© AM IRIS: BANSHEE,” 
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dragon, burstingdown 
to earth through a 
thunder cloud. 
Goggle - eyes, leafy 
horns, long claws — 
he is all there in his 
proper traditional 
guise. There is a | 
legend, by the way, of 
a great painter of a 
thousand years ago or 
more, one Kosé no 
Kanaoka, who once 
drewa dragon of most 
marvellous force and 
life-likeness—but left 
out the eyes. He did 
it for a reason, since 
the creature was so 
lifelike that it needed but eyes to fly away. 
But when he mentioned his reason, disre- 
spectful people laughed. Whereupon Kan- 


aoka, losing his temper, seized his brush and 
dashed the eyes in ; when instantly there was 





“THE MAPLE-DRAGON.” 


a clap o. thunder, and the great dragon went 
flashing and roaring from the picture through 
the roof amid lightnings and clouds, and was 
never seen again. And if you doubt the 
story you can go to the place where the 
picture was painted, and see for yourself that 
the dragon zs not there to this very day ! 
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Sa] TSP HE Princess Brenda walked 
K Le AY alone in the forest. She had 

aves (44) escaped with difficulty from a 
W| Serene Highness, whose society 
wearied her extremely, and was 
enjoying a quiet hour in un- 
wonted freedom from the rigorous etiquette 
of the Court. For some time past life had 
been rather wearisome for the Princess. 
There was a matter of some seventeen 
‘suitors for her hand, and she could not love 
any one of them. She liked those who 
could dance and make her laugh, but as to 
marrying—why, that was a different matter 
altogether. So she had dodged the Serene 
Highness round the tree-trunks and run 
away, thereby causing him to lose most of 
his serenity. It may have been undignified 
behaviour for a Princess, but she was only 
seventeen years old. 

Then she began to pick flowers and chase 
butterflies, as though she were only a village 
maiden making holiday from the milking-stool. 

An exceptionally large and beautiful 
butterfly had for some time eluded her 
efforts to imprison it in her hat (which she 
had removed for the purpose), and the 
Princess was just going to give up the chase 
in despair, when she saw it settle on the 
trunk of a gigantic tree. Not daring to 





_ 


Digitized by Go S gle 


approach too closely, she flung the hat with 
all her force at the patch of brilliant colour. 
It missed the butterfly—even the tree itself 
—and fell to the ground on the farther side. 
The Princess ran and picked it up, and was 
about to restore it to its natural position 
when she became aware that her privacy was 
not so complete as she had imagined— 
indeed, had desired. A man was seated on 
the ground with his back against the tree, and 
a great book was lying open on his knees. 

He rose quickly on seeing the Princess 
and bowed low. She returned the salute 
with as much dignity as she could command 
at the moment. She noticed that he was 
dressed in a long, black gown, and had the 
appearance of a scholar. 

“I fear that I have disturbed you, sir,” 
said the Princess, holding her hat in front of 
her with both hands, and blushing a little. 

“ Nay,” he replied. “ May all my dreams 
have such a sweet awakening.” 

He smiled as he spoke, and the Princess 
thought it the most wonderful smile she had 
ever seen ; its very sadness made it sweeter, 
and its kindness the more lovable. When 
it vanished it left a grave, thoughtful face, 
with eyes that seemed more to think than see. 

“Of what do you read, sir?” inquired 
the Princess, after endeavouring to explain 
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in a few broken sentences that it was the 
most natural thing in the world for a lady to 
throw her hat about, under certain circum- 
stances. 

“ A learned treatise on a grave matter,” he 
replied. “It is called ‘The Art of Love.’” 

“May I see the book?” asked the 
Princess. 

He held it out before her, and she began 
to turn the pages. Suddenly she stopped 
and glanced up into his face. 

“Tt is very heavy; you must be tired. 
Let us sit down,” she said. 

So they sat side by side under the great 
tree, with the book between them. But the 
Princess scarcely looked at it. 

“The Art of Love ?” she asked. ‘Do you 
learn it from a book alone in a forest ?” 
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“ Then you will not call it an ‘art’ nor read 
of it in a book. You will say ‘I love’ as 
now you say ‘I live,’ because your love will 
be your life.” 

The Princess said nothing, only she sighed 
and then wondered why. Because she had 
been quite happy a short time before when 
she was chasing butterflies. 

“You have read many books?” she asked, 
presently, looking up half-timidly into his face. 

“ Yes,” said he, “ many books.” 

“ Will you—tell me about them ?” 

“Tf it would give you pleasure,” he 
answered. 

“T cannot read them for myself,” said the 
Princess. ‘And I should love to listen.” 

So he began to tell her stories ; and of all 
of them this same “Art of Love” was the 





‘SO HE BEGAN Tu TELL HER STORIES.” 


“T have found it difficult of comprehen- 
sion, certainly,” he answered, sadly. 

“ And I, too,” sighed the Princess. 

“You have also studied it? ” 

“Not in a book,” she replied, solemnly 
shaking her head. 

The grave face lit up again with that 
wonderful smile. 

“Some day you will learn it,” he said. 
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theme. At first the Princess was puzzled ; 
she could not understand this wonderful 
power that ruled men and women and 
brought such marvellous things to pass. But, 
as she watched the grave, handsome face, 
with the wonderful smile that came and went 
like the sunshine on an April day, she began 
to understand. And after a time she thought 
it all quite natural, and that nothing these 
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story-people did could be too great or noble 
—because they loved. 

The minutes flew by and the shadows of 
the trees grew longer and longer. The 
Princess knew that she must return, or all 
the Court, with the seventeen suitors, would 
be scouring the forest in seach of her. So 
she rose, and thanked her companion very 
prettily for his stories. 

“I am the Princess Brenda, and I hope 
I shall see you again,” she said, simply. 

He started, and his face grew very grave 
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long with a mere jester, while seventeen great 
noblemen strove for the honour of a minute 
in her company. She turned to leave him 
without a word. But she glanced back once 
at his face, and relented, for the look on it 
was that of a man suffering some terrible 
pain. 

“I have hurt you?” she asked. 

“ Nay, Princess; it is my duty to laugh at 
all things. That is my business.” 

He smiled as he spoke, but the wonderful 
smile had more than its wonted sadness. 





f HE WAS DRESSED IN THE MOTLEY GARI OF A JESTER.” 


and sad. But he said nothing, only made a 
low obeisance. 

“You are so wise,” continued the Prin- 
cess. 

“Nay, but I am a fool,” he replied, and, 
with a quick movement, loosed the long robe 
he wore and threw it back. 

And he was dressed in the motley garb of 
a jester—a fool who lives by his folly. 

The Princess drew back; resentment 
followed the first feeling of surprise : anger 
that she, the Princess Brenda, had sat so 
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The Princess held out her hand, and he 
sank on his knee and kissed it passionately. 
“Shall I never see you again ?” he asked. 
“Tt would be better—better not to try,” 
said the Princess. Then she gently disen- 
gaged her hand and turned away from him. 
The jester leant wearily against the tree 
and watched her slender figure slowly re- 
treating along the forest path, until at last it 
was lost to view. 
She was a King’s daughter ; and he a fool. 
But it was his duty to laugh at all things. 
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Some Old Riddle-Books. 


HEN is a jar not a door? 
When it’s partly open.” We 
[ij forget who it was, bored 

e| with the repetition of the 
venerable conundrum, who 
took refuge in this perversion ; 
and we never knew who invented the original. 
But this latter malefactor is dead now, and no 
earthly punishment is possible beyond the 
perversion perpetrated by the less dangerous 
criminal. It is sad to realize that once on a 
time that pitiful, doleful thing, the average 
conundrum, was regarded as the true essence 
of wit, and was handed down through gene- 
rations who were always ready for it with a 
‘fresh grin. And our 
great - grandfathers 
were not fools; on 
the contrary, some 
of them might have 
taught a trifle or two 
of wisdom to some 
of us — even the 
youngest of us— had 
circumstances per- 
mitted of a personal 
meeting. But their 
conundrums and 
their riddles! But, 
there, let us not crow 
too loudly. For some 
of those same sad- 
dening questions 
have come down to 
us, and it has even 
been said (though 
we refuse to believe 
it) that books of 
conundrums have 
been bought quite 
recently. 

To attempt to 
trace riddles to an 
origin would be an 
impossible task, and 
no part of our present 
intention. Riddles 
have been ever since man has been. But the 
farther back we go, the duller the riddles seem 
—by the dimness of distance, probably. And, 
indeed, if we go but to the beginning of the 
last century they seem dull enough. About 


that time was published: “The Puzzle ; 
Vol. xxi.—83. 





* 


Warth, 
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being a choice collection of conundrums.” 
There were 500 conundrums in this book— 
but no answers. ‘The publisher was a smart 
man. ‘To get the answer it was necessary to 
buy another book: “The Nuts Cracked,” 
which was made up of answers and nothing 
else. But really, if one but dipped into the 
pages, there was little temptation to buy 
either. “Why is a picture like a member of 
Parliament? Because it is a representative ” ; 
and, “ Why isa well like a lock ? Because it 
has a spring.” These are specimens of the 


conundrums, and neither is particularly 
inspiriting. 
We give the title-page of a book of 


illustrated riddles 
published about this 
time: “The True 
Trial of Understand- 
ing.” You may ob- 
serve a couplet by 
way of motto, to 
which the author 
with natural pride 
has placed his ini- 
tials, whereby we 
learn that the iines 
are “By S. M” 
When you have read 
the couplet you will 
wonder that the poet 
did not give his 
whole name, and, 
perhaps, foi the sake 
of literature, you will 
be sorry. 

We proceed to 
i extract a few of the 
riddles from this 
book, in facsimile. 
Here you have an- 
swer and all, with an 
illustration thrown 
in for each riddle—a 
beautiful illustration, 
as anybody may see. 
The question is 
always in verse, but the answer is plain prose. 
The first we give is from page 4. The verse 
is a bit out of repair, and the feet seem to 
have got out of some lines and squeezed 
into others, where tné poetry very naturally 
tumbles over them, and falls rather flat. But 
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(4) 

Q. Thegreateft travellersthate’er wereknown 
By fea and land were mighty archers twain ; 
No armor proof, or fenced walls of ftone, 
Couldeturntheirarrows, bulwarks were in vain 
Thro’ princes courts, and kingdoms far and 

near, 
As well in foreign parts as Chriftendom, 
Thefe travellers their weary fteps then fteer, 
But œ the deferts feldom come. 





A, Tis Death and Cupid, whofe Arrows 
Pierce thro’ the walls of Brafs, or ftrong Armour 
in uf Courts and Kingdoms in the babitable 
wor 








it is capital poetry for the price (the book 
cost at first.a few pence only, though it is 
worth more now), and it is easier to understand 
than many more expensive qualities. But 
the picture is the interesting thing. It 
represents Death and Cupid and an Isosceles 
Triangle. The Isosceles Triangle isn’t in 
the conundrum—it is given away as a supple- 
ment. At that time, it will be observed, 
Death not only struck people down with his 
arrows (that thing zs an arrow, not an anchor), 
but he also dug their graves. (The other 


Q_ Two Calves and an Ape 
They made their efcape 
From one that was worte than a fpright ; 
They travell’d together 
In all forts of weather, 
But often were put in a fright. 


n y 
bey Ie: 





A. "Tis a Man flying from bis feolding wifes 
the two calves and an Ape Ji nify the calves | 
of the Legs and the Nape of bisNeck, whxb 
by travelling was expos'd to the Weather. 
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thing is a spade.) This was only fair. Now- 
adays we have to pay regular gravediggers. 
As for Cupid—but, there, look at him. 

The ‘Two Calves and an Ape ” riddle was 
a favourite one, and it reappears in various 
forms in many old riddle-books. The legend 
can be read in our facsimile, and again the 
picture is a handsome one. Nobody could 
blame the unfortunate husband for flying 
from a wife with such a pair of hands as 
those ; nor could wonder at his dropping his 
hat ,and wig as he went. It is a noble wig, 
of majestic proportions—unless it is a nubbly 
boulder hurled after the fugitive by the fair 
pursuer. 

Next we have a riddle expressed in four 
lines, in the second of which a touch of 
Kailyard dialect saves the whole thing from 
falling ruinously out of rhyme. It is a thin 
and weakly puzzle on the whole, but the hog 
is ali right in the picture, and anything but 


ao 4 





Q. To the green wood 


Full oft it hach gang’d, 
Yet yields us no good, 
-Till decently hang’d. 









A. Ris a Hog fattened with Acorns, which 
makes good Bacon when hanged a drying. 





thin. His tail curls elegantly, and with his 
opposite extremity he sniffs at a lusty oak 
tree, nearly 3ft. high, bearing three acorns 
about the size of turnips, as well as several 
distinct leaves. The sagacious animal is 
cautiously judging the strength of the trunk 
before climbing its giddy height in search of 
those acorns. 

Now we have the whole of page 12, with 
two riddles and their sumptuous engravings 
complete. It is intended as no disrespect to 
the author of the verses when we say that the 
main interest of this page lies in the pictures. 
In the top one the sun, disguised as a 
sweep’s broom, frowns discontentedly on the 
agricultural proceedings below. An under- 
taker’s horse, of undue corpulence, peeps 
slily over its shoulder and winks at a 
dilapidated lump of garden fence. A 
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hatless rustic (or a piece of one) stands at 
the rear of this piece of fence, and from the 
answer to the riddle you gather that he 
intends using it as a plough. But the obese 
steed in front is wiser, and he winks again— 
with the other eye. Then below we have Sam- 
son slaying a thousand men with the ass’s jaw- 
bone. Samson has forgotten his hat—it 
seems a pretty general fashion in this 
book—but his wig is all right, and though he 
is a bit knock-kneed, his broad-skirted, 





{ 12 
Q. To ease men of their cate; 
I do both rend and tear 
Their mother’s bowels ftill : 
> Yettho’ Ido, 
There are but few 
That feem to take it ill. 


A. 'Tis a Plough, which breaks up the bowels 
of the. Earth for the fewing of Corn. 

Q, I liv’d and dy'd: then after death, 
Bereav’d fome hundreds of their breath, 
Affifted by a manof grief, 

To whom it yielded fome relief. 


My i y 


A. ’Tis Sampfon’s Jawbone of an Afs, with 
which be flew a thoufand Men, and-was relievea 
bimfelf by water fpringing from the fame, when 
he was thirfly. 





eighteenth-century coat is well supplied with 
buttons, as, indeed, is that of the Philistine 
at present being operated on. Samson 
whangs this person merrily over the head 
with his weapon (which certainly looks rather 
like a fox’s tail), cordially shaking hands with 
him the while. This seems a little inconsis- 
tent, but the Philistine doesn’t seem to mind, 
and looks casually out of the picture as 
though he found the performance rather dull. 
A second Philistine is waiting his turn just 
behind, reclining comfortably so as not to 
disturb his full-bottomed wig. The other 
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By {parks of lawn find” 
I am loftily drawn, 
But notin a chariot or cosch : 
I Ay in a word 
More fwift than a bird, 


X NRN F: S Sag 


A. An Arrow drawn in á Bow by a Gentle- 
man Archer. 





998 Philistines are not visible ; probably they 
have been finished off and buried out of 
hand. But from the two remaining we may 
learn: many interesting lessons as to the cos- 
tume and habits and wigs of the early Philis- 
tines, to say nothing of Samson himself. 
There is a picture in this book of a 
“gentleman archer.” Probably by way of 
symbolizing his social distinction he is 
accorded the honour of a hat—an honour 
almost unique in the volume. He plants his 
legs very deep in the ground—half-way to the 
knee almost—and shoots valiantly at five 
rush-leaves—shoots standing full a yard and 
a half away, to give the rush-leaves a fair 
chance. His bow is of the Cupid pattern, 
and his arrow of the death design, as already 
exhibited in the “greatest travellers’” riddle 
on page 4. A view of the Needles rocks is 
to be perceived in the background, though you 
may consider them trees without extra charge. 
In the “ Mermaid” riddle we have another 





Q. A vifage falr, 
And voice is tare, 
Affording pleafant charms ; 
. Which is with us 
Mott ominous, 
Prefoging future haems. 








A. -S Mermaid, which betokens deftrustrom 
to Mariners. 


n 
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aspect of the Needles 


A 


Nobody ever saw such 


rocks, attractively em- a gooseberry-bush be- 
bellished with droop- fore. Some even now 
ing snowdrops (or wW H E T S T O N E may be disposed to 
perhaps the vegetables call it a head of clover, 
are wild oats) and sur- f FOR or a chrysanthemum 
rounded by a pleas- blossom, ora carnation, 
ingly regular wavy sea, Dull Ww I T S e or a thistle-head, or a 
nicely crimped. ? feather duster, or some- 
Balanced dexterously OR A thing of that sort ; but 
on the top of the sea that is mere prejudice. 
is the mermaid, doing P O E S Y It may have been a 
something to her hair, carnation or a mop 
but with poor success. Of New and Ingenious originally, but when 


The sea is much more 
neatly combed. Still, 
the mermaid curls her 
tail elegantly, and lets 
the floral ornament at 
the end droop grace- 
fully downward. The 
“ voice is rare ” we are 
unable to judge of, but 
we cheerfully hope that 
it is an improvement 
on the “visage fair” 
and the “pleasant 
charms.” Still, nobody 
can point the finger of 
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the woodcut had served 
its turn, and the printer 
needed an illustration 
of a gooseberry -bush 
and couldn’tfind it, the 
thistle- head or cauli- 
flower immediately 
became a gooseberry- 
bush, and has re- 
mained so to this day ; 
a notable example of 
vegetable evolution. 
Next there is the 
“Herring” riddle. The 
supplementary puzzle 








scorn at the looking- 
glass, or the fan, or the frying-pan, or what- 
ever it is. 

Now let us consider another riddle-book, 
of about the same period—*“ A Whetstone for 


— Lai 
( 3 ) 
9. While 1 do flourifh here on earth, 
By me my young ones nourifhed are s 
I have a thoufand at a birth, 
And yet I take no thought nor care 














A. A GoofeberryBuph. 





Dull Wits ; or, a Poesy of New and Ingenious 
Riddles.” There is a verse on the title-page 
of this book too, but the poet has not signed 
it this time. Here again most of the merri- 
ment is thrown in as an extra, and belongs 
to the pictures. On page 3, for instance, 
the riddle about the gooseberry - bush is 
scarcely brilliant, and the rhymes are in a 
ruinous state. But the picture redeems all. 
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here is to find where 
some of the rhymes have got to. “ Beer” 
and “lack” do not rhyme, according to the 
arbitrary rules usually observed. Was it a 





; Tho’ it be cold I wear no cloaths, 
Te and fnow I never fear, 

I yalue neither thoes nor nafe, 
And yet I wander far and near : 

Both mear and drink are always free, 
I drink no cyder, mum, nor beer, 


What Providence doth fend to me, 
I neither buy, nor fell, nor lack, 











A. A Herring fwimming in the Sea. 









Original 
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subtle dodge of the poet’s to catch the pub- 
lisher’s eye, and hint to him his lamentable 
lack of beer, and of the wherewithal to buy 
it? At any rate, the herring is plain enough, 
though the hypercritical might object that it 





SSS 
9, I have a head, but ne'er an eye, 

I have no legs, but wings to fly; 

When on an errand I am tent, 

T cleave the very clement. 





ment, the Scuslers are the wings. 








is swimming oz the sea rather than in it. 
But the sea is very nicely combed out, like 
the mermaid’s sea in the other book, and 
after looking at the picture nobody will need 
to be told the reason of the slang expression 
that dubs a bloater a “ crocodile.” 

A page or two farther in the book we find 
the “Boat” riddle. Here we observe that 
the sea is coarser, and not nearly so well 
combed. Perhaps that is why it is referred 
to in the verse as the “very element.” If it 
had only been the 
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Here the poetry is of superior workmanship. 
The rhymes nobody can impugn, and the 
lines are almost free from lameness—just a 
trifle stiff in the joints, perhaps, but no more. 
Observe the fine imagery of the third line. 
“ Many persons to him flow’d.” “Flowd” 
In the picture three gentle 
men are about to fling things at the victim, 
but they all obligingly stop and pose in 





r 


Q. There was a fight near Charing Crofs, 


A creature almoft ike a horie; 
But when I came the beak to fee, 
The head was where the Tail hould be. 








A. A Mare tied with ber tail to the Manger. 





position for the artist to draw the picture. 
The victim himself also composes his features, 
and looks as pleasant 





“rather” element it 
might have been 
more regular in its 

habits. For “scullers” 
` in the second line of 
the answer, one 
should read “sculls”; 
though in the picture | 
the weapon of pro- 
pulsion seems rather 
to be one of the 
flexible laths used by 
harlequins. But there 
is merit in the repre- 
sentation of the jolly 
young waterman, and 
nobody can fail to 
recognise the boat as 
what is technically 
known as a “ trim- 
built wherry.” 

Later we arrive at 
the “ Pillory ” riddle. 





Q., Promotion lately was beftow'd 

Upona perfon mean and {mall ; 
Then many perfons to him flow’d, 

Yet he return’d no thanks at all; 
But yet their hands were ready ftill, 
To hélp him with their kind good-will. 





A. Itis a Man pelted in the Pillory, 
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as possible while his 
- portrait is beingtaken. 
A gentleman with no 
arms finds it difficult 
to fling anything on 
his own account, so 
leans against the side 
of the picture for 
safety (having only 
one leg). y 
We have rather a 
famous puzzle in the 
next we reproduce. 
A well-known “sell” 
show at fairs, down to 
quite recent times, 
was the “wonderful 
horse, with his head 
where his tail ought 
to be.” The innocent 
who parted with their 
pennies were pre- 
sented to a very 
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ordinary sort of quad- 
ruped, with its tail 
turned to a corn-bin. 
Being thus madewise, 
they said nothing to 
their friends outside, 
except to persuade 
them also to pay their 
pennies and be sold, 
which was very grate- 
ful of them, and good 
business for the show- 
man. The mare in 
the present example 
is with difficulty re- 
pressing a very ex- 
cusable smile. She 
stands nobly to atten- 
tion, and only lacks a 
pair of rockers to put 
her completely in 
character. 

And so we come to 
page 12. Here the 
poetry is a trifle ir- 
regular, and is apt to 


Strech. 


cause hiccoughs if one attempts to read it off 


( 


trippingly. But once more the picture saves 


the situation. 


Observe the cheerful white- 


ness of the gloomy night, and the easy non- 





Q. Three men near the fowiog Thames, 
Much pains and labour they did takes 
. They did both fcratch and claw their wems 
Until their very hearts did ache. 


Ac is as true as e'er was told, 
Therefore this Riddle now unfold. 





A. Three Fidlers in T bames-Sireet, who 
olayed up a bridegroom in the Morning, who 
gave them nothing to drink. 
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9 As I walked thro’ the ftreets, 
It was near twelve o'clock atnight ; 
„Two all in black I chanc'd to meet, 
Their eyes like Aaming fire bright 
They paffed by, nothing faid, 
Therefore I was not much afraid. 


A.-T'wo long lighted Links carried along the 





morning, when three 
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chalance wherewith 
the two linkmen 
brandish their flaming 
torches. Neither of 
them is swinging a leg 
of mutton round on 
a string, as incon- 
siderate persons have 
supposed; nor are 
they about to batter 
each other with 
knobby clubs, as other 
superficial students 
are apt to imagine. 
They are simply light- 
ing up that black 
night with flaming 
links, and with so 
much success as to 
whiten the sky as 
though it had been 
lime-washed. 

The next riddle 
gives us a bright and 
airy view of ‘Thames 
Street, on an early 

misguided fiddlers 


spoiled their own rest and that of a bride- 
groom by fiddling in a vague hope of 


eleemosynary drinks. 


Every right-minded 


person will be delighted to know that they 
did not get those drinks, though regretful 
to find no mention of a brick or a boot- 
jack ; either of which articles might with 
propriety have been contributed by the 





And oftentimes I food did give ; 


So muchas haif a mile from homes 


Exp ound this Riddle out of hand, 
The owner hath no houfe nor land. 


9. Full forty years 1 once did live, 
Yet all that time I did not roam 


But I liv’d free from care and flrife, 
Till at laft I loft my life 













Ee ES AS | 





A The fuits of Crape beftowed upon a deceafed 
Body , the Houfe is the Coffin, the Land is the 
Grave and be knoweth not that be poffefes either. 
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neighbours. It will 
be observed that all 
three fiddlers are left- 
handed. This may 
account for a certain 
perversity of habit, 
and some unreason- 
ableness of expecta- 
tion ; but it does not 
excuse the supine en- 
durance of the bride- 
groom, nor the dis- 
gracefully moun- 
tainous state of the 
public street wherein 
the fiddlers stand. 
The lugubrious 
merriment of this 
“ Merry Book” (vide 
title-page) is carried 
on fittingly in the 
next riddle we print, 
cheerfully illustrated 
with a picture of a 
discontented - looking 
corpse in a coffin. 
One can sympathize 


even with a corpse unwillingly associated with 
such a dull and clumsy riddle, and truly, to 
be shoved into the middle of such a doleful 
performance on a page of public print might 
bring a discontented scowl to the brow of the 


most naturally genial 
corpse ; to say nothing 
of the unnecessarily 
aggravating flower-pot 
hat. The first four 
lines of the verse 
seem to be an ex- 
tremely obscure, 
muddled, and mis- 
informed allusion to 
the silkworm. 
Perhaps the next 
riddle is the best of 
the lot in conception. 
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Q. 1 faw five birds all in a cage, 
Each bird had but one fingle wing, 

They were an hundred years of age: 
And yet fly and fweetly fing, 

The wonder did my mind poffefs, 
Wheu I beheld her age and ftrength : 

Befides, as near as can guels, 
Their tails were thirty feet. in length. 





A. A Peel of Bells in a Steeple. 











(233 ) 
Q, Atonce I amin France and Spain, 
And likewife many nations more, 
While 1 am in my gloomy reign, 
I give the world a mighty ftore. 
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The five birds in a 
cage, each with one 
wing, each bird a hun- 
dred years old, and 
with a tail 3oft. long, 
is no bad trope for a 
peal of bells in a 
steeple, and rather 
poetical in its way. 
The verse staggers a 
bit, it is true, but that 
is an external detail. 
Pleasant reflections, 
too, are to be got out 
of the picture. There 
are the bells, about 
to clang all at once, 
and standing upside 
down, meanwhile, like 
a row of penny ices 
on a board. Certainly 
the tails do not seem 
to be altogether 3oft. 
long, but there are 
considerations of 
space, as the editor 
says. They seem a 


worthy, respectable row of men, these ringers, 
though not strikingly handsome, and one 
trusts that when the bells do swing right 
side up they will'miss their heads by a little, 
hopeless as the chance seems. 


After the bells we 
have the sun, as it 
appears on the fire- 
office plates. It is a 
healthy-looking, well- 
fed sun, with a nose 
like the ace of clubs, 
adimpledchin, a pious 
smile,and a rebellious 
head of hair. But the 
riddle is uncommonly 
poor and flat, even 
among the other poor 
and flat riddles, 
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Some Wonders from the West. 
XXII.—ON THE TRAIL. 


R. FULTON, of Beatrice, 
Nebraska, is the owner of 
what is probably the most 
valuable pack of bloodhounds 
in the world. There are twenty 
in all, and they are of the bluest 
of canine blood. They are trained hunters, 
not of birds or deer, but of human game, 
their speciality being thieves, murderers, and 
other criminals. Included in the pack of 
four-footed sleuths are dogs which have won 
world-wide reputation and have assisted in 
tracing the fugitive malefactors of two conti- 
nents. 

The use of bloodhounds in the United 
States for tracking men is not new; they 
were used in searching for runaway slaves 
before the rebellion, and are still used in 
some of the Southern States for overtaking 
escaped convicts. But Dr. Fulton has 
demonstrated their efficacy in the apprehen- 
sion of persons who have committed crimes. 
The hounds have been used frequently in 
the past, and now scarcely a week passes 
that one or more pairs are not called into 
requisition for the recovery of lost or stolen 
property or the pursuit of some offender. 
The calls come from all parts of the country. 
As there is the reward for the capture to be 
won, or the pay of $15 a day and expenses 
to be made, the kennel is proving a not 
unprofitable investment for the owner. 

The experience of Dr. Fulton in blood- 
hound culture dates back to his boyhood 
days. He has always been an admirer of 
this little-loved member of the canine species, 
and is considered to be one of the leading 
American authorities. He has brought into 
the United States many famous dogs, in- 
cluding Columbia and X-Rays, whose 
sires were the most noted bloodhounds in 
England, and were used by the detectives in 
attempting to trace the perpetrator of the 
Whitechapel atrocities. 

The pack is under charge of O. P. Fulton, 
son of the doctor, and Trainers Sheriff 





Johnston and George Maxfield. All three . 


have thoroughly mastered the secret of 
success in bloodhound teaching. ‘This con- 
sists in careful selection of the animal and 
closest personal study of its habits before 
beginning the work of training. 

“No two bloodhounds have the same 
traits or respond to the same treatment,” 
said Dr. Fulton, in a recent interview. 


Digitized by Goi gle 


“They are nervous, capricious, and variable 
to a high degree. Unless you understand 
your dog in advance you may be doing some- 
thing that it will take you a long time to 
overcome and undo. All bloodhounds are 
endowed with a wonderfully-retentive memory, 
and under proper treatment are docile and 
entirely amenable. My dogs have captured 
many criminals, and in the course of the 
chases we have had some very exciting 
experiences. 

“A short time ago a mule was stolen from 
the stable of a farmer near Louisville. The 
dogs were sent for and put on the scent. 
They followed the trail across a small stream 
and to the barn of a somewhat notorious 
character of the place. The dogs were led 
in all directions and trailed three times to the 
barn, where they whined, rushed round, and 
appeared to have lost the trail. Several 
pieces of old sack and rags were found in the 
barn, which led to the suspicion that the 
mule’s feet had been wrapped up. The dogs 
smelt these, the chase was renewed, the mule 
was discovered, and the thief arrested. 

“ Another case in which the hounds did 
good work was the capture of burglars who 
broke into a big department store at Sabentha, 
Kansas. One of the men in escaping dropped 
his hat, and this gave the dogs the scent. 
The animals started on the trail, but 
soon stopped and, circling around several 
houses, finally brought up at one where 
two suspicious characters had stopped 
early in the morning to ask for some- 
thing to eat. The trail was followed to 
another stopping-place, and then to a shed, 
where the men had slept. At a cross-roads 
the men separated, two going east and two 
north. The latter were soon captured, and 
the party, returning to the separating point, 
started in pursuit of the other two. They, 
too, were soon run down, and the quartet 
were locked up in the county gaol in less 
than a day after they broke into the 
store. 

“ The dogs were used in the capture of a 
notorious gang of hold-ups, known as the 
Fedawas, at Lincoln. These men had broken 
into a store, robbed the safe, and carried 
away a lot of other valuables. The blood- 
hounds were taken into the store, given 
the scent from articles which the burglars 
had handled, and then taken outside. In 
a short time they picked up the trail, which 
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ran in a rounaabout way to the Fedawas’ 
house. The officers gained admittance, and 
the dogs followed the trail up two flights of 
stairs into a vacant room, which evidently 
had been occupied recently, and then back 
into the street. They followed the trail to a 
saloon, whose keeper informed the officers 
that the Fedawas had been there but a short 
time before. The dogs then ran the trail 
from the saloon to North-east Lincoln, and 
found the men just 
as they were about 
to board an out- 
going freight train. 
The leader of the 
gang told the 
officer after the 
capture that if 
they had had five 
more minutes they 
would have been 
off, and, but for 
the unerring scent 
of the hounds, 
they no doubt 
would have been 
gone. 

“The most 
thrilling of recent 
chases, and one of 
the most remark- 
able instances of 
canine intelligence 
that have come 
under my notice, 
was the trailing of 
the murderer of G. 
W. Baker and his 
wife near Fairbury. 
The crime was 
committed by Bill 
Baker, a brother 
of the murdered 
man, and in details 
was one of the most horrible that was ever 
called to the attention of the authorities of 
the State. District Attorney Henshaw, of 
Fairbury, as soon as he was notified of the 
murder, telephoned to me immediately to 
come and to bring my bloodhounds. As 
soon as I arrived upon the premises where 
Bill Baker lived I asked for some articles of 
clothing that had been worn by him. A coat 
was given me, and I placed it upon a cot 
where the man had slept, and requested that 
no one should touch it until the hounds had 
arrived with their trainer. ‘The citizens had 
by this time become greatly excited. Business 
was practically suspended and the community 
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was in an uproar. As night came on the 
searching parties had disbanded and come 
into town. On the trains came the dogs 
with their keeper, Mr. Johnston. The crowd 
that was in waiting was something wonderful, 
and it was with the greatest difficulty that we 
made our way through to the farm. There 
were men and boys in waggons, in buggies, 
on horseback and afoot, each armed with a 
rifle, a revolver, or a shot-gun. The sheriff 
had been called 
into requisition to 
keep the mob in 
check. After much 
trouble we gave 
the dogs the scent 
from the coat and 
the cot,and started 
with them to en- 
circle the house. 
When about two- 
thirds of the way 
around they struck 
the scent and fairly 
pulled us off our 
feet. 

“The trail lay 
across the town 
and across a field 
of winter wheat 
and out into a 
well-travelled 
road. We now 
placed the dogs in 
a spring waggon 
and travelled as 
fast as possible to 
the scene of the 
tragedy. Upon 
reaching the scene 
we again started to 
encircle the house. 
When they came 
to the north-east 
corner the dogs made a bound and ran a 
trail some two hundred yards due north, 
where we found some empty shot-gun shells. 
As the man we were hunting was known to 
be a desperate character we organized a 
company of cautious trailers. Five trusty 
fellows were chosen by the deputy-sheriff to 
follow the hounds and stay to the finish. 

“The trail was again taken up by the 
hounds, and they ran it to the main-travelled 
road for about three miles to the north, when 
they struck a culvert. Everybody, of course, 
thought that the man was concealed there, 
but all soon were convinced of their error. 
The dogs went through the culvert and then 
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THE BLOODHOUNDS ‘‘JOE-JOE” AND “X-RAYS,” TAKEN IMMEDIATELY AFTER 
THEY HAD TRACKED DOWN THE MURDERER BAKER, 
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ran across a small ravine, and, going up the ` 


bank on the other side, bayed . ferociously, 


telling us plainly that our man had been there: 


and had but recently left. 
“ Proceeding north, they pulled us along 
at a great rate of speed for about a mile-and 
-a half, when we came to a farm. The hounds 
went to the gate and crawléd through at 
the third board. We could sée where our 
man had placed his foot upon the- board, 
and where it had slipped off, -leaving some 
fresh paint thereon. 
corner of the fence, where, by the action of 
the dogs, we knew that the man had stopped. 
The dogs were now more than eager to pro- 
ceed, and led us directly to the barn, the 
middle door of which stood open,. and, to 
make sure that Baker should not get out, we 
retreated to a respectable distance and en- 
circled the premises. It was now about half 
an hour past midnight. The frenzied mobs at 
our heels all had suggestions to make as to 


The trail was run: to the 
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how to get him out of the barn. 
Some were determined to get in 
after him; others wanted to 
burn him out, and others still 
were sure he was not there. 
Twenty-seven men were sta- 
tioned around the barn. One 
of these saw Baker come to a 
loft window and peer out. 

“ At fifteen minutes after two 
o’clock we heard a shot. One 
of the party crawled back into 
the last stall and, by raising 
himself, could see the sole of 
the man’s shoes. Sheriff Men- 
denhall, who had just arrived 
from Kansas City, reached up 
over the floor and, taking hold 
of the foot, said: ‘ He’sa dead 
man, whoever he is? It was 
Baker, and he had shot himself. 
Thus ended one of the most 
wonderful and successful feats 
of man-hunting by bloodhounds 
ever recorded. 

“Another one of our cap- 
tures which made a sensation 
was that of an incendiary named Kruger. 
Kruger is a Franklin preacher, and the 
crime for which he was arrested was the 
burning of the barn of a neighbour, against 
whom he had a grudge. ‘The dogs were 
given the scent at the scene of the fire, and 
went directly to the house of the minister. 
He earnestly protested his innocence, but 
when, on two additional tests, the dogs went 
directly to his house, he finally broke down 
and confessed his guilt. l 

“It may be said without the least exag- 
geration that the pack of bloodhounds has 
become the terror of Nebraska evildoers. 
Hunted criminals have tried every subterfuge 
to escape them, even to the tying of gunny- 
sacks around their feet, in the hope of deaden- 
ing the scent, but to no purpose. Several 
attempts have been made to kill them, and 
we find it necessary to keep muzzles on each 
of these canine Sherlock Holmeses in order 
to prevent his being fed with poisoned meat.” 


LProtograph. 


XXIII.—THE TALLEST WOMAN IN THE WORLD. 


Miss ELLA Ewino, of Gorin, a little town 
in the State of Missouri, is believed to be 
the tallest woman in the world. She is 
8ft. gin. in height, and is regarded by her 
neighbours as the greatest woman of the day. 
Her parents are tall, but not abnormally so, 
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her father being 6ft. 1in. and her mother 
5ft. gin. in height. But as they stand beside 
their Titanic daughter they look like children 
in size. 

Up to nine years of age Miss Ella Ewing 
displayed no unusual characteristics, but was 
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just like other little Missourian girls. After 
she had reached the ninth anniversary of her 
birth she began to grow very rapidly, and at 
ten years of age she measured 6ft. gin. At 
this period she suffered a good deal of dis- 
comfort, as nothing was large enough for 
her ; beds, chairs, tables, and other articles 
of domestic furniture being ridiculously 
small for the young giantess. None of 
the garments made for ordinary women could 
be worn by her, and she soon outgrew those 
specially made for herself. A desk and 
seat constructed for her use at school were 
quickly outgrown. Then, too, it was im- 
possible for her to find suitable companions 
and occupations.. When she was 7ft. high 
she had the tastes and ideas of a little girl. 
She could never get a bed large enough to 
sleep in comfortably, and could not look out 
of an ordinary window or into an ordinary 
mirror without stooping uncomfortably. She 
was in great danger of knocking her head 
against chandeliers or the tops of doorways, 
and found it extremely inconvenient to sit at 
an ordinary table. Her parents, 
too, were poor, and their gigantic 
offspring was somewhat of a burden 
to them. 

-When she had attained the re- 
markable height of 8ft. the dews-ex- 
machina descended in the form of 
a representative of Barnum and 
Bailey’s Circus, who offered her 
an engagement, which she gladly 
accepted. When she reached New 

- York her eyes were captivated by 
the many beautiful things she saw 
in the milliners’ shops, but even 
the largest of them were hopelessly 
too small for her wear. Some 
handsome dresses for exhibition 
purposes were made for her, but 
she was careful to indulge in no 
foolish extravagance. She enjoyed 
her life with the circus, being glad 
to find herself with people who 
regarded her gigantic stature with 
satisfaction rather than alarm. 
She travelled all over Europe and 
America with the circus, and, 
though she suffered some discom- 
forts on trains and steamers, she 
bore them philosophically. 

But during this exciting life of 
travel and display she kept an ideal 
steadily before her: it was to save 
up her handsome salary and have 
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reference to her remarkable height. For 
though she saw many novel and interesting 
things while travelling with the circus, and 
lived in an atmosphere of flattery, she felt 
that it was a false and artificial life. And 
at last the woman of 8ft. qin. realized the 
ambition which filled her heart when she was 
a little girl only 7ft. high. 

Her “own little home” has doors roft. 
high, ceilings 15ft., and windows as high as 
the doors, so that she can go in and out, and 
look out of the windows, without stooping. 
All the articles of furniture are proportion- 
ately large, her tables being 414ft. from the 
floor, just high enough for her, and yet not 
so high as to be beyond the reach of people 
who don’t mind stretching a little. Her 
bath-tub is 6ft. long, so that she can sit down 
in it comfortably. Her bureau is 6ft. high, 
and has no drawers at the bottom, so that she 
is not compelled to stoop down: The closets 
for clothes and china are as large as the bed- 
rooms of an ordinary house. ‘The bed is 
9 34ft. long, and on the piazza is a specially 
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a home of her own, where every- 
thing should be built with special 
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MISS ELLA EWING, OF GORIN, WITH HER FATHER AND MOTHER, 


From a Photo. by Chubb Studio, Gorin, Mo. 
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MISS EWING IN THE GARDEN OF THE HOUSE SPECIALLY BUILT FOK HER. 
From a Photo. by Chubb Studio, Gorin, Mo. 


constructed hammock rsft. in length. Miss 
Ewing is now able, for the first time in her 
life, to sleep without curling herself up or 
having some part of her body uncovered. 
As she is not quite certain that she has 
stopped growing everything has been made 
a little bit larger than is necessary at present. 


For, unlike most of her sex, Miss Ewing does 
not specially dread growing old: it is growing 
taller that is her bugbear. Being now well 
off she has settled Gown to enjoy peace and 
comfort in the old home of her childhood, 
where all her relatives and neighbours look 
up to her. 


XXIV.—AQUATIC WONDERS. 


CALIFORNIA is well known, of course, as 
the land of the big and the marvellous, a 
reputation shared in some degree by the 
whole Pacific Slope. But in an apparent 
recent effort to live up to its reputation the 
Coast has surpassed itself. 

An enthusiastic and very expert fisherman 
of Tacoma, Washington, a Mr. Frederick 
Miller, recently planned to do some deep- 
water fishing in the waters of Puget Sound. 
He rowed out some distance from the city 
and dropped over his line, fortunately a very 
strong one, letting it play out about 3ooft. 
He was angling for black bass, and had for 
that reason selected one of their favourite 
haunts. The tide ran very strongly, and the 
angler was compelled to use a 2lb. sinker, with 
live herring for bait, some 8in. or roin. long. 

Suddenly, and without warning, there was 
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a tremendous commotion below. The boat 
began to rock violently and the water was 
churned into foam. Before its startled 
occupant had time to reflect there sprang 
out of the water near the boat a huge 
monster, with zwo heads and two tails! One 
of its throats—that sounds mythological— 
had swallowed the bait, and its fellow-throat 
appeared to be yawning wide for its share. 
No attack was made, however, and the 
shore being luckily near the fisherman soon 
landed his boat, a necessary first step toward 
landing the fish. Then ensued a tremendous 
and exhausting struggle. Stout and strong 
as was the line, it more than once threatened 
to part. But finally skilful handling landed 
the fish in very shallow water, where a pole 
could be used by an assistant, and a rope 
was drawn around the object. When it 
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finally wore itselt out a careful examination 
and measurement were made. The captive 
was a “tiger shark,” just 8ft. long and 18in. 
thick, and having two perfectly formed heads 
and tails united to a single trunk. This extra- 
ordinary specimen was taken to a taxidermist 
in Tacoma, where it was mounted and where 
it of course attracted the greatest curiosity. 
The accompanying photograph was taken 
soon after the capture, and the drawing was 
made for a Coast paper. 

A few days later Newport Beach, a short 
distance from Santa Ana, in Southern Cali- 
fornia, furnished its sensation in the shape of 
an apparent sea serpent, that proved, how- 
ever, to be an “oar fish,” which is about as 
rare. And the visitor certainly showed the 
wisdom of the serpent in timing its arrival on 
Washington’s birthday, as if determined to 
link its fame with that of him alone among 
mortal men whose reputed veracity would be 
equal or, at least, most nearly equal to the 
strain of a sea serpent itself ! 
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And this speci- 
men, while not 
literally a sea ser- 
pent, was one to 
all appearance 
and a marvellous 
curiosity. Ex- 
perts, among them 
the recognised 
great authority on 
fish, President 
Jordan, of Stan- 
ford University, 
have pronounced 
it an “oar fish” 
(clupea harensus), 
an extremely rare 
member of the herring family, sometimes 
called “king of the herring.” Two speci- 
mens of these strange fish, according to Dr. 
Jordan, have been preserved by the Japanese 
Government in the Imperial University at 
Tokio, but this is the first he has heard of 
on the Pacific Coast. 

Indeed, it is said that not a score have 
been seen in a century, and that there is no 
record of a live one before the Newport 
arrival. They are a very deep sea fish, and, 
as indicating this fact, in all previous cases 
the flesh of those found has been greatly 
decomposed. But to make its arrival still 
more remarkable this California find was alive 
and struggling on the beach, though soon 
killed to prevent its escape. It measured 
a little over 21ft. in length and was at one 
point r8in. high as it lay along the sand, with 
an average width of 8in., and a tapering tail, 
good sea serpent proportions! That it was, 
except to the trained scientific eye, a veritable 
serpent the photograph conclusively shows. 
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I. 
FALISS LEVINA FLINTOFF 
} sniffed audibly, and shook her 
handkerchief in the face of a 
wooliy sheepdog pressing his 
unwelcome body against her 
black silk skirt. 

“Go away, you horrid creature! Dear 
me !—what a very offensive coat! I wonder, 
Lorna, you can keep such an animal on the 
premises.” 

She directed this last remark to Mrs. 
Percival, who was pouring out tea in a 
veranda, bright with crimson creepers that 
glowed in the autumn sun. Miss Levina 
Flintoff saw only the wasps buzzing about the 
leaves, and deplored the prevailing custom of 
tea-drinking out of doors. 

“Call Blarney away,” said Mrs. Percival to 
a small boy seated on the steps, hugging a 
pair of sunburnt knees, his little brown feet 
incased in sandals, the latest fad of the 
fashionable mother. 

He shook his fair curls off his forehead as 
he rose and drew the offender gently aside. 
His hand.rested lovingly on the dog’s collar. 

“Tm so sorry,” murmured Mrs. Percival, 
as her elderly guest began picking the loose 
hairs from the deep flounce upon which 
Blarney’s head had rested. “He really is 
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not fit for polite society, poor dog—though 
he has been a beauty in histime. Age seems 
telling on him dreadfully. I know it would be 
a kindness to have him put away, yet I cannot 
summon sufficient strength of mind to sign 
his death-warrant. Such an old friend! Why, 
he carries about with him a whole history of 
associations.” 

“ And probably a good deal more,” retorted 
Miss Flintoff, acidly, “in that shaggy coat of 
his! Long-haired dogs are seldom clean. I 
object to them on principle.” 

“ I shall never have another,” sighed Mrs. 
Percival, “but what am I to do? You see, 
we have no man in the house. If my poor 
husband were alive. But, there! As I said 
before, I can’t arrange for Blarney to be 
poisoned, much as I should feel the relief 
once the poor dog was gone! I am absurdly 
sensitive ; everybody tells me so! Kenneth, 
dear,” speaking to the small boy, “ take 
Blarney intothe garden. Miss Flintoff can’t 
enjoy her tea while he is here.” 

Kenneth obeyed. He had listened to the 
conversation with a strained look on his face, 
unnatural in one so young. After all, his 
mother was merely repeating what she had 
said a dozen times before, what she almost 
daily said as Blarney’s infirmities increased. 
Yet it invariably set his heart beating quicker 
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with a vague, paralyzing terror. The old 
sheepdog was brother and sister to the 
solitary child, and ranked next in his affections 
to the pretty mother who so often left him 
to spend long days in London. He thought 
of his mother as a beautiful but somewhat 
helpless being, a fairy princess whom he must 
protect, a lady of chiffons and laces, 
altogether adorable. A harsh word from 
her made the world a wilderness—smiles and 
commendation were as jewels in the crown of 
his happiest hours. Often he would think how 
best he could please her, saying to himself: 
“ Father might have done this, or that !”— 
the father he had never seen. 

And Lorna Percival appreciated her child’s 
devotion, though her shallow nature could in 
no way pierce its depth. 

Along the line of sunlight gilding the 
garden path Kenneth and Blarney wandered 
side by side, Blarney dragging his legs wearily. 
Presently Kenneth paused and flung himself 
down on a mossy bank, his forehead puckered 
in frowns, his lips apart as if with horror. 
Blarney edged up to him, and pushed his 
wide face under his little master’s elbow, thus 
inducing the disengaged arm to fall about his 
neck. 

“ Blarney,” whispered a low voice, “do 
you know the winter is coming ?” 

Blarney did not seem to care. He was used 
to long, rambling conversations, and merely 
in reply vouchsated a friendly sniff. 

“It was last year, Blarney, your rheuma- 
tism came—and—and crippled you. Mother 
says it is sure to come again. Iam thinking, 
too, you will be rather cold, there are so 
many little bald patches on your back.” 

He looked in the glazed eyes. 

“ She said it would be a kindness if—if—— 
but, no, I can’t believe that! I should like 
to be strong-minded, Blarney, and help 
mother ; but I want you so much, for I love 
you—I love you! I think she must have 
forgotten me when she told Miss Flintoff 
there was no man in the house. Blarney, 
dear, I don’t mind your frouzy old coat, and 
you shall sleep on my bed, under my quilt, 
all the winter ! ” 

There were tears in the bright eyes of the 
boy, gazing into the hazy, dim eyes of the dog. 

“No, I don’t mind you, that is the worst 
of it! You see, we have to think about 
women first—they are so much more im- 
portant.” 

He hid his face on Blarney’s neck and 
struggled with himself. The idea which had 
laid hold of the childish mind was in its 
very simplicity strangely magnificent. He 
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was dreaming of self-sacrifice, rememoering 
Abraham in the large book upstairs of Bible 
pictures, with a limp and ill-drawn Isaac. 

Thus he stayed for a long, long while, un- 
consciously submitting his will to the inborn 
instincts of heroism. A strangely-fanciful 
child, given to thoughtfulness, and passionate 
in his love for the gentle woman who ruled 
him. 

“If it had been anyone but Blarney,” he 
said. “If it had been cook or Janet, or 
even Miss Flintoff! Who would mind if 
Miss Flintoff had to be poisoned? Nobody 
likes her!” 

So he talked to himself—to Blarney—and 
argued with Fate, as many older, wiser 
tongues argue incessantly. No wonder life’s 
apparent unfairness puzzled the young 
philosopher. 

A voice behind him, a step on the gravel, 
scattered his reflections and made Blarney 
start up with a sharp bark. 

“ My good child, you should not lie with 
your head near that horrible dog!” said 
Levina Flintoff ; “ it isn’t fit, really.” 

“T can’t help hugging him,” said the boy, 
tearfully. “I think he is going to die to- 
morrow.” 

“The best thing that could happen! Life 
can’t be any pleasure to the poor beast in 
such a state, and your mother would be 
thankful.” ; 

“ To-morrow,” murmured Kenneth, “how 
near it seems, and she will be in London ; 
she won’t know, so she won’t suffer ; after- 
wards she will be glad.” 

Miss Flintoff was out of ear-shot. Kenneth 
turned towards the house. He heard his 
mother calling. 

“ She will be glad,” he repeated ; “ come, 
Blarney.” 

There was a sob in Kenneth’s voice, but 
Blarney followed with a bound. 


II. 


KENNETH drove to the station the following 
morning with his mother. He begged that 
Blarney might be allowed in the victoria to 
keep him company on the way back, but 
Mrs. Percival refused. 

“Tve got on a new dress, Kenny,” she said. 
“ Blarney would ruin it with his hairs. He 
has spoilt enough of my things already !” 

The child was very silent as they drove 
through the mellow-tinted lanes, but Mrs. 
Percival, busy with her own thoughts, failed 
to notice the far-away look in his eyes and 
the almost tragic droop of the little rosebud 
mouth. 
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“ Mother, dear,” he asked, “ why do you 
keep smiling? Are you very happy ?” 

“Yes, dear, happier than I have been for 
years !” 

“ Why, mother ? ” 

She laughed, merrily. 

“Well, Kenny, it is rather difficult to say. 
I suppose my heart is lighter, that’s all.” 

He watched her curiously. Was it possible 
she guessed that on her return the faithful 
aged creature she had lately nicknamed her 
“thorn in the flesh” would be a creature 
no longer, but dust and ashes? He dared 
not ask her any further questions, but surely 
there was something significant in the fervent 
kiss she gave him as she said good-bye, the 
little extra squeeze, and the breezy wave of 
her handkerchief as the carriage drove away. 

“I must not disappoint her,” Kenneth 
told himself. ‘She said her heart was 
lighter. She didn’t know that mine was 
breaking.” 

He curled himself round on the cushions, 
with his legs tucked under his body, his eyes 
seeing nothing of the scenery. Instead he 
was counting the wasted moments that might 
have been spent with Blarney. 

The morning gave no opportunity for the 
enlargement of his plans. There were lessons 
to do and he had not a moment alone. After 
lunch, however, the Fates played into his 
hands. He was left to amuse himself in the 
garden with his never-failing companion, the 
shaggy sheepdog who followed him every- 
where. 

Slowly Kenneth walked to the gate and 
hesitatingly pushed it open. He was not 
often allowed alone in the road, but to-day 
seemed different to other days, and surely 
could not count. 

Together the child and dog turned their 
steps towards the village. A mournful couple 
they looked, proceeding at a funeral pace, 
the boy keeping a firm hold upon his courage 
and struggling with his tears ; the dog, lame 
and nearly blind, conscious that his master 
sorrowed, with the instinctive sympathy of 
dumb creatures. 

At last the little line of shops was reached. 
Kenneth and his well-beloved stood on the 
threshold of the chemist’s door. 

“Even now,” whispered a tempting voice, 
“it is not too late; even now you can draw 
back.” 

Kenneth, frightened by the force of the 
temptation, dashed into the shop, as if he 
had been running, and stood panting before 
the counter. Blarney crawled on a chair, 
and with his mouth wide open, showing a 
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large extent of pink tongue, breathed in the 
chemist’s face. 

“ Good afternoon, sir,” said a cheerful, 
red-headed man, who appeared to Kenneth 
like some horrible harbinger of death. 

“ Good afternoon, Mr. Strawson,” replied 
the little figure, who had never before 
ventured alone into the sacred precincts of a 
shop. “ Will you kindly tell me how much 
it costs to poison a dog ?” 

His intense bitterness of heart made him 
speak with enforced cheerfulness. 

“Its this old thing I suppose you are 
wanting to be rid of?” said Mr. Strawson, 
patting Blarney’s head. “ He must be a 
trouble to himself and everybody ; but, there! 
you could not have brought him to a better 
place. I’ve done away with ’undreds and 
’undreds in my time.” 

The murderer smiled affably at the shudder- 
ing child. 

Kenneth nodded, and produced a tin 
money-box from under his arm. 

“This,” he said, “ has a great many pennies, 
but it must be broken to get them out. Would 
you be good enough to break it, to see if I 
can afford the poison ?” 

Mr. Strawson complied with the request, 
and counted a shilling in separate coins. 

“ Oh, yes, that will cover it—easy,” declared 
the chemist, reassuringly. ‘So now, if you 
like to wait and hear it is all over, I’ll take the 
dog into my back yard, and settle matters at 
once.” 

Kenneth nodded—he could not speak, nor 
did he take a farewell look at Blarney. 

He just strolled to the door and pretended 
to hum a tune, watching the figures passing 
to and fro in the village street. 

It seemed to him an eternity of suffering 
before a voice said, quite happily :— 

“Went off beautifully—without so much as 
a kick; do you want the remains of your 
broken money-box, sir, and would you like to 
see the dog ?” 

“No, oh! 
much.” 

The tremulous words came quickly, and 
then the boy was gone. 

“Poor little chap! he didn’t quite like 
losing his old friend,” said Mr. Strawson. 


HI. 


Mrs. PercIvaL did not return until late. 
Nobody had missed Blarney, and when she 
stole into Kenneth’s room to kiss him he 
pretended to be asleep. He felt he could 
not speak of it till the morning—the sorrow 
was too recent, the wound too sore. 


no; but thank you very 
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He woke at daybreak, and lay tossing for 
hours, till at last Janet came to draw up the 
blinds. 

“ You won’t be dressed in time to have 
breakfast with your mother,” she said. 

“Why not?” he asked, surprised. 

“ Mrs. Percival is breakfasting in her room ; 
she is going to town again early 2 

Kenneth did not wait to hear more; he 
jumped out of bed and ran to his mother. 

“Come in, darling,” she cried, bending to 
kiss him, with a radiant smile. She looked 
prettier than ever, and a soft pink flush 
glowed in her cheeks. “Do you know, 
Kenny, I am quite upset ; the servants tell 
me they can’t find poor dear old Blarney.” 

The boy caught his breath and turned his 
head away. 

“You won’t see Blarney any more: I took 
him to be—poisoned—yesterday.” 

The halting words sounded defiant ; 
Percival could hardly believe her ears. 

“You—you did that!” she gasped, 
horrified —“ without consulting me? You 
let Blarney be poisoned, and I never said 


good-bye? How dared you, Kenneth? To 
Vol. xxi.—85. 





Mrs. 
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choose such a time as this,” she added, 
mysteriously, “when I would not for the 
world have had your father’s dog killed ! ” 

“But you said——” began Kenneth. 

“Oh! I say a great many things I don’t 
mean. What right had you to twist my 
words? But, oh! it’s just like a boy—they 
are born cruel, they love to kill. When they 
are older the mania for slaughter is called 
‘sport’—as children it takes a meaner, 
lower form. Somehow I thought you were 
different, Kenneth, a nice, kind little boy, 
who wouldn’t want things to die. I am 
thoroughly annoyed and disgusted with you. 
I don’t want to hear anything more about it 
or see you again to-day. You have hurt 
me very much, more than I can express in 
words.” 

She turned her back on him petulantly. 
She cared for the dog for old times’ sake, and 
could not forgive the harsh deed. 

Kenneth walked out of the room, numb 
and dazed. So his sacrifice had been in 
vain—the awful misery, all useless—and 
nothing could recall the dead. 

He felt quite tearless now, and everything 
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seemed far away. He hardly remembered 
he was misjudged. ‘The words had proved 
so severe a shock that his poor little brain 
. seemed to totter and grow confused. 

“ Just like a boy,” she had said ; “they are 
born cruel!” And Blarney might have 
lived! Blarney might have lived ! 2 

He did not see her again. He heard the 
carriage come to the door, but would not 
look out of the window. ‘The servants had 
been told he was in disgrace, and paid him 
scant attention. He could not follow his 
lessons ; he left his meals untasted. _ 

“She does not love me any more,” he 
said, “and I’ve no Blarney !”° sae 

This summed up such a store of misery 
that thought became an effort: he was 
conscious of one consuming desire, and 
one alone. 

Almost mechanically he repeated the 
history of the previous afternoon, his mind 
set upon a definite object, only this time, as 
he opened the garden gate and marched 
towards the village, 
his feet moved 
quickly, and his 
cheeks were like 
flame. 

How it all came 
back as he reached 
the chemist’s shop 
—Blarney sitting on 
the chair, with his 
tongue hanging out, 
and his good-natured 
tail wagging; the 
red-haired man 
cheerful as ever be- 
hind the counter, the 
mocking sun shining 
upon the glass stop- 
pers of mysterious 
bottles in a row. 

With feverish 
haste the child ad- 
vanced. This time 
he carried no money- 
box, brought no dog. 

His eyes had a 
strange light in them, 
but he spoke boldly 
—no sign of hesi- 
tation, no faltering 
now. 

“If you please, 
Mr. Strawson, would 
you kindly tell me 
your charge for poi- 
soning a boy?” 
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Mr. Strawson started—at first he smiled, 
as if at a joke, then he grew suddenly grave. 

“ It depends what kind of a boy,” he 
replied. 

“Well, you see, it happens to be myself. 
Mother did not want poor Blarney to be 
killed after all, but I don’t think she would 
mind about me. I haven’t any money left 
—you must put it down on mother’s bill. 
She will understand why I did not want to 
live.” 

His voice became dreamy ; he seemed to 
be looking through Mr. Strawson at some- 
thing beyond. 

“Wait a minute, little sir,” said Mr. Straw- 
son, quickly. “ I'll just consult my old woman ; 
she knows more about these things than I 
do. Eliza!” he called, “ Eliza!” and there 
were whisperings in the passage. 

“ The young gentleman has gone clean daft. 
You look after him while I go and fetch Mrs. 
Percival. He’s got a poisoning mania : yester- 
day it was a dog, to-day it is himself!” 





“(THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN HAS GONE CLEAN DAFT.” 
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Eliza rose to the occasion. She invited 
Kenneth to her parlour and asked him to 
share her meal. 

Mr. Strawson was rather busy for the 
moment. He would attend to the matter 
after tea, she explained ; and with a per- 
suasive smile coaxed him to eat some bread 
and jam. l 

She was struck by the utter look of hope- 
lessness in the child’s eyes. She thought she 
had never seen anything quite so sad. 

“There! there! dear,” she said, regarding 
him sympathetically ; ‘you'll be better soon. 
Lor’! you do look bad!” 

“I am quite well, thank you,” he told her, 
politely. “I suppose you think I must be ill 
because I am going to die, but people can 
die quite easily, without being ill at all. 
That’s just where Mr. Strawson is so clever. 


He keeps poison here on purpose. Didn't 
you know ?”—seeing her expression of 
horror. 


“ Well,” she gasped, “ well, you are a little 
cure !” 

He gazed dreamily into the fire and folded 
his small hands. 

“No,” he murmured, “there’s no cure; 
it’s so quick, one doesn’t even kick—that’s 
the best of—of—poison.” 

Mrs. Strawson shuddered; an uncanny 
chill crept over her. He looked so ethereal 
and strange in the flickering light that she 
was vaguely conscious of sudden fear. Her 
eyes travelled to the loudly ticking clock ; she 
counted the moments and fidgeted uneasily, 
seeking about for a toy to distract his mind. 

A grotesque china dog on the mantelpiece 
arrested her attention. Carefully she took 
it down and placed it beside him on the 
table. 

“Look, deary, at the pretty bow-wow,” she 
said. “Fond of dogs, eh?” 

He let his head fall on his hands, and the 
hot tears coursed through his fingers, while 
his whole body shook with suppressed sobs. 

“Well, I never!” she muttered, under her 
breath ; “must be daft, and no mistake. 
Did anyone ever see the like?” 

She relapsed into silence, and sat watching 
him pityingly, wondering when her husband 
would return. 

Meanwhile Mr. Strawson was running in 
the direction of Kenneth’s home, but, before 
he had gone many yards, the sight of a 
carriage caused him to draw up suddenly 
and wave to the driver to stop. 

The carriage contained Mrs. Percival and a 
gentleman. 

“Excuse me, madam,” apologized Mr. 
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Strawson ; “ excuse me, I pray, but your little 
boy——” 

“Kenneth !—what of Kenneth?” she asked, 
quickly, growing very white. 

All that day her hasty words of the morning 
haunted her. She began to see the motives 
which prompted the child’s action ; she re- 
membered how deeply he loved the dog, and 
recalled his unceasing consideration for her, ` 
his great unselfishness. To relieve her mind 
she had told Robert Clive the story in the 
train, and now its strange sequel was gasped 
out by Mr. Strawson in tones of polite 
concern. 

The horses’ heads were turned, and the 
carriage drew up quickly in front of the 
chemist’s shop. 

Mrs. Percival alighted and followed her 
guide to the dingy room, where a sad, weary 
atom of unrest sadly contemplated a slice of 
bread and jam. 

He did not hear herenter ; he seemed lost 
in a doleful reverie. The sight of his altered 
face sent a sharp pang of remorse through 
the mother’s heart. She threw Mrs. Strawson 
a look of gratitude, and swept past her to 
Kenneth’s side. 

She touched him lightly on the shoulder ; 
he did not move. 

“ Kenny !” she said. 

A shudder ran over him as he recognised 
her voice. 

“Kenny, why aren’t you glad to see me? 
You have never welcomed poor mother like 
this before! Kenny, darling, don’t you know 
I love you? What made you think of poison- 
ing yourself?” 

He glanced up, ar expression of surprise 
lightening his features. 

“I thought you would be glad ; you called 
me cruel, you said I hurt you, and Mr. 
Strawson does it so quickly ——” 

“ Kenny, how can you ?” 

She kissed him again and again as she 
spoke. - 

“Oh, mother, I didn’t really want to die ; 
it was only to please you; but now I’m so 
glad I did not make a second mistake. What 
a good thing you came in time; Mr. Strawson 
was going to do it directly after tea.” 

There were tears in Mrs. Percival’s eyes as 
she bore the truant lovingly away, keeping 
her arm tightly round him in the carriage. 

Curiously he scanned the tall figure of the 
stranger, who willingly made room for him, 
a man occupying Kenneth’s seat, beside 
Mrs. Percival. The kind eyes looked back 
into the boy’s with a friendly glance. Little 
was said. 
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Not until later in the day, when the 
miseries of the past were all but forgotten, 
did Kenneth explore his new friend’s talents. 

Robert Clive loved children, and romped 
with Kenneth in the garden, till Mrs. Percival, 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


would like to stay here always, only he isn’t 
quite sure yet if you will let him.” 


The man and the woman looked at each 


other ; they both smiled. 


“Perhaps he would rather see a little more 
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out of sheer pity for her visitor, felt bound 
to interfere. 

“Thats enough, Kenny, you must not 
tire Mr. Clive.” 

Kenneth, an example of youth’s elasticity, 
pleaded for a continuance of the game: 

“ He likes it, mother, he said so himself,” 
pointing to their guest. 

The three were standing together in the 
shade of the shrubbery. 

“ And do you know,” continued Kenneth, 
in a stage whisper, “ Mr. Clive told me he 
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of you, Kenny, before he decides,” answered 
Mrs. Percival. 

Robert Clive tossed the boy up in the air 
and landed him on his shoulder. 

“Now, youngster, what do you think? 
Should I make a good papa ?” 


Kenneth grew suddenly grave—an awed 


look stole into his eyes. 

“Oh ! I see it all,” he murmured, seriously. 
“ God has sent you to us instead of Blarney. 
That is why mother is happy again. I’m so 
glad!” 
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The Silent Sisters of Anglet. 


By Sir GEORGE Newnes, BART. 





THE CHAPEL, 


NE of the most ingenious forms 

of terrible punishment ever 
inflicted has been that of 
solitary confinement, without 
opportunity to speak with a 
! living soul. 

It sands the most cruel of all punish- 
ments, because men and women are gre- 
garious animals 
and desire to com- 
mune with their 
fellow-creatures. 

The penalty 
alluded to is com- 
pulsory ; but here 
we have in the 
Silent Sisters of 
Anglet a voluntary 
resolve for re- 
ligious purposes to 
live together in 
silence. 

Anglet is a little 
village near Biar- 
ritz in France, 
but on the borders 
of Spain. It is 
supposed that its 
name, which is 
obviously English, 
was given because, 








sular War, many 
of the British 
wounded were 
sent over the 
frontier tò this 
village ; accord- 
ingly it was called 
Anglais, which 
has since become 
Anglet. 

It is now, per- 
haps, altogether 
apart from the 
Peninsular War, 
one of the most 
curiously -interest- 
ing places in all 
the world. 

The institution 
was founded in 
1847 by L’Abbé 
Cestac His 
object was to 
cause women to give up the temptations of 
speech and sight. 

An old peasant-farmer, who was brought in 
an almost dying state to the neighbouring 
institution for female penitents, also founded 
by Père Cestac, begged that someone should 
look after his farm for him. Accordingly the 
Mother Superior and some of the penitents 








during the Penin- 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE TOMB OF FATHER CESTAG 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


678 


went to work in the fields, and in their 
religious fervour found that the silence and 
absence of distraction through seeing their 
fellow-creatures, when toiling in this lonely 
spot, on the border of vast sand-dunes, 
greatly conduced to spiritual elevation. ‘The 
peasant-farmer died, making Pére Cestac his 
heir. Here accordingly was an opportunity 


to lead a holy life, consecrated to God, of 
entire abstinence from use of the eyes (so far 
as looking at human beings is concerned), 
of the tongue, and from all curiosity. 

Sixteen cells, made and thatched with 


= 


straw, only 7ft. high, wide, and long, were the 
beginning of what is now an important con- 
ventual institution. Although these cells 
of straw have long disappeared, the absti- 
nence from speech, from looking, and from 


“curiosity” is maintained as strictly as 
ever. 
The first impression on visiting St. 


Bernard is surprising. You expect to see 
a convent, and find no appearance of con- 
ventual life. All around you only see 
various buildings suitable for agricultural 
purposes. Soon you begin to distinguish. 
The considerable size of the chapel indicates 
a religious community. Everywhere you 
notice women, none but women, dressed 
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alike, and actively engaged in various kinds of 
work. Some are cultivating the fields ; 
others are looking after the animals ; some 
are at the forge; some are building. The 
cultivators undertake the hardest of work, in 
the open air; while others, in the workshops, 
provide the necessary implements. 

One of the first tasks of the Solitaires de 
St. Bernard was to fight against the general 
advance of the sand-dunes which, driven by 
the prevailing north-west wind, threatened to 
overwhelm their fields. 

Père Cestac acquired a considerable terri- 


tory of sand-dunes, which the proprietors 
were only too glad to dispose of. Here the 
Solhitaires made millions of sowings of the 
species of pine which flourishes in the 
neighbourhood of the sea. They sowed 
thick, and covered up with bushes and 
branches, to the end that the wind should 
not blow the seed away. During long years 
the struggle continued ; some sowing had to 
be repeated as many as sixteen times ; but in 
the end the nuns conquered. 

To-day a curtain of pine trees extends 
from east to west across the whole width of 
the territory, and the sands are stationary, 
the north-west wind having lost its power to 
move them. Dead, sterile land is now 
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covered with dense, 
luxuriant, productive 
forest. 

In August, 1854, the 
Emperor and Empress of 
the French were at Biar- 
ritz, and visited the Soli- 
taires de St. Bernard. 
Passing through the cloi- 
sters, the Emperor ex- 
pressed to Père Cestac, 
the founder, his wish to 
see one of the cells, and 
that which they were 
then passing was at once 
thrown open. A Solitaire 
was seated on a wooden 
bench, with head bent 
over her sewing, her 
back turned to the door. 
She did not move. The 
Emperor asked to see 
her face. “My child,” 
said Père Cestac, “the 
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beauty was enhanced by 
a sacred seriousness of 
a soul devoted to 
Heaven. At this sight 
all present were moved 
to compassion, but the 
nun, knecling motionless, 
her arms crossed over 
her breast, seemed devoid 
of all earthly sentiment, 
and, faithful to the rule 
of the Solitaires de St. 
Bernard, which requires 
that the functions of 
speech and sight shall 
be moftified, spoke no 
word and held her eyes 
upon the ground. 

Pere Cestac was the 
first to break silence. “It 
is much, sire, to be face 
to face with an Emperor, 
and not even to raise the 
eyes.” The Emperor 








Emperor, and Empress 
are at the door of your 
cell, and wish to see you. 
Uncover your face.” The obedient nun put 
down her work, turned toward the door, and 
sank slowly on her knees. Throwing back 
her white hood she revealed an angelic face, 
of a girl about eighteen years of age, whose 





L’ABBE CESTAC, THE FOUNDER. 
From a Photo. 


acquiesced, and the nun, 
having received permis- 
sion, replaced her hood, 
kissed the floor of her cell, and resumed 
her seat and her interrupted work. The 
above is described from the book, ‘ Vie du 
Serviteur de Marie, L. E. Cestac.” 

There are forty-five Silent Sisters at Anglet, 
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housed in a sort of nunnery, with the plainest 
of tables and chairs and food, as befits such a 


renunciation of 
the luxuries of 
life. Three of 
them have been 
there for fifty- 
three years, since 
the foundation 
of this extra- 
ordinary institu- 
tion, and have 
kept silence 
during the whole 
of that time, 
excepting under 
two conditions 
which I will 
relate. Once a 
year the Bishop 
visits them and 
they are allowed 
to speak to him, 
and once a year 
to relations or 
friends who 
come to see 
them. They 
may confess to 
their priests. 
What sins any- 
one who never 
speaks to or sees 
another may 
commit it is 


GOING TO CHAPEL, 


AT LIGHT WORK. 
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difficult to say, though sins of thaught and 
heart may be as deadly as those of word or 


deed. They 
confess to the 
priest once a 
week. Then if 
they are ill, it is 
necessary to tell 
the doctor what 
their ailments 
are, but in that 
case the Lady 
Superior is 
always present. 
The terrible 
monotony of 
such an exist- 
ence is also 
broken in this 
way, that they 
are allowed to 
sing their prayers 
in chapel. With 
these exceptions 
their life is one 
of absolute 
silence. Some 
will, perhaps, 
not believe that 
they keep this 
vow ; they work 
together in the 
gardens, or, 
according to 
their capacity, at 
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embroidery in the Convent; it does seem 
almost incredible that women could work 
like that, year after year, without ever speak- 
ing a word to one another ; but, after careful 
inquiries, I am able to say that the vow is kept 
with wonderful tenacity and religious fervour. 

One instance taken from L’Abbé Cestac’s 
book is that two of the Silent Sisters lived 
together in practically the same room (it 
might almost be called a cell), only divided 


many of them wealthy, and they have given 
up everything to the Convent ; in more cases 
than one it is said two million francs, but the 
money is not all, or largely, spent upon the 
Silent Sisters. A few hundred yards away is 
another institution devoted to the reclaiming 
of fallen women—penitents, as they call them; 
and the Silent Sisters by giving up their dow- 
ries practically maintain that noble institution. 

Then, again, there isan Orphanage for about 
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by a partition, for no less than five years ; 
they had never spoken to each other, they 
had never looked at each other. The elder 
one died, and she was laid out so that all the 
others who passed by could see her. When 
the woman who had lived at her side for five 
years came past the corpse she uttered a 
terrible cry of pain and sank to the ground. 
It was the dearest friend of her youth ! 


The forty-five Silent Sisters of Anglet are 
Vol. xxi.—86. 
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two hundred children, and the money of the 
Silent Sisters also goes there for endowment. 

I witnessed the Sisters working in the 
garden, and although we were somewhat a 
large party not one of them raised their 
eyes to look at us. They were weeding and 
thinning-out among the plants. 

Curious it was to be told that there were 
three French and Spanish Duchesses among 
them at that work, 
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an too HE perversity of things in 

í: general was well exemplified 

ie the other day when a gentle- 
man walked into a small shop 
in a large provincial town and 
purchased, for the small sum 
of 305., two fine prints which had attracted 
his natice in passing. These same prints he 
afterwards showed to a London dealer, who 
immediately offered him £400 for one, or 
#700 for the pair; but their fortunate 
possessor declined to part with them at any 
price, as they were both rare states of the 
finest mezzotints that ever came into the 
market, and two he had long sought for in 
vain. The irony of the transaction lay in 
the fact that the lucky purchaser was a 
millionaire and the dealer a poor man in a 
very small way of business. 

That there are numbers of similar treasures 
still undiscovered there is very little doubt, 
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with its illustrations, may be the means of 
bringing some of these to light, and of 
making their owners happy with unexpected 
riches. 

During the latter half of the nineteenth 
century the value of old prints has increased 
by leaps and bounds; prints which in the 
earlier part of the century could be purchased 
for a few shillings now realize hundreds of 
pounds ; and these present high prices are 
likely to be maintained, if not exceeded ; for, 
with the spread of education, the improve- 
ment in public taste, and the small chance of 
its being met and satisfied by contemporary : 
art, the demand is sure to grow, while the ; 
supply will naturally become more and more. 
limited. s 

Among tne highest priced of these old: 
prints those by Rembrandt rank first; 
several of these run into four figures, and 
foremost among them is that which forms 





HUNDRED GUILDER PLATE,” 


for they turn up every now and again in the 
most unexpected places, and sometimes in the 
most remote districts, the owners in many 
cases being absolutely ignorant of the value 
of their possession, and often equally so of 
their artistic merits. Possibly this article, 
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REMBRANDT.—PRINTS WORTH £1,750 


our first illustration, commonly knòwn as the 
“Hundred Guilder Plate.” An impression 
in the first state of this wonderful print, 
which has never been equalled for its 
technical excellence or its marvellous chiaro- 
scuro effects, was sold at a public auction in 
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1893 for the large 
sum of £1,750. 
Yet in 1769 this 
same print was to 
be had for the 
modest amount of 
427, and in Rem- 
brandt’s own time 
for forty-eight 
guilders. The 
plate is said to 
have been etched 
by the artist to 
clear off a debt of 
one hundred guil- 
ders, or about eight 
guineas of our own 
money. However 
that may be, the 
name it acquired 
through the tra- 
dition still clings 
to it, and is now 
very unlikely to be 
shaken off. This 


print is the envy of all collectors, and so 





REMBRANDT'S PORTRAIT OF HIMSELF.—PRINTS WORTH £2,000. 
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same interest to 
the general ob- 
server as the pre- 
ceding, neverthe- 
less commands a 
still higher figure, 
the last offered for 
sale realizing the 
very extraordinary 
price of £2,000. 
The rarity of it in 
this particular 
state accounts for 
its high market 
value, only four 
such being known 
in the world. The 
plate was after- 
wards cut down to 
an oval, as if for 
insertion into a 
frame, not at all 
an uncommon way 
in those days of 
treating copper- 


plates of this description, for decoration or 


eager was one enthusiast to possess a good presentation, and since revived in our own 


impression of it, if 
only for an hour, 
that it was pur- 
chased on his 
account at a sale 
in 1867, though he 
lay at the time on 
his death-bed. As 
the last one likely 
to come into the 
market has now 
been disposed of, 
unless, as I have 
said before, one 
happens to lie 
hidden away in 
some remote 
corner of the 
world, would - be 
purchasers may set 
their minds it rest, 
and turn their 
attention to others 
equally desirable if 
somewhat less ex- 
pensive. 

Another very 
highly priced print 
by the same artist 
is his own portrait, 
which, although 
not perhaps of the 
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PRINTS WORTH ABOUT £800, 


with very satisfac- 
tory results.- 

A different class 
of print, and one 
with which many 
people are much 
more familiar, is 
the portrait- of 
“Mrs. Bampfylde,” 
a beautiful lady of 
the Georgian 
period, whose hus- 
band was shot in 
1823 in Montague 
Street, Mayfair, by 
a miscreant, who 
afterwards com- 
mitted suicide. 
She had long been 
separated from her 
husband, but hur- 
ried to his side 
when this untor- 
tunate occurrence 
took place, and 
never left him till 
he died a few days 
after. Her son, 
John Codrington 
Bampfylde, a poet, 
fell in love with a 
niece of Sir Joshua 
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Reynolds, with whom she lived. Sir Joshua 
objected to the match and closed his doors 


upon the young 
aspirant, who 
thereupon 
smashed his 
windows, and 
was duly re- 
warded by being 
sent to New- 
gate. This fine 
print, which was 
published in 
1779, was en- 
graved by T. 
Watson from a 
picture of the 
lady painted by 
Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds in 1777; 
in its finest state 
its price varies 
from 750 to 880 
guineas. 


H THE LADIES WALDEGRAVE.” 


PRINTS WORTH £500 TO 
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BY SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.— 
£600. 


for the possession of which there is always a 
struggle whenever an impression is in the 


market. It was 
originally pub- 
lished at a 
guinea, but now 
fetches easily 
from £500 to 
£600. The 
print is large, 
and was en- 
graved from a 


. famous picture 


by Reynolds. 
The three 
beautiful young 
ladies repre- 
sented so busily 
engaged upon 
the fashionable 
occupation of 
the day were 
the daughters of 
Maria Countess 


Equally fine, and of the same class as the Waldegrave, whose father, Sir Edward Wal- 
former, is that of the “ Ladies Waldegrave,” pole, so the tale runs, was so affected by the 








FLUAM.” BY SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS,— 
PRINTS WORTH £200 TO $300, 


PRINTS WORTH £200 TO £300, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


Digitized by Goi gle 


-a a ee a a 


HAVE YOU AN OLD PRINT WORTH A FORTUNE? 685 


sad story of a poor 
sewing - girl, em- 
ployed by a Pall 
Mall tailor, that he 
took her under his 
protection. She 
eventually died, 
leaving three 
daughters, of whom 
the mother of this 
lovely trio was the 
second. ‘This lady 
afterwards became 
Duchess of Glou- 
cester, and thus 
did the daughter 
of a seamstress be- 
come closely allied 
to the English 
throne. 

Of “ Mrs. Abing- 
ton,” “Mrs. Pel- 
ham,” and “Mrs. 
Carnac” there are 
doubtless numbers 
of impressions, 
though they are 
not often seen in 
the market, but 


when they do “MRS. CARNAC,” 
PRINTS WORTH 
1,000 TO £1,160. 


appear are eagerly 
contended for: 
The first-named is a fine portrait 
of that charming actress of whom 
it was said that her taste in dress 
was so exquisite that she was 
consulted in this particular by 
many ladies of the highest rank ; 
yet she was supposed to have 
been originally only a flower-seller 
in St. James’s Park, where she 
was known by the name of 
“Nosegay Fan.” The two others 
were society ladies of the same 
period, both noted for their 
beauty and other charming quali- 
ties. The latest price paid for a 
fine print of “Mrs. Carnac” 
reached the enormous sum of 
41,160, at a recent sale at 
Christie’s. 

The beautiful print of the 
“Daughters of Sir T. Frankland” 
is from a picture by John Hoppner 
of two! of Admiral Frankland’s 
children, of whom there were 
nineteen. In its finest- state it 
commands from £400 to £500, 
though poor impressions are some- 


ban 
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BY SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS,— 





times sold for as 
many shillings. 
The figures quoted 
here have even 
been exceeded in 
transactions of a 
more private 
nature, and this 
same remark 
applies to the 
majority of the rare 
prints here repro- 
duced, with the 
single exception of 
the Rembrandts. 
“St. James’s 
Park” and “A Tea 
Garden ” are illus- 
trations of London 
life at the close of 
the eighteenth cen- 
tury. Both scenes: 
were no doubt 
familiar enough in 
their day, and but 
for the difference 
in costume, with 
regard to that of 
“St. James’s,” is 








PRINTS WORTH £400 TO £500. 
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“ST. JAMES'S PARK.” BY GEORGE MORLAND.—PRINTS WORTH £200 TO £300. 


so still, for both the professions represented 
remain faithful to ihe traditions of their 
respective callings and follow in the footsteps 


of their eighteenth century predecessors. 


It 


is, however, scarcely possible to realize that 
the sylvan scene represented in our next illus- 
tration is in the vicinity of what is now the 
busy and thickly-populated district of King’s 








“A TEA GARDEN.” BY GEORGE MORLAND.—PRINTS WORTH £200 TO £300, 
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Cross, yet such ‘is the fact, for the scene 
is laid in the gardens of the once famous 
Bagnigge Wells, at that time’ quite opit- 
side London. An off-day spent at these 
gardens was considered by the average 
citizen as good as a day in the country at 
any time. These two prints were issued 
in 17yo, and, being cleverly printed in 
colour, became very popular. They are 
now much sought after, on account of 
their decorative qualities, a good _ pair 
realizing from two to three hundred 
guineas; a price for which one hundred 
times as many could have been pur- 
chased only.a few years ago. 

“The Pledge of Love,” a pretty print 
after one of George Morland’s pictures, 
is both popular and good, which is not 


‘THE PLEDGE OF LOVE.” BY GEORGE MORLAND.— 
PRINTS WORTH ABOUT £300. 


always the case with regard to those prints 
which command the largest prices. This one 
is very rarely to be met with, having become 
very scarce, through its popularity when first 
issued ; it now sells for £300 and. upwards, 
an impression printed in colour realizing 
4304 within the last year. 

“ Lady Rushout and Her Daughter,” “ Miss 
Farren,” and “Mrs. Siddons,” printed in 
colour, all run each other very closely in the 
matter of price, though the first-mentioned 
is at present first favourite, a fine impression 
of this print having recently been sold for 
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LADY RUSHOUT AND HER DAUGHTER.” BY ANGETINA 
KAUFMANN, R.A.—PRINTS WORTH ABOUT £220. 


£220. “ Miss Farren,” however, is a 
good second, with a recent bid of 
£185, while “ Mrs. Siddons” is fast 
rising in value, a proof in the first state 
jumping from thirty guineas in 1887 
to £150 in 1900. 
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The insignificant little print which follows 
these, the original of which is only about qin. 
by 3in., is one of the finest examples extant 


for showing to what 
lengths enthusiasts 
allow themselves to 
be carried when 
pursuing, with an 
ardour an outsider 
can never hope to 
understand, this 
favourite hobby of 
print-collecting. It 
is another work of 
that prince of artists, 
the celebrated Rem- 
brandt, and was pro- 
bably etched by him 
in some moment of 
leisure, while this 
favourite little dog 
of his lay asleep in 
his studio. Its 
origin is certainly 
accidental, for he 
has evidently seized 
for his purpose the 
first bit of prepared 
copper that came to 
hand, and this being 
too large for his 
subject, he used, no 
doubt from motives 
of economy, only 
one corner of the 
plate. In this state 


he took but one impression, afterwards cut- 
ting out the corner, and taking all others 
from this reduced plate. 
impression, taken before the plate was cut, 
that our illustration is taken, the only one 


in the world. 
For many years 
past it has been 
the ambition of 
all great collec- 
tors to possess 
this unique little 
print, and it was 
in consequence 
of this that each 
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“ MISS FARREN.” 
PRINTS WORTH ABOUT £185. 


It is from the first 
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LITTLE DOG."—PRINTS WORTH ABOUT £120. 
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time it appeared in the market it advanced 
in price, until from £1 10s. paid for it in 
1809 it reached in 1842 the ridiculously large 


sum for so little 
worth of £120, or 
about £10 per 
square inch. For 
this price it was pur- 
chased for one of 
our national institu- 
tions, where it now 
rests in security, free 
from the busy hum 
of the auction mart 
and the rivalry of 
would-be possessors. 

There are, of 
course, many other 
fine prints equally 
valuable that might 
be mentioned, but 
in all cases, in order 
to attain the extra- 
ordinary prices men- 
tioned here, it is 
necessary that they 
should be inthe finest 
proof state and best 
possible condition. 
A unique collection, 
such as here brought 
together, would 
then realize the 
respectable sum of 


£9,000 or £10,000; 
an amount calcu- 


lated to inspire many with a desire to 
turn over once more, in the hope of dis- 
covering similar treasures, the contents of 
old chests, cupboards, and other hitherto un- 
explored nooks and corners of the family 


possessions, 
always a fasci- 
nating employ- 
ment, even 
without the zest 
which such 
“great expec- 
tations ” would 
naturally impart 
to it. 


1 
ERSITY 


PRINCETON UNIVERSIT 






S Paul Trenton neared the 

entrance of the golf ground a 
Y girl separated herself from the 
S| little group and looked at hin 





his attention to herself. She 
was ET thirteen, with an old red Tam © 
Shanter on a wild tangle of black locks, and 
her eyes were shrewd and sparkling. 

“ Do you want a caddie, sir?” 

“ Are you one?” 

She touched the brass badge on the sleeve 
of her faded green coat. 

“Yes, sir.” 

Trenton looked at her curiously, attracted 
by the dark gipsy face. Hitherto he had 
been accustomed to a caddie of the masculine 
persuasion, and he owned himself tired of 
them. Still, it was difficult to put aside the 
usual for the unusual, but at the present 
moment he felt more drawn to the other sex 
than his own. 

He ran his eye carelessly from the little 
group of boys to the girl before him. 

“ All right,” he said, briefly. “ Here’s the 
bag.” 

She lifted it and swung it over her shoulder 
briskly ; and, following in the footsteps of 
her employer, she turned to shoot back a 
glance at the disappointed unemployed that 
was both contemptuous and triumphant, and 


more than a trifle malignant. 
Vol. xxi.—87. 
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For some time Trenton was too 
much occupied in making acquaintance 
with the thoroughly sporting character 
of the ground to spare much thought 


to the black -haired witch trotting 
demurely beside him. But halfway 
round the course a superb “drive” 


brought the kindling eyes of the caddie 
up to his with such a glow of apprecia- 
tion in them that he smiled involuntarily. 

“Not so bad, eh?” he said, boyishly and 
apologetically. “And I am shockingly out 
of practice, too.” 

The girl nodded her head emphatically 
several times—quick, adroit movements that 
reminded him of an impudent and confident 
robin redbreast. 


“Tt was first-rate—/hat. There’s no one 





little brown hand in the direction of a group 
near the club-house—“ could do a better— 
not even /zmm”—and another wave indicated 
a tall man who was addressing himself to his 
ball with a solemnity that was ludicrous— 
“and fe thinks that he is better than a per— 
fessional.” 

“Unlucky chap! What is your name, you 
witch ? ” 

a Margaret Louisa Smith. 
Meg.” 

“ Not Meg Merrilies ?” 

“No, sir,” with a puzzled stare from her 
great black eyes. “Smith.” And the owner 
of the name drew herself up with much 
dignity. 

Before an hour was over he voted her the 
most intelligent caddie that he had ever had. 
Her knowledge of the game and its techni- 
calities was marvellous. She was tactful and 
on the alert, and not a bit shy. Her bright 
elf-like eyes followed every stroke, and once 


They call me 
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or twice she came out with a shrewd word of 
advice, that Trenton found himself following 
to his own advantage. 

“You witch ; there is more science in that 
little head of yours than in half-a-dozen 
fellows put together.” 

The “ Witch ” looked down and shook her 
black locks deprecatingly, but a complacent 
smile stole over her odd little face. 

After that the boy caddies had not the 
ghost of a chance. The “ Witch,” as Trenton 
had dubbed her, was his constant companion 
on the links. It was an unusually quiet 
season at Rhys, and often the only solitary 
figures that traversed the breezy moorland 
were those of 
Paul Trenton 
and his caddie. 
The man prac- 
tised indefatig- 
ably — perhaps 
to pass the time 
as much as any- 
thing until the 
coming of the 
one for whom 
he waited. The 
perfection of 
human happi- 
ness was his 
now, and though 
it never found 
voice in words, 
it showed in his 
springy step and 
the glad ring in 
his voice. His 
odd little at- 
tendant felt the 
joyousness of 
his manner, 
though she 
could not guess 
the cause. She 
had plenty to 
say about 
others, but very 
little about her- 
self; but she 
had her dark 
days when her 
life owned a black background—a malignant 
influence that she called “ M’uncle,” with a 
baleful gleam in her eyes and a stormy frown- 
ing of her brows. It was long before ‘Trenton 
discovered that she meant her uncle. She 
spent her nights unwillingly beneath his roof, 
and in the morning sped swiftly from the 
cruel hand that sought to make a down- 








“HE EX 
TORE THE CLUB FROM HER.” 


LAIMED IN HORROR, AND 
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trodden slave of her and part ner from 
her moors. ‘Trenton heard, though not 
from the ‘ Witch,” that her ancestors had 
been possessors of all the land about at one 
time, and that a trace of blue blood ran in 
her veins. She had a bitter tongue, and had 
a mocking word for everybody. She-warred 
tooth and nail with her natural enemies—her 
fellow-caddies. She was the only girl amongst 
them, and they resented her intrusion. But 
never one of them got the better of her. 
She seemed absolutely devoid of fear, and 
would dance like a small demon at the sight 
of their discomfiture. Trenton often thought 
her absolutely devoid of heart until one day 
` he tore his hand 
on some barbed 
wire, and the 
caddie bound it 
up with hard 
little fingers that 
were tender and 
womanly, but 
all the colour 
had gone out 
of her face. 

Trenton ral- 
lied her play- 
fully. 

“You little 
coward! Why, 
‘Witch, I 
thought you 
had heaps of 
pluck, and here 
you are as white 
as a piece of 
chalk !” 

She looked 
up in a sudden 
blaze of passion. 

“Do you 
think I’m 
afraid?” she 
said, shrilly, her 
black eyes flam- 
ing. ‘Look, 
look!” And 
before he knew 
what she was 
about she had 
lifted the cleek and inflicted a gash on her 
arm that made Trenton’s scratch a mere 
shadow in comparison. He exclaimed in 
horror, and tore the club from her. 

“You won’t say any more that I am 
frightened,” she said, steadily, looking up at 
him with all the fury gone from face and 
voice. “I was sorry about you—that you 
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were hurt, sir; that’s all. This? Pooh! 
this doesn’t matter two pins.” 

Trenton shook his head over her, and 
bound up her arm in spite of her shocked 
protestations that he should do this for her. 
Then he took her off to the club-house for 
more skilful help. The “Witch” herself 
was quite unconcerned, though when the 
smart attendant was sent flying here and there 
by Trenton’s impetuous commands to wait 
on “that little 
minx of a cad- 
die” a mali- 
cious twinkle 
shone in the 
child’s deep 
eyes andasmile 
of intense en- 
joyment spread 
over her odd 
little face. 

Her dislike 
of the club 
waitress spread 
to every mem- 
ber of her own 
sex that ap- 

red on the 
links. She held 
the lady players 
in contempt, 
and no words 
of hers could 
fittingly convey 
her scorn of 
their efforts. 

“They play!” 
she would 
ejaculate, con- || = 
temptuously. aie 
«Its all ef (ad atin 
ping’ and ‘heel- 
ing’ with them.” 

Their dainty 
gowns, the 
chance glimpse 
of a silken 
skirt, their well-fitting shoes, all came 
under the hammer of the little misanthrope’s 
venomous tongue. If Trenton noticed them 
admiringly she would fall into a sullen silence, 
and her vivacity only returned with their 
departure. 

The day that Trenton appeared walking 
with a tall, fair girl and an elderly man with 
a selfish, patrician face, evidently her father, 
was a black one to his little caddie. They 
passed within half-a-dozen yards of her, and 
Trenton was too engrossed with his pretty 





Digitized by Goc gle 





“THE ‘WITCH MOVED OFF SILENTLY.” 


691 


companion to notice the small figure in the 
shabby coat and with the strangely tragical 
eyes disconsolately watching them. ‘That 
inexorable little face did not even relax 
when Trenton came up to her at last and 
said, cheerily :— 

“Witch, Miss Ashburnner confesses to a 
most lamentable ignorance of golf, so you 
and I are going to give her a lesson. Get 
the clubs, like a good girl. I left them in 
the club-house.” 

The “Witch” 
moved off 
silently, first 
lifting her eyes 
to the radiant 
vision that 
stood smiling 
down upon her 
from Trenton’s 
side. That swift 
glance took in 
every detail of 
the perfect 
figure and 
sweet, sunshiny 
face. 

Betty Ash- 
burnner looked 
after her curi- 
ously. 

“What an 
unpleasant, un- 
happy - looking 
child, Paul! Is 
that the caddie 
you spoke of ?” 

“Unhappy! 
Why, she is the 
jolliest little 
soul you could 
imagine.” 

“Then,” said 
Miss Ashburn- 
ner, smiling a 
little as she 
watched the girl 
returning, “it must be that she does not 
approve of me.” 

She laughed at the very absurdity of the 
thing; but, accustomed to be loved and 
admired at every stage of her life, it annoyed 
her that this uncanny- looking elf should 
resist her. She walked beside her and 
persisted in talking to her in her pretty, 
gracious way, but the only response that she 
received was an occasional “Yes” and “ No.” 

The caddie followed them from the teeing 
ground with feet that moved heavily in her 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


692 


thick boots. Every beat of her passionate 
little heart seemed tuned to the phrase, often 
repeated, “I hate her! I hate her!” There was 
a vein of conscientiousness in that untrained 
mind, and she shirked none of her duties. 
She was ready with the clubs, she was active 
and alert, and assisted Trenton well. But 
the pleasure in her work was gone from her. 
It was to this pretty interloper that Trenton’s 
looks and words were given—the caddie was 
of as little account as a stone, and her re- 
sentment was as fierce as it was unreasonable. 
In the presence of the new-comer the child 
felt coarse and ugly. The shabbiness that 
had never troubled her before inflicted now 
positive pain upon her, and brought a new 
strange feeling of shame and disgust—disgust 
at herself. She felt an unlovely thing, and 
the bitterness of it burned in her eyes. The 
lonely child’s ungovernable heart had fas- 
tened itself on the bright, handsome young 
fellow who had bridged the distance between 
them and treated her as though she had 
been one of his own little sisters. 

The ’cute black eyes of the caddie were 
the first to notice that something had gone 
wrong between the lovers—the first to notice 
the effect of the “rift within the lute.” It 
began with a word or two of misunderstand- 
ing—a proud reticence, with each longing to 
speak and forbade by foolish pride. ‘Then 
the caddie had Trenton to herself again, and 
she exulted, though often with a spasm of 
sorrow at the shadow on the man’s face ; 
and Miss Ashburnner sat and talked with 
her father, and perhaps it was only the caddie 
who saw how white her cheeks had grown, 
and that her gaze would often follow 
Trenton’s tall, erect figure with sad wist- 
fulness. Colonel Ashburnner made much 
of his daughter at this time—he had taken 
little interest in her during her engagement. 
He had had no reason for objecting; but 
now, when it was broken off, he had a match 
in his eye that would reflect some glory on 
himself—so he lost no opportunity to widen 
the breach between his daughter and ‘Trenton. 
In this the Colonel and the caddie were 
both of the same mind, for different reasons, 
though the scorn and contempt of both 
would have been great if they had known 
this. So, though the air of Rhys suited the 
Colonel, he quietly hastened his preparations 
for departure to Kissingen a month earlier 
than he had intended, and complacently con- 
gratulated himself on his admirable qualities 
as a parent. 

He kept the date from his daughter until 
it was impossible to do so any longer. And 
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one morning, when the brilliant sunshine and 
the beauty of sea and sky had crowded both 
the Marine Walk and the Links, Trenton’s 
caddie, returning to the club-house on an 
errand, felt a little impetuous hand clutch her 
shoulder. ; 

“Witch,” said a voice, hurriedly, in her 
ear, “ my father and I are leaving to-day for 
London and then abroad. Tell—tell Mr. 
Trenton so. We are going by the six o'clock 


train. Do you hear ?—by the six o’clock 
train. Tell him if he wants to see me he 


must come—soon. If—if he does not come 
—-tell him—I will understand.” 

And then the feverish little fingers released 
her. Miss Ashburnner rejoined her father 
quickly, and the caddie moved on as though 
she had not heard a word of the eager 
whisper. When she overtook Trenton she 
wal: ed beside him with her firm little mouth 
obstinately closed, and there was a determined 
sparkle in her black eyes when she raised 
them now and again stealthily to the young 
fellow’s face. 

The morning gave place to afternoon. 
Trenton lunched at the club-house — he 
seemed to have no wish to leave the links. 
Now and then he watched the entrance as 
though he looked for someone. He moved 
in a spiritless kind of way. The ‘‘ Witch’s” 
heart sank as she watched the strokes that 
told of an absent mind. When he caught 
her troubled eyes once he smiled and 
straightened himself. 

“I know your opinion of me, you elf. 
Come, I must retrieve my golfing reputa- 
tion.” 

Shortly after five the caddie fell on her 
knees on the “putting-green” at Trenton’s 
feet, to his amazement and the amusement 
of the party following them. She clasped 
her hands despairingly and pressed them 
dramatically against her breast. 

“I'm a bad, bad, black -hearted girl! 
You'll never forgive me, never, never, 
never !” 

Then she rose like a small tempest, and, 
seizing Trenton by the arm, sought to drag 
him towards the entrance. 

“Go - go—you'll be in time. She’s not 
going till six—she told me it would be six— 
and I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want 
you to go. She wants you—she said so.” 

“Who wants me, in Heaven’s name, you 
mad thing ?” 

“ She does, sir— Miss Ashburnner.” 

He waited for nothing more. The caddie 
watched him with wildly -beating heart, 
until he vanished at the end of the road. 
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Then she crouched down in a dejected 
huddle beside the clubs, and waited with 
dog-like patience. Her intent gaze never 
wavered until more than an hour passed, and 
the tall, grey-clad figure appeared again at 
the gate. Then her eyelids fell, and when 
he reached her she rose and stood before 
bim with shame-bowed head. 

“Witch!” The glad though quiet tone 
of his voice made the child’s heart bound 
with both relief and pain. “ It’s all right, you 
witch—but it might mot have been all 
right——” He stopped and drew a long 
breath. “You little know how near it was 
to being all 
wrong. Come, 
I’m not going 
to scold you; 
though, upon 
my word, you 
deserve it 
richly. See— 
Miss Ashburn 
ner sent you 
that.” 

The child 
raised her eyes 
to the sovereign 
lying in his 
hand, then 
turned away 
with a little 
gesture of dis- 
sent. 

“No, no.” 

“Not. want 
it? Not to 
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buy a bonnet P—a hat, then? ”—as a faint 
smile swept over her face. “Well, we'll 
talk about it again. She sent something 
else—her love.” Betty had been tender 
in her excuses for the “Witch”; with 
womanly intuition she had guessed that 
the lonely little caddie had kept silent in the 
wild idea that by doing so she could keep 
the friend that she loved to herself. “She sent 
her love, and told me to tell you that you 
must look out for us next year, for we will 





be coming down here together. Her love 
and this 
Betty had been wise and far-seeing. 
The child 
looked up at 
him. The hard 


shell that years 
of neglect and 
bitterness had 
formed round 
that passionate 
little heart was 
broken. The 
tears rushed 
into her eyes, 
giving them a 
strange softness 


and beauty. 
“I will be 
good—now.” 
Then she 


sprang away, 
and he saw his 
odd little cad- 
die no more 
that evening. 


“SHE SOUGHT TO DRAG HIM AWAY.” 
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The Emperor's Gift. 
A LEGEND OF ANCIENT ROME. 


By FRANK HOLMFIELD. 


(THE following is a very free translation of a Latin MS. in the possession of a private collector of curios. 
It is possible that most of the mathematical ‘ surprises,” such as the well-known horse’s shve-nail multipli- 


cation story, were founded on this legend. 


For the purpose of providing clear illustrations, the various 
quantities of coins mentioned below have, by a method well 


known to mathematicians, been rolled into one 


large one, the various sizes stated being accurate. ) 


HEN Terentius, a Roman 
General who had distin- 
guished himself greatly during 
c| a campaign against the Hel- 
4 vetit, returned in triumph to 
the capital, he sought an 
h the Emperor, who greeted 
him cordially and thanked him for the 





“Say on, Terentius; why pause in your 
good words ?” 

“Why, then, my lord, I will speak out. 
Hear me! If you would now bestow reward 
upon your humble soldier, let that reward 
suffice me to live in peace henceforth on my 
domestic hearth. I seek no lofty place in 
the all-powerful Senate; I would fain retire 

from public life. But I 





valuable services which 
the warrior had ren- = 
dered the Empire, at 
the same time express- 
ing his intention to re- 
ward the General by 
appointing him to a 
high position in the 
Senate. 

To which proposal the 
warrior made reply :— 

“ My lord! the many 
battles I have fought I 
won to bring my Em- 
peror new power; and 
had I more than mortal 
life to yield, it would in 
your service have been 
sacrificed. But I am 
tired of making war; 
my blood runs not so 
fiercely through my 
veins to-day. I would 
seek rest on my fore- 
fathers’ soil, and betake 
me home to more 
domestic joys.” 


Then the Emperor 
said :— 

“What would you, 
Terentius ? ” 

“I crave indulgence, 
my lord! In many 
vears of battle, with 


blood upon my sword 
from day to day, I had 
no time to gain a wealthy 





purse. My lord, I am 
poor.” i 

And then the Em- L —— 
peror cried :— ERTES WENGUT 1 
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must eat to live. Give 
me, therefore, the 
wherewithal to buy my 
bread! A reward, if 
you will.” 

Now, history records 
that the Emperor was 
not open-handed in his 
dealings with his sub- 
jects. The possession 
of treasure yielded him 
the most exquisite de- 
light. Few were his acts 
of generosity, small his 
contributions to the 
public good. He loved 
wealth ; he was, there- 
fore, a niggard. 

“What sum, Teren- 
tius, do you consider 
needful ?” 

“One million denarii, 
my lord!” 

The Emperor re- 
flected. His General 
stood, with bent visage, 
awaiting his words. His 
master spoke :— 

“Worthy Terentius ! 
you are a great soldier. 
Your mighty deeds have 
been recorded well, as 
they deserve. Your 
services to the Empire 
have been splendid. I 
will reward you. You 
shall have money. But 
come at noon to-morrow. 
You shall have my de- 
cision then !” 
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THE SEVENTH COIN—WEIGHT 1°225LB. 


The General bowed, and saluting, with- 
drew. 

To-morrow came. 
the Royal presence. 

“ Greeting, good Terentius.” 

Terentius made obeisance. 

“T am come, my lord, to know your will.” 

The Emperor said :— 

“A noble soldier shall not say of his 
Emperor that but scant recognition of many 
great services is mace. Here is my propo- 
sition. In yonder Treasury there are 5,000,000 
second brasses*, good coin of this our realm. 
Now heed my words. The plan is simple. 
Enter the Treasury, take a second brass in 
your hand, and return. Place the coin at my 
feet. Return to the Treasury, take a coin 
worth two second brasses and place it with 
the other ; on the third journey bring forth 


The General sought 





* A second brass was a Roman coin of the period, of a value 
of about three farthings of English money. 
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a coin worth four second brasses ; on the 
fourth, a coin worth eight; on the fifth 
time, one worth sixteen; and so on, doubling 
the value of the coin each time. You shall 
visit the Treasury once daily, and I will give 
orders to the Master of the Treasury to have 
a coin of the required size made ready for 
you every day. I give you full liberty to 
continue carrying out the money as long as 
you are able to do so—on the understanding 
that you fail not to bring hence double the 
number carried on the previous journey. 
You must not accept assistance from any- 
one in carrying each lot from the coffers ; 
you must rely entirely on your own efforts. 
As soon as you find it impossible to carry 
any more you must stop, our compact ceases 





THE NINTH COIN—WEIGHT 4'9LB, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


696 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


from that moment, and the coinS you have 
succeeded in carrying forth are your property 
for ever—that, Terentius, is your reward.” 
The General, who had listened intently to 
the Emperor’s words, drank every syllable in, 
as a thirsty man does some grateful beverage. 
To his mind there seemed no difficulty in 
clearing out every coin in the place. To 











CAELS a ee 
THE THIRTEENTH COIN—WEIGHT 78°4LB. 


The Treasury was situated some fifty yards 
from the Emperor’s audience chamber. It 
required little effort for the General to make 
the earlier journeys. He duly presented 








THE ELEVE 


most people, a similar impression would be 
given by a similar proposition. 

When he had spent a little time in serious 
reflection he smiled, and made reply :— 

“I am satisfied. You are generous 
indeed.” 

For he was not a mathematician. The 
Emperor was. 

The journeys began. 
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THE SIXTEENTH COIN—WEIGHT 627°2LB. 


himself before the Emperor after 
the first, second, third, fourth, fifth, 
sixth, and seventh journey, with 
coins worth one, two, four, eight, 
sixteen, thirty-two, and sixty-four 
second brasses (one of which 
weighed 147 grains and measured 
1¥in. in diameter). By the time 
the seventh journey was completed 
the collective coin had grown to 
44in. in diameter and the weight 
had risen to 1'2lb. 

And there was not the smallest 
sign of fatigue visible in the features 
of the General, who appeared to be 
mightily pleased with the whole 
affair. On the ninth journey there 
was a coin worth 256 second brasses 
to be carried from the Treasury. 
The aggregate measurement had 
grown to 7‘8in., whilst the weight 
by this time was 4‘olb. 

On the eleventh journey the 
General carried out a coin 11'2in, 

Vol. xxi.—§8, 
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in diameter and weighing 19°6lb. Now 
the Emperor, up to that time, had kept 
a pleasant countenance, but now it lit 
up with great satisfaction, for his poor 
General had completed the eleventh journey, 
and as yet possessed but a trile over one 
thousand second brasses. 

The General, on the other hand, looked 
sadly perturbed, and exhibited a great deal 
of anxiety in his countenance, for it was 
beginning to be borne home upon his mind 
that the bargain was not a favourable one 
on his side. His thirteenth journey secured 
him 4,096 second brasses — which, in the’ 
form of one coin, measured 18in. in diameter, 
and the weight turned the scale at,78lb., to 
carry which he found it necessary to employ 
both hands. 

The constant journeying, together with the 
weight of his burden, was now beginning to 
tell on the General. Seventy-eight pounds is 
a substantial weight to carry a distance of 
fifty yards. 

“Good Terentius, I beg you not to over- 





THE SEVENTEENTH COIN—WEIGHT 1,254°4LB. 
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exert yourself!” exclaimed the Emperor, 
anxiously. 

“T will not, my lord,” was the lugubrious 
response, as the General wiped his brow 
and started again for the Treasury coffers. 

The fifteenth load was certainly formidable. 
The General could only make slow progress 
to the Emperor’s presence, for he carried a 
coin worth no less than’ 16,384 second 
brasses, weighing 313°6lb.! The diameter 
of the coin was now 28'4in. 

When the General had appeared for the 
sixteenth time the gallant warrior was stagger- 
ing under his load, placed on his back, of 
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32,768 coins, which, as a single coin, would 
easure 36in. in diameter and weigh 627-2lb. 
And the carrier seemed all but exhausted. 

The Emperor laughed. 

A noise of thunder rolled through the 
chamber when the General entered next. He 
had found himself unable to carry his load. 
The aggregate coin which now represented 
65,536 second brasses, measured 45°3in. in 
diameter and weighed 1,254'4lb., was rolled 
into the presence of the Emperor. 

The eighteenth journey, however, proved 
to he the last, and this time the brave 
General was compeiled to use his lance as a 
lever to move the immense coin, 57in. in 
diameter and 2,508°8lb. in weight. lt repre- 
sented a total of 131,072 Second brasses— 
quite a respectable fortune: 

The General was now fairly “done up. 
He had only strength to lever the giant coin 
to the feet of his Emperor, when the huge 
mass fell with a crash to the floor. 

“I am finished. I stop!” gasped the 
General. 

The Emperor sat on his chair of State, 
almost choking with the effort to suppress 
his laughter at the success of his strategy. 
He commanded his treasurer to count the 
value of total number of coins which the 
weary, perspiring General had brought forth 
from the coffers. 

This the treasurer readily did, and, having 
accomplished the feat, said :— 

“The ever-victorious General Terentius 
has received, as his reward, two hundred and 
sixty-two thousand one hundred and forty- 
three second brasses !” 

The Emperor’s cupidity had given the 
General less than a twentieth portion of the 
sum he had asked ! 


» 
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THE BREAK DOWN.—ITHB EIGHTEENTH, AND LAST, COIN—WEIGHT 2,508 °8LB, 
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A LOCUST SWARM ON THE HOP TO KING WILLIAMS TOWN, 


HAVING EATEN ALL THE GRASS IN THEIR PASSAGE, 


Fron a Photo. 


The Locust Plague in South Africa. 


BY FRANK A. Pym. 


AS if Wars desolation were not 
J| enough misery to inflict upon 
South Africa, the periodical visi- 
tation of “ voetgangers,” or locusts 
in their hopping stage, took place 
at the close of 
last year ; and 
it would seem 
as ‘if they have 
come to stay this 
time, for they 
absolutely refuse 
to be extermi- 
nated by artificial 
means. 

Various drastic 
measures have 
been suggested 
and employed 
for their extermi- 
nation, but, so 
far as I can learn 
the consensus of 
opinion among 
the farmers, the 
most successful 
one to check 
their inroad is 
to draw heavy 
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branches over them (as shown in one of 
the views), after spraying them with a 
strong solution of soap and water, a process 
that temporarily paralyzes them. They are 
swept into pits dug for their reception, and 
covered over 
with soil before 
they can recover 
from their para- 
lyzed state. The 
several views will 
give our readers 
some idea of the 
magnitude of this 
plague. 

We had a 
swarm in the 
neighbourhood 
of King William’s 
Town for about 
`a week, and they 
did not leave a 
vestige of vegeta- 
tion behind them 


when they set 
out for pastures 
new. They are 


cannibals, too, 
and when food 
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DRAWING HEAVY KRANCHES OVER A SWARM. 
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THE DARK CLUSTERS ON THE BANK IN FRONT ARE LOCUSTS. 


From a Photo. 


runs short they turn to and devour their 
dead comrades. They are not wanting in 
strategical skill, and can double back with 
as much ease as De Wet. 

To illustrate this, I may mention that after 
the multitude had passed all the fires and 
arrived in another street they suddenly altered 
their course and retraced their steps, finally 
reaching their old ground and marching 
through the town again. 


The locust in the “voetganger” stage is 


far more destructive than the adult, as can 
easily be imagined by the compactness of 
their swarms and the slow means of pro- 
gress compared with those in the winged or 
grown-up stage. 

Both the adult locust and the “ voet- 
ganger” have been experimented upon with 
locust disease fungus, but it is proved 
to be of little use for the destruction of 
the latter, why, nobody seems to know. 
Small tubes containing the fungus are 
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LOCUSTS AT ROOST IN COLD WEATHER. 
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as “ voetgangers.” 
“ Voetganger” is a 
Dutch name, and 
means foot-goer. 
Locust swarms 
are very plentiful 
in the Orange 
River Colony, and 
it was at the Battle 
of Poplar Grove 
during the war 
that I saw a swarm 
rise on the horizon 
like a large cloud 
of dust, through 
which the rays of 
the sun cast a 
peculiar gloom 








Froma] BURNING FIRES ALONG A STREET TO KEEP LOCUSTS OUT OF THE GARDENS 


prepared at the Bacteriological Institute, 
Grahamstown, and supplied to all appli- 
cants, who may also obtain them by 
application through the Civil Commissioner 
of their division. 

There are various ways of administering 
the contents of these tubes, but it is almost 
hopeless in dry weather to get the 
disease to spread, and hence it is 
advisable to make the infection just 
before sunset in moist or wet weather. 
When a number of winged locusts have 
been caught and dipped into the fungus 
they are again released among the 
swarm, and die within a few days. 
Their comrades devour them and also 
become infected and die, are eaten, and 
so on, until the whole swarm is infected 
all over with locust disease fungus. 

The locust measures about 3in. from 
tip of wing to top of head, whereas the 
“ voetganger ” never exceeds more than 
134in. until just before its transforma- 
tion into the real adult winged locust. 

Before “ voetgangers ” become winged 
locusts they cast off their epidermi 
several times, and after each change the 
wing-sheaths are seen to become larger, 
and the final cast-off skin shows the 
curled-up wings, which in the course of 
a day unfurl themselves and attain 
their maximum dimensions. 

During the first day of their winged 
life they are not able to fly much, as 
their wings are too flabby to support 
the weight of their bodies, but a few 
hours of tropical sunshine hardens the 
substance, and then we have to contend 
with flying locusts which once visited us 
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over the scenes 
around. I have 
heard of swarms quite obscuring the rays of 
the sun, but I have never seen one. 

There is a fly that deposits its eggs behind 
the shield on the locust’s back, which does 
far more good than all our artificial experi- 
ments, and the locusts are little heard ‘of 
since the fly became abundant. 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


Big Ben. 


By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. 
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E is something of a paradox, is 
Big Ben, for in his case the 
part is greater than the whole. 
“The great clock at West- 
minster” is really the proper 

“=== title of one of the largest and 
most accurate of the world’s public clocks. 
Popular sentiment, however, a feeling for 
the picturesque, coupled perhaps with the 
need of some shorter and less cumbrous 
name, all conspired to transfer the name of 
the bell on which the hours are struck to the. 
clock itself. Indeed, it is doubtful whether 
if one spoke of “the great clock at West- 
minster” anyone would understand what was 
meant, and in the coming years it is quite 
possible that the alliterative adjective may be 
dropped and the clock be known familiarly, 
but not irrev- 
erently, as Ben, 
as it is by the 
employés of 























Messrs. Dent, 
of 61, Strand, 
and 4, The 
Royal Ex- 


change, by 
whom it is kept 
in order and 
repair. 
Though to 
us of “tune 
younger genera- 
tion it seems as 
if Big Ben must 
always have 
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THE CLOCK TOWER, HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT, FROM WESTMINSTER BRIDGE. 
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loomed large over the Houses of Parlia- 
ment, there are hundreds of thousands of 
Londoners who can easily recollect when 
there was not only no clock there, but no 
clock tower in which to put a clock. - 

As a matter of fact, Big Ben dates back 
considerably less than half a century, for he 
was placed in his present position only in 
1859. Six or seven years before that, how- 
ever, the decision had been come to that 
a clock should crown the Palace at West- 
minster. That decision taken, the question 
arose: Who is to construct it? The lead- 
ing maker of large clocks of the period was 
consulted, but he refused to consider its 
construction, as he did not believe that it 
would be possible for a clock to conform to 
the conditions laid down by the Board of 
Works, among them being the accuracy of 
the time which the clock should keep. 

Under these circumstances the authorities 
turned to Mr. E. J. Dent, who had made the 
clock at the Royal Exchange, which was 
erected in 1845. It had gone so well—with 
a greater degree of accuracy than any public 
clock had ever previously attained—that it 
was believed its maker would be able to 
satisfactorily surmount the difficulties which 
the horologists feared. After the Astronomer 
Royal and Mr. Edmund Beckett Denison, 
Q.C., the chairman of the Horological 
section of the Great Exhibition of 1851 and 
an amateur horologist of great experience 
and ingenuity, had been consulted, Mr. Dent 
was asked to tender, and he did so. 

At the factory in which the Royal Ex- 
change clock was made that for 
the Houses of Parliament was con- 
structed ; the conditions laid down 
being that it should strike on bells 
of a certain weight, that the dial 
should be of a certain size, and that 
it should be constructed for a 
certain sum. The cost of the clock 
was about £4,000; of the dial and 
hands £5,339, and of the bells 
nearly £6,000. 

Soon after the contract had been 
given Mr. Dent died, and in con- 
sequence of much unworthy opposi- 
tion on the part of rival firms, 
the authorities tried to break the 
contract which his son, Mr. 
Frederick Dent, was prepared to 
carry out. Eventually, however, 
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the representations of the then Astronomer 
Royal that the firm was the best which 
could be intrusted with the work, coupled, 
no doubt, with the necessity of having the 
clock built, prevailed, and the contract was 
renewed. 

Even then more difficulties arose, for the 
clock tower was not ready for its reception, 
and the clock had to be kept going in the 
factory until 1859, when it was fixed in its 
present position, all the parts being raised 
through the weight-shaft by means of a 
special arrangement of pulleys, the crab for 
which is still in position and may be seen 
over the picture 
of the machine- 
bed in the illustra- 
tion. 

The room in 
which the machin- 
ery of the clock is 
fixed is known as 
the clock-room. It 
is a large, bare 
chamber, reached 
by 374 steps from 
the ground, and 
contains, in addi- 
tion to the clock, 
merely a work- 
bench, some lad- 
ders, and a couple 
of forms on which 
the workmen and 
the winders can 
rest. The clock 
frame is 15ft. 6in. 
long, 4ft. 7in. wide, 
and rft. 7in. deep. 

Along the whole 
of its length, extending in a single line, is the 
following inscription :— 

“ This clock was made in the year 1854, 
by Frederick Dent, of the Strand and the 
Royal Exchange, clockmaker to the Queen, 
from the designs of Edmund Beckett Denison, 
Q.C.,” while below it are the words: “ Fixed 
here,” surmounting the date “ 1859.” 

The arrangement of the machinery was 
almost a new departure from the old style of 
turret clock. Instead of being built perpen- 
dicularly it is laid horizontally, so that any 
wheel can, if necessary, be taken out without 
disturbing the others. This is obviously a 


point of practical importance in a -clock 


which it is necessary should be, and is, kept 
going with as few interruptions as possible. 
In the clock there are forty-four wheels, the 
largest of which is 3ft. gin. in diameter and 
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the smallest is 63{in. The pendulum is 
13ft. min. long, and weighs about 7oolb., 
while the weight of the bob is about qcwt. 
A small portion only of the pendulum can be 
seen in the clock-room as it goes through the 
floor and vibrates in a separate chamber 
below in order to protect it from the wind. 
The escapement is what is known technically 
as a “double three-legged gravity,” and lets 
off two seconds for each beat of the 
pendulum. 

In the body of the machinery of the clock 
are four small dials, by means of which the 
hands are set and the striking parts adjusted, 





WINDING UP BIG BEN—THE CLOCK IS WOUND BY THESE TWO MEN THREE TIMES A WEEK, 


so that all may go off simultaneously, for 
when the size of the hands is borne in mind 
it is obvious that mechanical means must 
be devised in order that they may be moved 
and placed with absolute accuracy. In the 
machinery, too, is an electrical contact 
apparatus, by means of which twice every 
day, at twenty-two minutes to twelve and 
twenty-two minutes to one, the clock signals 
its time automatically to Greenwich Observa- 
tory, and Greenwich, by means of a galvano- 
meter, gives its signal in the clock-room 
every hour. 

How accurate Big Ben is may be judged 
from the fact that after its last cleaning it did 
not vary half a second a day for three weeks, 
while from March 28th to June gth, in a 
certain year for which the records were kept, 
its greatest variation was two seconds on one 
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day, and, if fast or slow, it remained so for 
several days together, so that it practically 
did not vary at all. When it is remembered 
what weather we usually get in March and 
April, the claim that it is the most accurate 
of all the public clocks in the world cannot 
be questioned. 

From the centre beam over the clock the 
four connecting rods to the dials work. They 
carry the hands to each of the four dials. 
These rods pass from the clock-room to the 
back of the dials, and to the uninitiated in the 
mysteries of clock-making it must appear 
strange that there is only one rod for the 
two hands. This one rod really carries the 
minute-hand ; the hour-hands are fixed in 
tubes connected with the clock-room, and 
work on friction rollers, revolving so that the 
exact proportion of the minute-hand moving 
through twelve spaces while the hour-hand 
moves through one is maintained. 

To wind the clock two men are engaged 
three afternoons every week. The going 
part of the 
machinery is 
wound in twenty 
minutes, but it 
takes five hours 
to wind the strik- 
ing. The wind- 
ing of the strike 
is done by the 
turning of the 
handles of two 
winches con- 
nected with the 
barrels on which 
is wound the 
wire rope which 
carries the weight 
which drivês the 
machinery, 125 
turns of the 
handle being 
necessary to get 
one turn of the 
barrel. As there 
are sixty turns of 
rope on each 
barrel each man 
has to make 
considerably 
more than 7,000 
turns of the 
handle to wind 
his part of the 
machinery. 

It is no easy 
work winding 
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Big Ben, and the men strip naked to the waist 
for the purpose, while they have to rest at 
frequent intervals. As they turn the handles 
there is an incessant clanking of machinery 
which sounds for all the world as if one were 
in a forge, the noise being made by the clicks 
dropping into ratchets, the notches of which 
are a good inch or more deep. A 

As each quarter of an hour approaches 
the winders are compelled to leave off, so 
that the machinery may be quiet for the 
clock to strike. The men need not, how- 
ever, watch the time for this, for before it 
strikes the clock itself always gives a special 
warning, one for the quarters and one for the 
hours. 

When the strike does go off, one might be 
in a machine shop in which a score of smiths 
were working with all their might and main. 
There is a rattle, rattle, rattle of machinery, a 
clanging and a clanking of steel on steel, 
making so much noise that it is impossible 
to hear oneself speak in the room. The 
fans above the 
machinery whirl 
round and round, 
letting off the 
train of wheels 
which run at a 
certain speed 
under a weight 
of 1 ton 5cwt. 
for the quarters 
and of 1 ton for 
_the hours. ‘These 

weights pull 
down the ropes 
attached to the 
hammers of the 
bell; the ham- 
mers rise to a 
height of rin. 
in the case of the 
smaller bells, and 
to a height of 
14in. for Big 
Ben, and, when 
allowed by the 
machinery to fall 
from that height, 
they strike. After 
the train of 
wheels working 
the strike is 
locked with a 
curious rattle of 
the machinery 
there is another 
rattle as the fans 
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themselves are in their turn locked, 
until the passage of another quarter 
of an hour releases them to start 
the striking again. 

But over and above the rattle 
there sounds the ponderous striking 
of the bells, and the still more 
ponderous booming of Big Ben 
when the hour comes. What the 
boom is like at a distance everyone 
knows. 

It is quite different when one 
stands in the clock-room or in the 
belfry. The noise is almost deaf- 
ening, and the vibrations can be 
heard for close upon a minute after 
the strike has ceased. ‘ Almost 
deafening” conveys, perhaps, a 
vague idea of the noise, which 
might be better likened to the dis- 
charge of a battery of guns on board 
a man-of-war. 

A short flight of nine steps leads | 
from the clock-room into the dial- 
chamber, where one gets the first 
really appreciative view of the enor- 
mous size of the clock, whose 
proportions appear so ordinary when 
seen from the street. The chamber 
is merely a narrow space in which 
the four faces of the clock are fixed, 
with a special arrangement of 
nineteen or twenty jets arranged in five tiers 
by means of which the dial is illuminated at 
night. This room, whose walls are white- 
washed to reflect as much of the light as 
possible, furnishes, too, the first opportunity 
one gets for studying the enormous strength 
of the tower, the walls being about 18in. 
thick where the dial is fixed, while the 
corners are twice that depth. So firm and 
solid is the structure that, even when Big 
Ben himself strikes, no more vibration is to 
be felt than if one were in the street half a 
mile away. 

Standing on the margin of the massive 
masonry into which the dial is fixed, the 
shoulder of a man of average height comes 
only just up to the level of the figures. 
Striking as this statement is, however, it is 
not wonderful when one is told that each 
dial, the centre of which is 18oft. from the 
ground, has a diameter of 22ft. 6in. The 
minute marks are each rft. long, separated 
by the distance of 1ft., while the figures 
of the hours are 2ft. long. The minute- 
hands and counterpoise are 14ft. in length, 
and weigh about zcwt. each, in spite of the 


fact that they are hollow. 
Vol xxi.—89. 
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The first set of hands made were of gun- 
metal, but it was found that they were so 
heavy that no clock could drive them, so 
some lighter mode of design had to be 
sought, and copper, as being the most 
durable metal, was substituted for the alloy. 
The hour-hands, however, which, with their 
counterpuise, are rift. 6in. long, are of gun- 
metal, and weigh about rcwt. each. 

From the clock-room, by means of forty- 
seven steps, the belfry is reached. In the 
middle stands Big Ben in all his glory of the 
largest bell to be seen in a public clock, with, 
at each angle of the belfry, one of the 
quarter-bells. Big Ben derives his name 
from his godfather, Sir Benjamin Hall, who 
was First Commissioner of Works at the time 
the clock was placed in the tower. Since 
then it has very rarely stopped of its own 
accord, and has very seldom been stopped 
for more than a few days at a time, in order 
to be cleaned. 

Round Big Ben the following inscription 
may be read in the massive bronze: “ This 
bell, weighing 13 tons rocwt. 3qrs. 151b., was 
cast by George Mears, of Whitechapel, for 
the clock of the Houses of Parliament, under 
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the direction of Edmund Beckett Deni- 
son, Q.C., in the twenty-first year of the 
reign of Queen Victoria and in the year of 
our Lord MDCCCLVIII.” 

Big Ben has a diameter of oft. at the 
mouth, is struck with a hammer weighing 
7cewt., and gives out the note E. ‘The fourth 
quarter is struck on a bell 6ft. in diameter, 
weighing 3 tons 18cwt., its hammer being 
175lb. and its note E. This is the bell 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


is really the second bell which was cast 
for the great clock. The first, which was 
7ft. 10% in. high with a diameter of oft. 5 in. 
at the mouth, and weighed with its clapper 
over 16 tons 11% cwt., did not stand the 
tests which were instituted, and so it was 
condemned. The same metal, however, was 
recast, and the result is Big Ben the second, 
who lords it over the legislators, hereditary 
and elected. He is not so perfect as he 


INSIDE BIG BEN'S BELFRY. 


which is struck twice every quarter in order 
to make up the necessary notes for the 
chime, while at one time when Big Ben was 
incapacitated the hours were struck on it. 
The second quarter bell is 4ft. in diameter, 
weighs r ton 6cwt., has a hammer of 6olb., 
and F sharp for its note; while the first 
quarter is struck on the smallest bell, which 
is 3ft. gin. in diameter, weighs r ton rcwt., 
has a hammer of 56lb., and G sharp for its 
note. The chimes of these bells when they 
sound the four quarters of the hour produce 
the air of the beautiful verse :— 
All through this hour 
Lord be my guide ; 
And by thy power 
No foot shall slide. 


Most people know by now that Big Ben 
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might be, in spite of his size and the sonority 
of his voice, for there is a crack in the metal. 
It will be noticed in one of the illustrations 
that there is a platform under the bells. 
This was built for the express purpose of 
catching the pieces in case the constant 
striking should ever cause the great bell to 
break. This, however, is scarcely likely to 
happen for a very long time to come, as on one 
occasion when the clock was stopped for the 
purpose of being cleaned, some fourteen years 
ago, Big Ben was shifted so that the hammer, 
which is very much lighter than the one 
originally intended to be used, does not strike 
it near the crack. In the platform a great 
hole has been cut through which Big Ben’s 
clapper goes, but so far as can be discovered 
the bell has never been tolled. 
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As I’ve heard tell, and perhaps you know, 
Hens had teeth a long time ago. 

ND in those days, when Ewen 
Kerepol, the miller of Keran- 
born, went one morning to 


BS oS open his flood-gate and let the 
RY AN) Q9 water in to turn his mill-wheel, 
at he saw, in the pool, a big eel, 
` which, to his amazement, spoke to him just 
as he was going to strike it with the heavy 
iron lever he carried in his hand. 

“ Ewen,” it said, “do not hurt me.” 

“ What,” cried Ewen, “ you are but an eel, 
and yet you can talk! What does this 
mean?” 

“Tt means,” was the answer, “ that I look 
like one thing and am another.” 

“ And what are you, then, I should like to 
know ?” i 

“I am a Princess — the Sun Princess. 
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A STORY FOR CHILDREN. 
A Breton Farm Labourer’s story told at Plouaret, 
2oth December, 1891, to Fr. M. Luzel. 


TRANSLATED BY MARGARET MAITLAND. 


But for the last three hundred years a cruel 
magician has held me captive under the 
form you see.” 

“A hard case that,” said Ewen, who had 
a kind heart. ‘Can no one do anything to 
help you?” 

“Yes, Ewen. ‘There is a way to help me 
—and the man who does it shall receive rich 
rewards,” 

“ Just tell me then,” cried Ewen ; “just tell 
me what to do.” 

“ Ah,” said the eel, “its no use telling. 
Many have tried, all have failed : Princes and 
brave knights as well as the rest.” 

“Never mind that,” said Ewen, “tell me, 
all the same. I should like to have a try at 
it, too, and, who knows ? by the help of God 
I may succeed where others have failed.” 

“Well, then,” said the eel, “this is what 
you have to do. You must spend three 
whole nights in the deserted old castle on 
top of the hill, above the mill-pond; and if, 
at the end of the three nights, there’s any- 
thing of you left alive, you will have set me 
free from the power of the spell, and I shall 
again be what I was before, a lovely Princess.” 

“ Allright, then,” said Ewen. “Whether 
it turn out well or ill, I'll try it for all I am 
worth, and I hope I may succeed.” 

The castle was very old, and it was a very 
long time since anyone had lived in it; but 
people said that every night demons and 
wizards met there and kicked up an unearthly 
row, and so everyone took good care never to 
go anywnere near the place after sunset. To 
go there, therefore, at night andalone showed 
that Ewen was a brave fellow. But the 
fact was that, in the long winter evenings, 
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round the fire, he had often heard stories 
about things of this kind that had turned out 
very well when taken in hand by some sturdy 
fellow of his own humble class; so he made 
up his mind to try his luck in the matter. 

Night came, and off he went, therefore, to 
the castle, telling no one where he was going, 
and taking with him only a jug of cider and 
some tobacco, not any arms or weapons. 
He lighted a fire on the hearth of the big 
old kitchen, sat himself down in an ancient 
carved wood chair, lighted his pipe, and sat 
and smoked. Nota sound did he hear; a 
dead silence reigned. 

“Queer, this,” he said to himself ; “ perhaps 
there is to be no Sabbath to-night, because 
the witches don’t care for my company ; and 
so much the better for me if I get off as 
cheap as this.” 

About midnight, perhaps a little before, 
perhaps a little after, finding everything so 
quiet, and seeing a bed at the far end of the 
kitchen, he thought he would go and lie 
down on it; but hardly had he done this 
than he saw three giants come in, and down 
they all sat at the table and began playing 
cards. They were very rough and noisy over 
their game, and kept on abusing one another 
for cheating, which was nothing to Ewen. 
But that was not all; for, at last, one of them 
jumped up and roared out :— 

“T smell the smell of a Christian. Don’t 
you fellows smell him, too? There’s a 
Christian hidden somewhere or other here.” 

And with that he marched straight up to 
the bed and found Ewen. 

“T told you so,” he cried. “It’s Ewen 
Kerepol, the miller of Keranborn; and he’s 
come here, of course, to find out our secrets 
and hunt us out of the castle. Come, 
comrades, come and help me teach him to 
come here again to spy on us, if he dare.” 

Then, dragging him out of bed, the giants 
threw him down on the paved floor, tore all 
the bedding and mattresses off the bed, made 
a pile of this on top of poor Ewen, 
jumped on the top of the pile, and set to 
work to dance there, singing and roaring with 
laughter at the joke all the time. 

But not one word did Ewen utter, because 
the eel had warned him to hold his tongue, 
no matter what he heard or what was done 
to him. . 

At last a cock crowed, and, as that showed 
that dawn had come, the giants went away 
quite satisfied that they had smothered the 
miller. 

Directly they disappeared the Sun Princess 
came, and so lovely was she and so radiant 
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her beauty that, like the Sun himself, she 
shed a glory of light about her. 

Stooping down she gently drew Ewen out 
from beneath the pile of bedding, and you 
may be sure she found him in a pitiful state. 
But there still was a little spark of life in 
him, and when she poured into his mouth a 
drop or two of the wonderful elixir of life, 
which she had with her in a small bottle, he 
felt better at once than he ever had in all his 
life before. 

“ You have got off easily this time,” said 
the Princess, “ but things will be harder for 
you to-morrow.” 

“Never mind,” he answered, “I have 
made up my mind I won’t give in.” 

“Courage, then, friend,” she answered, 
“and remember to hold your tongue, happen 
what may.” 

She disappeared when she had said this ; 
and Ewen left the castle and went back to 
his mill, his head full of all he had seen and 
heard, though not a word about it did he 
speak to anyone. 

At nightfall back he went to the old 
castle, and laid himself down on the bed 
just as he had the night before, and set 
himself to wait. 

Presently down the chimney came the 
three giants, and down they sat at the table 
and began their noisy, quarrelsome game of 
cards. As to Ewen, whom they no doubt 
supposed they had smothered under the 
bedding the night before, they did not seem 
to be giving him a thought. But presently 
a horrible goblin came down the chimney 
too, with a fine row and clatter, and called 
out, angrily :— p 

“What! you play cards at your ease, and 
let the miller pry into all your secrets that 
he may come and drive you out of the 
castle and set the Princess free ?” 

“Don’t worry yourself about that,” they 
answered. “We have nothing to fear from 
the miller. Before we left last night we 
smothered him under the mattresses off the 
bed where he was hidden.” 

“That’s what you think, is it? Just tell 
me, then, who’s in the bed now?” 

“In the bed? In the bed?” they cried. 
“ Is there anyone there? ” 


And with that they ran to it and 
screamed :-— 
“Its the miller, the miller again. How 


did he do it? But if he has escaped us 
once, we'll do for him this time.” 

Then they pulled him out of the bed and 
played ball, with him for the ball. They 
knocked him backwards and forwards, 
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“THEY PLAYED BALL, WITH HIM FOR THE BALL.” 


between one another, from one end of the 
room to the other, and every now and then 
they kicked him up to the ceiling and let 
him fall with a bang down again to the 
flagged pavement. 

But in spite of all he suffered not one 
word did Ewen utter. 

At last the cock crew, and they all dis- 
appeared, but, as tbey were leaving, the 
goblin gave Ewen a parting hurl that sent 
him against the wall with such violence that 
he stuck there, just as a roasted apple 
might. 

No sooner were they gone than the 
Princess came, and, finding a little spark of 
life still left in Ewen, she first rubbed him 
well with an ointment she had made herself, 
then gave him some drops of the wonderful 
liquid, and after that he jumped up vigorous 
and full of life again. 

“You have had a hard time of it, friend,” 
said the Princess, “ but you are still alive, at 
least, and there is only one more night, and, 
after that, the end of all your troubles and 
the rewards I have promised you. So 
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courage, and 
trust me, and 
everything 
will end 
well.” 

“Well,” 
said Ewen, 
“to speak 
truly, I don’t 
find enchant- 
ed Princesses 
exactly easy 
to deliver. 
But never 
mind, I am 
not going to 
give in, and, 
no matter 
| what happens, I will see the 

thing through to the end.” 

After that the Princess 

vanished and Ewen went 
home to his mill. 

The third night was the 
worst of all--the giants, angrier than 
ever, dashed poor Ewen against the 
walls, threw him on the pavement 
and then stamped on him, and tore-him 
with their nails, and, last of all, finding 
that he still breathed when the cock crew, 
they put him on the spit and left him there 
to roast before an enormous fire and went 
away, quite certain that this time they had 
done for him. 

The first thing the Princess did when she 
came was to move him away from the fire, 
although by that time he was half cooked. 
Then she looked anxiously for any trace of 
life, no matter how small, that might be left 
in him, for this time she was afraid he was 
dead. But, although she was afraid, still 
she rubbed him with her ointment, and 
besides that poured over him the whole 
contents of a bottle of spirits that she had 
with her. Little by little he came to him- 
self; slowly at first, but at last she had the 
joy of seeing him as well and strong again as 
ever he had been in his life. 

And seeing this she cried, “ Victory! All 
your trials are ended, and, thanks to you, I 
am freed from the power of those wicked 
fiends, who can do me no more harm now.” 

Then she put her arms round his neck and 
kissed him; after which she said :— 

“Follow me. The time has come to 
reward you.” 

She led the way to the cellar of the old 
castle, and there she showed him two huge 
hogsheads. 
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“ These hogsheads,” she said, “are filled, 
one with new gold pieces, the other with 
silver ones, and both I give to you. You now 
will be the wealthiest man in the neighbour- 
hood and can choose for yourself the most 
beautiful and wealthy bride.” 

Ewen thanked her, but his thanks did not 
satisfy her, for he seemed almost sad instead 
of ‘delighted as she expected. 

“ What’s the matter with you ?” she asked. 
“Ts it not enough? Do you want more? 
Is that why you look sad ? ” 

“ Yes,” he said ; “ my heart is sad.” 

“ Why is it so?” asked the Princess. 
“Tell me the reason, and whatever you want 
I will give you, if I can.” 

“T did not think,” said Ewen, “ that after 
all I have suffered for your sake you would 
have paid me with gold and silver. I hoped 
you would give me your hand.” 

“I can refuse you no- 
thing,” she said, holding out 
her hand, “not even that. 
So from this moment you 
and I are engaged to one 
another, and the wedding 
shall take place in ten days 
— that is, if you remain 
faithful so 
long, and 
don’t forget 
me. Our 
meeting- 
place will be 
at the town 
of Plouaret, SS 
ten days 
hence, and 
there the 
marriage will et 


be celebra- 
~ a 


ted. In the a, | 
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meantime I 
am going to 
visit my Y 
father, the 
King of Gas- 
cony, in his 
kingdom.” 

When the 
ten days 
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were over Ewen set out for Plouaret, 
taking with him his man who helped in 
the mil, whom he had provided with 


a new coat, because he was to be grooms- 
man and witness. On their way they had 
to pass Penanmenez, where, in a miserable 
hut by the road-side, dwelt an old hag, whose 
young and pretty daughter had fallen in love 


» Google 


N a pe 
‘hy (se MWLAR . 190% 


H HE ROLLED OFF HIS HORSE INTO THE DITCH.” 
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with Ewen, for he was a fine-looking fellow. 
When, therefore, Ewen and his servant passed 
the hut the old hag stood at her door and 
called out :— 

“How grand you are, my fine fellows! 
Where are you bound? One might think 
you were going to a wedding.” 

“ And perhaps they would be right,” said 
Ewen, but he did not stop. 

“What a hurry you are in. Wont you 
stop a moment and tell me something about 
this marriage ? ” 

“We can’t stop now,” he answered. 
are afraid of being late.” 

“ Oh, very well, then. 


“ We 


But, at least, take 
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this lovely apple 
that grew in my 
garden.” 

And with that 
she gave him a 
fine red apple. 
He took it and 
popped it into 
his pocket; then 
he and his man 
went on their way. 

The weather 
was hot, and, pre- 
sently, Ewen 
began to feel 
thirsty, so he ate 
the witch’s apple, 
and, directly he 
did so, fell sound asleep—so sound, indeed, 
that he rolled off. his horse into the ditch. 
Gabic came quickly to him, and did his best 
to rouse him and get him on his horse again ; 
but all in vain—nothing woke him, and, not 
knowing what else to do, Gabic at last left 
him, with his horse beside him, and hurried 
on alone to Plouaret to meet the Princess. 
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Just at the stroke of ten she arrived in the 
town square, in her golden coach drawn by 
four dromedaries, and looking as beautiful 
and as radiant as the morning sun. 

“ Where is Ewen Kerepol ? ” she asked. 

“ Alas, my Princess,” replied Gabic, “he 
fell asleep by the way, and nothing I could 
do woke him.” 

The Princess sighed, then, handing a 
handkerchief to Gabic, she said :—- 

“Take him this handkerchief, which is 
the same colour 
as the stars ; 
and give it to 
him from me, 
and tell him to 
come here to- 
morrow at this 
hour; but to 
speak to no one 
on the way, for, 
if he does, harm 
will happen to 
him as it has 
to-day.” 

Then, look- 
ing displeased, 
she got back 
into her coach, 
the dromedaries 
broke into a 
gallop, and 
away she went. 

Gabic then 
returned to his 
master, whom 
he found just 
awake, and told 
him all the 
Princess had 
said and all that 
had happened, 
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“ You seem a little put out this morning,” 
she replied ; “ but just let me have a word or 
two with you. I have something to tell you.” 
And without waiting for leave she sidled up 
to him and, before he knew it, dropped 
another apple into his pocket. 

The day was hot again and, on the 
way, Ewen, happening to put his hand 
into his waistcoat pocket and finding 
an apple there, ate it, not remembering 
what had happened the day before. 

Again a 
heavy sleep 
overtook him, 
again he fell 
from his horse, 
again Gabic, 
unable to rouse 
him, left him 
and went alone 
to Plouaret to 
meet the Prin- 


cess. 
“Where is 
Ewen Kere- 


pol?” she ask- 
ed, directly she 
arrived in her 
golden coach 
with the four 
_dromedaries 
harnessed to it. 
“Alas, Prin- 
cess,” said poor 
Gabic, looking 
very much 
ashamed. 
“Everything 
has happened 
that happened 
yesterday ; and 
he fell so sound 


to all of which asleep that I 
Ewen listened Fame spor could not wake 
7i ~ H n 

w ith a sad “LOOKING STILL MORE DISPLEASED THAN THE DAY BEFORE, SHE him. ; 
countenance, GOT INTO HER COACH.” She sighed a 
and then the great sigh and, 


two men returned silently and sadly to the 
mill. 

Next day, at the right hour, they set out 
once more, and, just as had happened the 
day before, the witch was standing at her 
door when they passed her hovel, and again 
she called out to them :-— 

“Well, Ewen Kerepol, where are you 
going, dressed so fine? Is there a wedding 
to-day, too?” 

“Mind your own business, you old hag,” 
answered Ewen, very angrily. 
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handing him another handkerchief, said :— 

“Take this handkerchief, which is the 
colour of the moon, and tell him to be here 
to-morrow morning at this hour, and advise 
him from me to be careful about himself, to 
speak to no one, and to accept nothing from 
anyone on the way ; because this is his last 
chance, and, if he fails this time to keep the 
appointment with me, he will never see me 
more.” 

Then, looking still more displeased than 
the day before, she got into her coach, and 
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the four dromedaries galloped away with 
her. 

Gabic then returned to his master, who, 
just awake, seemed again to be very sorry at 
not having kept his appointment with the 
Princess. 

Next morning the miller and his man 
started again together for the third and last 
time. Again the old hag stood at the door of 
her hut, and again hailed them as they passed. 

“ Hie, my pretty lads,” she called; “is it 
to go to a wedding again to-day that you 
wear such fine clothes?” 

Ewen and Gabic answered not a word, 
and only urged on their horses, but the witch 
hobbled quickly after them, and, without 
Ewen’s knowing it, poked another apple into 
his pocket. And presently he ate this apple, 
just as he had eaten the others, and again a 
deep sleep fell upon him, and he rolled off 
his horse and was left in the ditch by Gabic, 
who went on to meet the Princess. 

“Alone ! alone again !” she cried. “ Where, 
then, is your master ?” 

“ Asleep,” said Gabic, much ashamed, 
“and I couldn’t wake him.” 

“ Ah, wretched man that he is,” cried the 
Princess, sighing more deeply than ever. 
“Take him this handkerchief, which is the 
colour of the sun, from me, and say to him 
that I am lost to him for ever, and that he 
will never see me again.” 

This time her face was very stern and 
angry as she mounted into her coach and 
the dromedaries galloped away with her. 

Gabic, as usual, went back to his master, 
to find him, as usual, just awakening, and 
when he gave him the Princess’s handker- 
chief and message he really seemed to be in 
despair. But, though he wept, he said :— 

“Give her up I ever will. I will set out 
this very minute, and will rest neither night 
nor day till I have found her.” 

After that he went to the castle, thanks 
to him not now a haunted one, and filled 
his pockets with gold and silver before he 
started on his journey. 

He who gives with open hand 
Friends he finds in every land ; 
Who shuts his fist and nothing gives 
Is always friendless while he lives. 

So he gave freely wherever he went, and 
everywhere he found a hearty welcome and 
people glad to give him advice. 

Trudging to-day and trudging to-morrow, 
That’s how travellers shorten their sorrow. 

And on and on he went steadily, but with- 
out any fixed plans; only keeping up his 
courage and sticking like a man to his purpose. 
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At last, one day, in the midst of a dense 
forest, he came on a long avenue of oaks, 
and, seeing an old man standing at the 
entrance, he said to him :— 

“ Father, where does this avenue lead to?” 

“A hundred years have I lived here,” 
answered the old man, “ but never have I 
been to the other end of the avenue, and I 
can’t tell-you where it goes. I know only 
that it is very long.” 

“No matter for that,” said Ewen; “the 
longest avenue must end somewhere, and the 
thing I want to know is where this one ends.” 

And without more ado he plunged boldly 
into it. Then he walked and he walked, 
hearing round him, all the time, the wild 
beasts of the forest roaring and howling, and 
he said to himself :— 

“I sha’n’t get out of this alive.” 

But, for all that, he kept resolutely on his 
way, and in two days and two nights found 
himself at the other end. But, instead of 
the fine castle he had expected to see there, 
he saw only a mean hut built of clods of 
turf and roofed with branches. Inside this 
hut he found a very aged-looking man with a 
flowing white beard. 

“ Good-day, Father Hermit,” he said, 
addressing him. 

“ Good-day, my son. 
be to you?” 

“I am seeking the Castle of the Sun 
Princess, Father; and if you can show me 
the way to it, you would be doing me a great 
service.” 

“Fifty years have I dwelt here in solitude,” 
answered the hermit, “and with no company 
but that of the wolves and other wild beasts 
of the forest; for, till this day, no human 
being ever came here. I know not where 
the Castle of the Sun Princess may be, but 
all the animals in the forest are subject to 
me, and some of them wander far afield. I 
will summon the wolves, and they may be 
able to tell us what you want to know.” 

Then he took up his horn, and went out 
and mounted on the top of a high rock and 
blew a sounding blast to the north, to the 
south, to the east, to the west ; and the wolves 
came trooping in from all these quarters, 
little ones and big ones, old and young ; and 
when all were there the hermit made them 
this little speech :— 

“Wolves,” he said, “I have called you 
together to inquire of you whether any of 
you know where the Castle of the Sun 
Princess is to be found 2?” 

But none of them knew; they had heard 
only that the Princess used to be a prisoner 


Of what use can I 
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in the castle above the pond of Keranborn 
Mill. 

So the hermit gave them leave to scatter 
again, and turning to Ewen he said :— 

“I have a brother, a hermit like myself, 
who lives also in the forest, a day’s march 
from here. ‘To him are subject all the birds 
of the air, great and small, and as birds go 
farther and faster than four-footed creatures, 
it may be that he can do more for you than 
I can. I will give you a golden ball that will 
roll on and on in front of you, until it brings 
you to where 
you will find ~ 
him. And when 
he sees the ball x 
he will know you 
come from me, 
and will gladly 
give you all the 
help that lies in 
his power.” 

Then he gave 
a golden ball to 
Ewen, who, 
thanking him 
heartily and bid- 
ding him good- 
day, set out to 
follow it. And 
on and on rolled 
the ball until 
finally it rolled 
up against the 
brother hermit’s 
door. 

“ Good-day to 
you, Brother’s 
Ball,” said the 
hermit. “What 
news of him do 
you come to 
bring me?” 

“It is I who 
am all the news 
he brings you, 
Father Hermit,” 


said Ewen. “I 
have been a 
long time travelling, seeking to find 


the Castle of the Sun Princess, and your 
brother told me that perhaps you could set 
me on the right road to go there.” 

“I know not, my son, where the Castle of 
the Sun Princess may be; but all the birds 
of the air, great and small, are subject to me, 
and one or other of them may perhaps be 
able to give us some news of it. I will now 


call them together.” 
Vol. xxi.—90. 
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Then he went outside the hut and mounted 
on top of a hill, and, when he had sounded 
his beautiful silver whistle four times, clouds 
of birds came flying from every direction 
towards him. 

“ Are you all here? ” asked the old man. 

“ Yes,” replied an old raven, “all, but the 
eagle.” 

“ Whenever I call you together, it is always 
the eagle who is late,” said the hermit. 
“No doubt he is far away, but he too will 
come by-and-by. Do any of you know where 
the Castle of the 
Sun Princess is?” 

There was no 
answer, but at 
last the raven 
spoke again :— 

“I don’t know 
where her castle 
may be; but I 
know she used 
to be a prisoner 
in the old castle 
above the pond 
of Keranborn 
Mill.” 

Just then the 
eagle came. 

“ Eagle,” said 
the hermit, in a 
tone of dis- 
pleasure, “ when-., 
ever I call you 
all together you 
always come last. 


Where were 
your” 
“T was at the 


Castle of the 
Sun Princess, 
and I was very 
comfortable 
there ; for every- 
thing is being 
made ready for 
her marriage with 
the son of the 
King of Portugal, 
and a great number of oxen, cows, calves, 
pigs, and sheep have been slaughtered, and 
I had my share of all of them.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the hermit; “we all 
know that you are greedier than other birds. 
But, at any rate, you know, then, where the 
Castle of the Sun Princess is ?” 

“Ves, I know where it is.” 

“ Well, then, what you have to do now is 
to carry this man ”—and he pointed at Ewen 


714 


—“ safe and sound on your back to the 
castle.” 

“ All right,” said the eagle, “on condition 
that I have as much as I like to eat, for it is 
a long way from here.” 

“You shall have all you want, glutton. 
And how much may that be?” 

“I can’t do it under twelve sheep,” was 
the answer. 

“ And where are we to get twelve sheep 
from ?” asked Ewen. 

“There is a gentleman who lives not far 
from here who has plenty,” said the Hermit, 
“and I think you will be able to get them 
from him.” 

Then he took Ewen to see the gentleman, 
who was willing enough to sell his sheep 
because Ewen paid him just what he asked 
for them, and a good deal more too. 

Next day all the sheep, piled on one 
another, with Ewen on the top of them, 
being laid on the eagle’s back, he seemed to 
find some difficulty, at first, in raising his 
load from the ground. But he managed it 
somehow or other, and, once he got on his 
wings, nothing stopped him. He flew over 
forests and the highest mountains and widest 
rivers, over the White Sea, and the Black 
and the Red Seas too, until at last they 
reached the Castle of the Sun Princess. 

Then he gently put Ewen on the ground, 
and in very good condition, too; for 
he had kept his promise exactly; and, 
before leaving him, he told him that if he 
required his services again at any time he 
would be glad to oblige him. 

The first thing Ewen did was to hire a 
room at the best hotel in the town, which 
lay at the foot of the castle. Next he 
asked the landlord what news there was 
in the country-side. ‘To which the landlord 
answered :— 

“You must indeed have come a long way 
if you don’t know the news which is turning 
everyone’s head with joy and setting the 
town upside down.” 

“Yes,” said Ewen, “I have come a great 
distance. But what is this news, then?” 

“Why,” said the landlord, ‘ to-morrow the 
Sun Princess is to be married to the son of 
the King of Portugal.” 

“That is all right,” said Ewen, “for I 
trade in precious things, and I have come 
just at the right moment, no doubt, to do a 
stroke of business.” 

Next morning, therefore, he took his stand 
betimes near the church door. At ten 
o'clock the bridal procession arrived : first the 
King and Queen, then the bride and bride- 
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groom, and after them all the Court. And 
as the procession passed him Ewen spread 
out his handkerchief that was the colour of 
the stars, and everyone saw and admired it. 
The Princess saw it too, and knew it at once, 
as well as the face of him who held it in 
his hand; and she said to one of her 
ladies :— 

“I must have that handkerchief before 1 
enter the church. Go and buy it for me.” 

“ What is the price of your handkerchief, 
merchant?” asked the lady, speaking to 
Ewen. 

“Neither gold nor silver will buy my 
handkerchief,” he answered. 

“Tt is the Sun Princess who wants it,” 
said the lady ; “ask what you like, and she 
will pay it.” 

“T tell you once more,” said Ewen, “ that 
neither gold nor silver will buy it.” 

“ What will, then?” asked the lady. “ Tell 
me quickly.” 

“T ask nothing for it except to be allowed 
to kiss the left foot of the bride.” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense,” answered the lady. 
“Tell me at once what your price is.” 

“I am in earnest,” said Ewen, “and I 
have no other answer to send back to your 
mistress.” 

So all the lady could do was to carry this 
strange message back. 

“What an extraordinary fancy 
Princess. 

“Tell him,” put in the King, “to come to 
me at the castle directly after the ceremony 
and I will settle with him.” 

“No,” said the Princess, “ I won’t go into 
the church until I have that handkerchief.” 

And as she stuck out for this, in spite of 
all her father and mother and the bridegroom 
could do or say, the marriage ceremony had 
to be put off till next day, and the procession 
went back to the castle. The merchant was 
then sent for and brought into the presence 
of the Princess, and he kissed her left foot 
and, in exchange for the kiss, gave her the 
star-coloured handkerchief. 

After that all the company sat down toa 
magnificent banquet at which everyone ate, 
drank, laughed, and talked to his heart’s 
content. 

Next morning, at ten o’clock, as on the day 
before, the procession set out for the church, 
and again the merchant was there waiting for 
it, and again he spread out a handkerchief, 
and this time it was the colour of the moon. 

Again, too, the Princess saw the handker- 
chief and wanted to have it, and sent one of 
her attendants to buy it; but everything hap- 
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pened just as it had the day before, except that 
it was her right foot the merchant asked to kiss 
this time. So, just as had happened the day 
before, so to-day the procession went back 
to the castle without entering the church, 
and the ceremony was put off another day. 
Then, also, the merchant was sent for and 
brought into the room of the Princess and 
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“HE KISSED HER LEFT FOOT.” 


kissed her right foot, and in exchange gave 
her the moon-coloured handkerchief. 

Then the banquet followed, with eating and 
drinking and talking and laughter, that were 
kept up far into the night. 

Next day the procession started for the 
third time ; but at the church door there 
again stood the merchant, and this time the 
handkerchief he spread out, being the colour 
of the sun, shone so brightly that it made 
everyone blink. Again the Princess insisted 
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on having the handkerchief, and all happened 
as twice before, except that this time the 
merchant asked to kiss her hand. 

The King was now very much put out by 
all these delays, and began to say it was high 
time to have done with such nonsense. But 
Ewen got his way, and kissed the hand of 
the Princess, and, moreover, she kept him 
this time to take part with the other guests 
in the banquet: 

And when the banquet was nearly over, 
and everyone was laughing and merry, and 
telling stories about all the adventures each 
had had (some of them very astonishing 
adventures indeed), the Princess made this 
little speech, addressing it to the bridegroom’s 
father, His Majesty the King of Portugal : — 

“Sire, what rewards would you bestow 
upon one who three times had risked his 
life for you and who had either saved you 
from great dangers or freed you 
from captivity ?” 

“ No rewards could exceed the 
merits of such a man,” answered 
the King. “I would give him 
anything he asked me for.” 

“Well, your Majesty, 
you have before you a 
man who three times 
risked his life for me, 
and who delivered me 
from wicked monsters 
who held me in cruel 
captivity under the form 
of an eel, into which 
shape a wicked magician 
had turned me. Here,” 
she said, pointing to 
Ewen, “is the man— 
the man who shall be 
my husband instead of 
your son, who never has 
done anything for me.” 

Great was the ex- 
citement and astonish- 
ment caused by this speech. The King of 
Portugal, his Queen and their son, the Prince, 
confused and shame-struck, rose from their 
seats, left the banqueting-hall, and got into 
their coach and drove back to Portugal as 
fast as they could. And the very next day 
the marriage of the Sun Princess and Ewen 
Kerepol was celebrated with such pomp and 
magnificence that the festivities lasted a whole 
fortnight, since which time I have not heard 
any further news of them. 
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THE CHAMPION 
“ BALL-FIN DER.” 

“I send you a 
photograph of my 
dog Bob, taken a few 
months before his 
death. The pilės 
around him are a few 
of the very large 
number of all sorts 
and sizes of balls 
found by him. He 
was, indeed, a clever 
and wonderful ani- 
mal, and may justly 
be called the cham- 





length of a little 
over 1oyds. It was 
made in the or- 
dinary way of 
boot - making on a 
wooden last, and is 
made of good, solid 
leather throughout. 
The gentleman 
standing beside the 
boot showing a front 
view of the sole is 
Mr. John Mills, the 
designer. The little 
- one perched on the 
= "top of the boot in 





pion ‘ ball-finder.? T 

may add that Bob received no training, but was 
entirely self taught.” —Mr. Walter Arnold, Malvern 
House, Chapel Road, Redhill, Surrey. 





GOLIATH'S BOOT. 
“ We send you two photographs of the largest solid 
leather boot ever made. We had the boot made to 
take part in a trades procession in celebration 


















of the The fol 
lowing are some of the measure 


ments of the boot: 


1887 Jubilee. 
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the second picture is 
three years old.” —Mr. J.T. Mil's, Bridge St., Newark. 
SAVED BY A WATCH. 

“ This is the photograph of a watch that was sent 
home a short time 
ago from Kimberley, 
South Africa, by 
Private Peter Flynn, 
3rd K.O.S.B., to his 
relatives at 19, High 
Street, Maxwell- 
town, Dumfries. Mr. 
Flynn bought the 
watch fromacomrade 
in Kimberley who 
was short of money, 
else he should 
scarcely have parted 
with it, for in all pro- 
bability it saved his 
life. During one of 
his engagements with 


the Boers the watch 
was in the breast- 
pocket—wherein it 
must have been face 
| outwards at the 
| time—of his khaki 
| jacket when it 
| stopped the flight 
of a bullet, which 
| firmly embeddel 
itself in its centre, 
penetrating right 
through the 
works, and mak- 
ing a deep Cent 
in the back. The 
thread seen tied 
round the watch 
had to be used 
to hold it to- 
gether while it 
was being photo- 
graphed.”—Mr. J. 
R. Masterson, 2, 
Cameron Place, 
Dumfries. 


* Copyright by George Newnes, Ltd., 1901. 
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A MONUMENT OF PATIENCE. 

“I send you a photograph of a model 
shop which was made by a friend of mine 
from a Quaker Oats box. The lamp is 
made from an ink-bottle placed upside- 
down. The tiling in front of the door is 
a square of linoleum with the unnecessary 
patterns cut away. The ‘lion and the 
unicorn’ were carved from a piece of the 
front of the box where the windows were 
cut. The interior of the shop contained 
two counters, behind which were numer- 
ous shelves filled with bales and rolls of 
cloth ; glove-boxes, lace and veil-boxes, 
etc., were_represented by the halves of 
safety match-boxes, which were varnished 
and had labels, indicating their contents, 
stuck on the front ends. Behind the 
shop there was a mantle-room with two 
windows and numerous mirrors. The 
floor was raised two steps above the 
ordinary shop, and was separated from it 
by a poker-work screen containing a 
small, round mirror. At each side were 
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arches from which hung lace curtains. The shop- things, was a steam-gauge and a small clock. Two 
front was painted white and gold, and the name- small brass lanterns were suspended from the boiler. 
board was mahogany with red and gold letters. The piping was connected with the necessary nippers, 
The whole thing occupied the spare evenings of unions, tees, reducers, elbows, valves, and cocks, etc. 


three months. ”—Miss Ivy Thorn, Broadwater House, The pumps were represented by a coffee-mill resting 
Southend-on-Sea. 





























“THE WRITING ON THE MOUNTAIN." 

Two years ago, about the end of February, 
a fraternal lodge was formed in Skagway 
called the ‘‘ Arctic Brotherhood,” and it 
seemed like a good omen for the lodge when 
last spring the snow melted, leaving the 
letters A. B. written in snow on the mountain 
behind the lodge-building like the ‘“‘ writing 
on the wall.” The photo. was taken by Mr. 
A. F. Eastman, of Skagway. 








A REMARKABLE FIRE-ENGINE. 

“ Ata recent Fireman’s Association Con- 
vention held at Newcastle, Pa., Dicker- 
son and Co., hardware dealers in that city, 
made tke display shown in inclosed photo- 
graph. The engine was made to stand on 
baby carriage-wheels ; a ten -gallon milk - 
can, surmounted by a nickel-plated cuspidor, 
formed the boiler, upon which, among other 
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on a cash-box, The air-compressor, in front of the 

pump, was composed 

of funnels and a milk- 

pail with a green 

electric globe at the 
| top. At .the base 

stood an oiler. Two 
| hose - nozzles stood 
| behind the driver’s 

seat, which was 
| made of two bread- 
pans, upon the top 
of which was a 
crumb-tray for a seat. 
A chamois skin made 
a cushion ; a call-bell 
sivod on` the foot- 
board. It is hardly 
necessary to say that 
the engine attracted 
a ‘deal of attention.” 
—Mr. W. R. Tilton, 
Prairie Depot, Ohio. 
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A TINSMITH’S BICYCLE. 

The manufacturer of the next curiosity is a 
tin-smith, of Halifax, N.S. The frame of 
bicycle is made of galvanized conductor-pipe ; 
rims of wheels 1 Yin. lead pipe, with tinned 
basting spoons for spokes. The cyclometer is 
a 50ft. tape measure. The sprocket is, rear, 
crimped patty-pan ; forward, two tinned pie- 
plates with oil-feeder, braced by one pair 16in. 
Gothic hinges ; chain being one bright English 
trace ; front fork, six nutmeg-graters ; rear 
fork, buck-saw braces ; handle-bars, carpenter’s 
brace held by monkey 
wrench ; lamp, common 
kitchen reflector ; sad- 
dle, tin spittoon ; man, 
the body is composed of 
one home oil-can ; legs, 
four joints furnace pipe ; 
feet, bread-graters, with 
funnets for heels; arms, 
four bread-graters, with 
two thumb-scvops for 
shoulders ; sloping to 
neck, one wash basin, 
with dog collar ; hands, 
two whitewash brushes; 
head, one dish pan, with 
two oil-can screws for 
eves, and one coffee-pot 
spout for nose, one half 
crimped patty-pan for 
mouth; the whole is 
topped off with one slop 
pail for top-hat; the 
tool-bag, which is al- 
most obscure, is com- 
posed of one leather 
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shot-pouch ; the alarm-bell is a common house-bell with strap. 
—Mr. H. Covey, 216, Morris Street, Halifax, Nova Scotia. 





“LUNCHEON-BASKET LION.” 

Here is the photograph of one of the cleverest dogs in exist- 
ence. He is the celebrated ‘‘station dog,” Lion by name. 
This dog’s peculiarity is to meet all the through corridor trains 
for the remains of the luncheon-baskets, and strange to say he 
does not loiter about the station, but possesses a marvellous 
instinct in 
being able 
to tell 
whenthese 
par ticular 
trains are 
due, When 
he toddles 
off to meet 
them it is 
quite a 
common 
thing to 
hear peo- 
ple re- 
mark: 
“ There goes Lion to the station ; there’s a corridor due.” If 
by any means the train comes in at a different platform than is 
usual, and an ordinary train arrives in its place, Lion knows it 
in a second, and cuts over the bridge to meet his train. He is 
a general favourite with all railway officials and with hundreds 
of passengers ; moreover, he frequently travels by himself to 
distant paits of the country, returning safely after a few days’ 
absence.—Mr. H. Vandeleur, 36, Tait Street, Carlisle. 


DANGEROUS BEER BREWING. 

The next picture is a photograph of the havoc caused by 
the explosion of a two-gallon stone jar, the remaining frag- 
ments of which can be seen lying on the table. The jar was 
filed with herb beer made from a well-known extract of 
herbs. The force of the explosion must have heen very great, 
as the upper part of the jar was blown with great force 
against a shelf some 5ft. above the table, knocking it off its 
brackets and bringing down with it a large quantity of crockery, 
etc. No doubt the cause of the explosion was an excess of 
yeast. It is certainly very fortunate that there was nobody 
in the room at the time, as pieces of the crockery must have 
been blown across the room with considerable force. —Mr. 
Emil Vieler, The Imperial Studio, Bexhill-on-Sea. 
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A PERILOUS SHAVE. 


The next curiosity was taken by artificial light, and 
Stephens, hairdresser, of 
Birmingham, shaving Captain Marco in a den of 
lions, at Day's Menagerie, Birmingham, 
1901, before 800 spectators.—Mr. F. 


is a photograph of Mr. 


58, Camp Hill, Birmingham. 
RELICS OF THE HOBOKEN FIRE. 
‘ When in New York last July the 
terrible Hoboken fire occurred, and 
a few days afterwards I obtained per- 
mission to go on board the burnt 
liners lying beached in the river. 
The operations were in progress for 
the recovery of the bodies. ` I waited 
on board the Saa/e until the water had 
been pumped low enough, and then 
descended to the saloon deck. For 
some time I watched the work in this 
dreadful tomb and then looked for a 
relic of the fearful affair. Everything 
everywhere appeared burnt to a 
cinder except the steel-work. A large 
pile of dinner-plates aroused my in- 
terest. They were broken almost to 
powder by the fearful heat, but under 
the remains of 
many hundreds of 
them [ found two 
intact. They were 
the only ones, and 
are vitrified black 
in places by the 
fire. In another 
spot, in the wine- 
bin, I found a 
small bottle of 
champagne, also 
intact, amongst 
the ruins of any 
number of bottles. 
They were all [ 
could finc that 
had stood this 
ordeal by fire. 
The cloth is one 
out of a case of 
towels packed 
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tight and solid. 
burnt, but in the centre scarcely injured except for 
the stains. 
every time I open the package it recalls to my mind 
most vividly that fearful scene.”—Mr. H. G. Ponting, 
Sansalito, San Francisco. 


Feb. 25th, 
H. Walker, 





ie 


ca, 


All round the edges they were 


The smell still hangs to this cloth, and 





THE STONY LAKE 
MONSTER. 

“The photo. I send 
you was taken during my 
vacation last summer at 
Stony Lake (one of the 
inland lakes of Canada). 
The Stony Lake mon- 
ster is composed of a 
log and several pieces 
of rough wood, and 
stands prominently on 
one of the points on 
Dumbell Island, and the 
attention of tourists 
is always drawn to 
it by the local inhabi- 






tants, who take quite 
an interest in it.”—Mr. 
H. Austin Sherrard, 
Toronto. 
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NATURE'S LITTLE JOKE. 

“I inclose a photograph of a pear tree.which grew 

in my garden this summer. The fruit, as may be 

seen, grew directly out of the trunk, which was 

roft. 11in. in diameter. It was quite as matured as 

any on the tree.”— Mr. E. J. Clark, Arranmore, 
Windmill Road, Brentford. 





A CHURCH BELL IN A TREE. 

“I think the accompanying photograph, which 
was sent to me from Western Australia, may 
interest your 
readers. It repre- 
sents the ‘ bell’ 
of the Church 
of England 
at Mount Mor- 
gan Goldfields, 
situated about 
550 miles in- 
land from Perth, 
Wiki Tlie 
‘bell’ issan iron 
tube hung from 
a piece of wood 
fixed in the fork 
of a tree. When 
it is church- 
time the clergy- 
man ‘rings the 
bell’ by striking 


the tube with 
a piece of stick, 
and it is quite 
effective.”— 
Mrs. Calthorp, 
Gosberton 
House, Jesmond 
Road, New- 





castle-on-Tyne. 
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A PERPENDICULAR PLAYGROUND. 

This is not an Alaskan totem-pole, but a steel 
water-tower, r1oft. high, which stands on the campus 
of the University of Kansas, at Lawrence, Kansas. 
The paint-marks which ornament its sides are 
the symbols of the various colleges—‘‘ L. L.B.” 
for the Law College, ‘‘ M.D.” for the College of 
Medicine, and = 
“Eng.” for the 
Engineering 
School — placed 
there by enthusi- 
astic students. 
For one college to 
place its symbol 
in a place inac- 
cessible to any of 
the others is con- 
sidered a great 
honour at the 
University, anda 
great deal of 
rivalry prevails 


among the stu- 
dents on this ac- 
count. Ladders 


are not used in 
doing the paint- 
ing. Instead, a 
man is placed in 
a loop midway 
in a long rope, 
one end of which 
is secured to the 
iron ladder that 
can be seen bolted 
to the left side 
of the tower. A 
crowd of his com- 
rades on the 
ground then haul 
the lower end of 
the rope out to the right so as to bring the painter 
around on the side of the tower where the work 
of decoration is done. Photo. sent in by Mr. 
Charles W. Kimball, Lawrence, Kansas. 














DID YOU OWN THIS RAT? 


“ Inclosed is a photo. of a very large dog-rat. which 
was killed by my groom with a brush in the provender- 
bin in my stable. You will notice a bell which is 
fastened with thin wire round the neck of the rat. In 
its way I consider it quite unique, and it would be in- 
teresting to know when the bell was put on and 
where the rat came from. Do any of the many 
STRAND readers know anything of it ?’”—Mr. G. P. 
Hartley, Blackburn. Photo. by Mr. C. T. Shaw, 206, 
Whadey New Road, Blackburn. 
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Pictures Preferred by Their Painters. 


By FREDERICK DOLMAN. 


AT is a moot point whether suc- 
cessful artists are good critics 
KS of their own pictures, They 

J should certainly know when 
their own purpose has been 
d well achieved ; but the public, 
of course, to say nothing of the professional 
critics, forms its judgment irrespective of the 
artists purpose. To what extent does the 
personal predilection of the painter harmonize 
with the declared taste of the public? With 
a view to obtain some answer to this interest- 
ing question I have interrogated a number 
of our leading artists as to the work of their 
brush which has pleased them most. 





“If you ask me,” said Sir Lawrence Alma- 
Tadema, R.A., as we chatted over a cigar, 
“which of my own pictures I “ke best, I 
shall possibly mention some trivial thing, 
with little intrinsic value, because of some 
pleasant associations which it may have for 
me personally. But if you ask me by which 
one picture I would soonest be represented 
I must reply, by my Academy picture of 
last year, ‘The Baths of Caracalla.’ But this 
choice, again, may be entirely due to my 
mental environment for the time being. If 
I were to ask which incident in English 
history you considered most interesting, you 
would probably mention some recent event 
which looms largely in your mind, because of 
the thoughts and feelings that are uppermost 
just now. Still, remembering this, it does 
seem to me that ‘The Baths of Caracalla’ 
does show the different sides to my art, does 
exhibit its best qualities at their best. I 
should like to have been represented by this 
picture at the Paris Exhibition instead of 
what I have there, but unfortunately this was 
not possible. The picture was bought by an 
American, and is now in the United States.” 

“Did you paint this picture after a recent 


visit to Rome, Sir Lawrence?” 
Vol, xxii —1. 
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“No; until my visit a short time ago I 
had not been in Rome for some years. 1 
have seen the site of the Baths of Caracalla, 
but when I was there I had no idea of paint- 
ing the picture. The picture, like much of 
my recent work, is a picture of ancient Rome 
as it was, and for this work of reconstruction 
I have had to get my information mainly 
from archæological drawings. I was occupied 
with the picture for two years, and when it 
came back to my studio from the Academy I 
found that it wanted some altering, and I 
worked at it again for some time with help of 
pencil-drawings and models.” 

Such alterations after the return of a 
picture from exhibition, Sir Lawrence ex- 
plains en passant, are not very unusual with 
him. One of his pictures, as he relates, was 
radically altered as the result of a Punch 
caricature. This was ‘The Shrine of Venus” 
-—or “the powder-and-puff picture,” as Sir 
Lawrence calls it. As originally painted, a 
prominent feature on the canvas was a balus- 
trade, and in the humour of Punch this 
became a switchback railway! The dis- 
tinguished artist saw that there was point 
in the criticism, though humorous, and 
re-painted the picture as it was recently 
reproduced in this Magazine (Vol. xvii., 
page 606). k 

“When in Rome, recently,” said Sir 
Lawrence, reverting to the picture of his 
choice, “I took my daughter to see the site 
of the Baths of Caracalla. As soon as the 
ruin came into view she exclaimed that it 
recalled my picture perfectly. This was no 
little triumph for me, I can assure you.” 

As we found it impossible ‘to obtain the 
consent of the owners of the copyright to 
the reproduction of “The Baths of Cara- 
calla,” Sir Lawrence kindly suggested “A 
Kiss” as “second-best” in his own estima- 
tion. This fine painting is here reproduced 
in the frontispiece opposite. 
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Mr. G. F. Watts, R.A., who received me 
by his London fireside in Melbury Road, 
Kensington, protested at the outset that he 
did not himself regard his pictures as works 
of art. 

“I am a thinker,” he declared, “ who 
instead of the 


happens to use the brush 
pencil. The 
picture of my 
own, therefore, 
which I like 
best is that in 
which I believe 
I have been 
most successful 
in expressing my 
thought. This 
is, undoubtedly, 
‘Love and Life.’ 
I have expressed 
my meaning, 
perhaps, best 
in this picture 
because this 
meaning is of 
the simplest — 
that love, by 
which, of course, 
I mean not 
physical passion, 
but altruism, 
tenderness, 
leads man to the 
highest life. I 
don’t know 
whether this pre- 
ference is shared 
by other people. 
I have never 
cared much for 
contemporary 
opinion, al- 
though of course 
I amı always glad 
when I bear 
that any picture 
of mine has 
given pleasure.” 

“Love and 
Life,” which 
was painted in 
1884-85, when 
Mr. Watts was sixty-eight, is one of the 
number of pictures which the artist pre- 
sented to the nation and are tə be seen at the 
Tate Gallery. The picture is thus described 
in the catalogue of this gallery :— 

“ Love, strong in his immortal youth, leads 
Life, a slight female figure, along the steep 
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“LOVE AND LIFE.” 
(By permission of F. Hollyer, 9, Pembroke Square, Kensington, 
owner of the Copyright.) 


MAGAZINE. 


uphill path ; with his broad wings he shelters 
her, that the winds of heaven may not visit 
her too roughly ; violets spring where Love 
has trod, and as they ascend to the mountain- 
top the air becomes more and more golden. 
The implication is that, without the aid of 
Divine Love, fragile Human Life could not 
have power to 
ascend the steep 
path upward.” 


It was the 
good fortune of 
Mr. Marcus 
Stone, R.A., to 
be able to send 
to the Paris Ex- 
hibition the pic- 
ture by which 
he would have 
chosen to be re- 
presented at 
such a gathering 
of the world’s 
art. This was 
“A Sailor’s 
Sweetheart,” ex- 
hibited at the 
Royal Academy 
five years ago. 

“Tt was 
bought,” said 
Mr. Stone, “ by 
an Aberdeen 
gentleman, but 
the owner kindly 
allowed it to be 
shown in Paris. 
A few days ago 
I had a letter ` 
from a Parisian, 
who had seen it 
there, stating 
that he wished 
to buy the pic- 
ture and would 
be glad to know 
my price. This 
rather surprised 
me, because 1 
did not suppose 
that the work 
would be much to the taste of the Parisians, 
although engravings of several of my pictures 
sell largely, I believe, in various parts of the 
Continent.” 

I asked Mr. Stone for the story of “A 
Sailor’s Sweetheart.” But he replied, in effect, 
that the circumstances under which all his 


a rE 


(G. F. Watts, R.A. 
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pictures came into being were much the 
same. 

“I never paint actual scenes nor actual 
people. As regards the scene, I may get 
hints from places as well as from books, but 
I have never yet come across an old garden, 
for instance, quite the same as I have painted. 
As regards the figures, for ‘A Sailor’s 
Sweetheart,’ as for my other pictures, I had 
sittings from quite a number of different 
models. I would get one feature from the 
first, something else from the second, and so 
on. One girl sat to me for the colour of her 


hair, the second for the expression of the 
eyes, a third simply because the costume I 





Painted by) 


had obtained for the picture fitted her best. 
In these respects I am quite different from 
such a painter as Stanhope Forbes, say, 
who paints graphic facts—and paints them 
admirably, let me add. In my method I am 
like a novelist who does not put portraits of 
his acquaintances into his books, but takes 
features from one or the other in making one 
character. But it is difficult to get people 
to understand this. If I looked about for 
living figures and real places to transfer 
bodily to my canvas I am afraid I should 
never find them. If I wanted to paint Don 
Quixote there would be sure to be a scarcity 
of thin models.” 

We talked in an ante-room overlooking 
Mr. Stone’s pleasant garden in Melbury 
Road, Kensington, and on its walls were 
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IA SAILOR'S SWEETHEART.” 
(By permission of the Berlin Photographic Company, 133, New Bond Street, London, W 
Copyright, 1895, by Photographische Gesellschaft). 


little original studies of nearly all his pictures, 
the memory of which the artist thus pre- 
serves. Looking at these I learn that “In 
Love” comes second in Mr. Stone’s own 
estimation, whilst “ Two’s Company, Three’s 
None,” occupies the third place. 

“*In Love,” says Mr. Stone, “was an 
attempt to depict the old theme in what— 
for a picture—was rather a new phase, I 
fancy. I painted the lovers—or tried to do 
so—in what is perhaps the most interesting 
stage in the passion, the stage when both are 
fervid, but are neither quite sure of the 
other. ‘In Love’ was lately given by 
a Nottinghamshire gentleman—the original 


[Marcus Stone, lA 


purchaser—to the Nottingham Municipal 
Gallery, where I hope it will keep its colour 
as well as it has done hitherto.” 


I suppose nine people out of ten would 
associate the name of Mr. W. P. Frith, R.A., 
with “Derby Day” or “The Railway 
Station.” But although engravings of both 
these famous pictures are to be seen in the 
drawing-room of Mr. Frith’s house at Clifton 
Hill, St. John’s Wood, it is not of either of 
them that he speaks in reply to my inquiry. 

“The picture of mine I like best is com- 
paratively little known, having for its subject 
the Court of Charles II. It was suggested by 
a passage in Evelyn’s ‘ Diary’ describing the 
gaiety and dissipation which prevailed there 
till within a week of the King’s death. It was 
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PICTURES PREFERRED BY THEIR PAINTERS. 7 


exhibited at the Academy in 1864, and at 
the time attracted a good deal of attention. 
It was at first sold for 3,000 guineas, but it 
changed hands a few years ago, at a time of 
commercial depression, for. little more than 
half that sum. The picture measured 6ft. 
in length.” 

“Was it a work which cost you much 
effort, Mr. Frith ? ” o 

“ No, less than most of my pictures. I had 
at the outset a clear idea of what I intended 
doing, and no occasion arose for changing 
my plan. I remember that the idea pleased 
me very much at the time, and I have since 
always felt that this picture is about the best 
thing I have done. Since its first sale the 
work has never been exhibited, and I haven’t 
seen it for many years. But I have still my 
original sketch, and this will give you some 
idea what it is like.” 

In this sketch Mr. Frith pointed out some 
of the historical figures grouped around the 
King who had but a week more to live—his 
brother James, the Duke of Monmouth, the 
Duchess of Portsmouth, Evelyn, and others. 
As he frankly avows, the introduction of two 
King Charles spaniels into the scene was a 
painter’s licence, these dogs not coming into 
vogue until a long time after the Sovereigns 
whose name has been given to them. 

“A remarkable incident,” relates Mr. 
Frith, “happened in connection with this 
picture. I had some difficulty in getting a 
suitable model for the figure of Charles— 
none of the professional models who came 
to me was at all satisfactory. I was out walk- 
ing one day near my studio when I passed a 
man who was extraordinarily like Charles IT. : 
a broken-down gentleman he seemed to be, 
and he looked ill, just as I wanted the King 
in my picture to look. I entered into con- 
versation with him, and he readily agreed to 
sit for my picture if I paid him to do so. 
The man gave me a good many sittings, until 
at last I told him that I should require him 
no longer. About a week later, in putting 
some finishing touches to the portrait of 
Charles, I thought I should like to have still 
another sitting, and so I went round to the 
address which the man had given me. ‘Yes, 
you can see him,’ said the landlady, ‘ but he 
is dead.’ 
week after his last sitting.” 

“ Charles the Second’s Last Sunday ” was 
painted in Mr. Frith’s professional prime, 
during the period which produced also 
“ Derby Day” and “The Railway Station.” 
Mr. Frith is now on the retired list of the 
Royal Academy, like Mr. Watts, but, although 
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The poor fellow had died just a_ 


eighty-one, he has contributed a picture this 
year to Burlington House. In 1899 he was 
represented by a canvas also relating to the 
“ Merry Monarch,” Charles II. and Lady 
Castlemain being the subject. 


I met Sir William B. Richmond, R.A., 
just after he had renewed his acquaintance 
with a picture of his, painted in 1890-92, 
which had been lent by its owners, the 
Liverpool’ Corporation, for the annual ex- 
hibition of last year in the London Guild- 
hall. Sir William’s visit to the City Art 
Gallery had confirmed him in an impression 
he had already formed that “Venus and 
Anchises ” was the best work he had done. 

“ An artist,” Sir William remarks, “is the 
best critic of his own work a year or so after 
its completion. He always hates the work 
he is engaged upon—its faults are then so 
painfully obvious to him. But in a year or 
two he can take a saner and juster view of 
it, remembering the ideas with which the 
picture was painted, and realizing to what 
extent he has succeeded in giving them form 
and colour. 

“Like every man’s best work, I fancy, 
‘Venus and Anchises’ suggested itself to me 
as the idea of a moment. But if the concep- 
tion was easy the work itself cost me a great 
deal of pains—I was about two years paint- 
ing it. Butin painting as in poetry—you re- 
member the lines of Keats referring to this— 
a spontaneous conception is the great thing.” 

Sir William added that the suggestion for 
the picture came from reading, as might be 
inferred from the fact that with its catalogue 
title he quotes these lines from Shelley's 
“ Epipsychidion ” : 

Athwart that wintry wilieriede of thorns 

Flashed from her motion splendour like the morn’s, 
And from her presence life was radiated 

Through the grey earth, and branches bare and dead ; 


So that her way was paved and roofed above 
With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love. 


As regards the legendary subject of the 
picture, probably few who see it will remem- 
ber that Venus is supposed to have visited 
Anchises, whose handsomeness was celebrated 
far and wide, on Mount Ida; that, at the 
capture of Troy, Anchises, then old and 
feeble, was borne out on Æneas’s shoulders 
and died on the voyage to Italy, his death 
being commemorated for many years by the 
Trojans. 

Sir William Richmond now resides in a 
pleasant, old-fashioned house on the borders 
of Hammersmith and Chiswick ; but “ Venus 
and. Anchises” was painted in a studio in 
Holland Park Road. It was exhibited at 
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the New Gallery in 1892, and was taken to 
Liverpool in the autumn of that year. 


“T agree with the critics,” said Mr. Phil 
Morris, A.R.A., to me in the drawing-room 
of his house in Clifton Hill, St. John’s 
Wood, “in regarding ‘The First Com- 
munion’ as my best work. It was painted 
shortly after my election as an Associate in 
1877. The picture was roft. high, and before 
my election I had not felt justified in painting 
so large a picture. The subject suggested 
itself to me in Brittany on seeing a procession 





“THE FIRST COMMUNION.” 


London studio, which was then in St. John’s 
Wood Road. It was sold before the opening 
of the Academy, and I renewed acquaintance 
with it recently at the Guildhall Loan 
Exhibition.” 


Mr. Frederick Goodall, R.A., I found, on 
calling at his residence’ in Avenue Road, 
Regent’s Park, was not so certain which of 
his own pictures he preferred. He first 
mentioned “The Flight into Egypt,” a big 
canvas measuring 12ft. in length, which, from 
want of room in his own house, had been 


[Phil Morria, A.R.A. 


(By permission of R. W. Butler, Esq.) 


of maidens such as usually takes place at the 
‘first communion’—which corresponds, of 
course, to our confirmation service in England. 
Some time afterwards I saw a similar proces- 
sion at Dieppe, on their way from the church 
to a Calvary close to the harbour, and it at 
once occurred to me that the subjéct could 
be much more effectively treated with the 
harbour and the sea as background.” 

“Was the picture itself painted at Dieppe ?” 

“Well, I made all my studies for it there. 
I went over to the fishing quarter of Le Pollet 
and got the girls to pose for me by giving 
them a few francs—a local de//e of the name 
of Francine being, I remember, very useful to 
me in finding my models for me. I painted 


the picture from these sketches in my 
Vol. xxii.—2. 
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warehoused since its exhibition at the Royal 
Academy in 1884. But although he evi- 
dently regarded this as the supreme effort 
of his brush, two other pictures had pleased 
him as much in the painting, “ David 
and Bathsheba ” and “ The Ploughman and 
Shepherdess.” The subject of the first was 
suggested to the artist by the late Sir Moses 
Montefiore, the picture being purchased by 
him on its completion, and hung in his well- 
known residence at Ramsgate. The second 
picture represents Mr. Goodall in the Tate 
Gallery, being purchased at the Royal 
Academy and presented to the nation by a 
number of subscribers in 1897. 

Finally, with Mrs. Goodall’s kindly assist- 
ance, the artist’s choice fell upon “The 
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Ploughman and Shepherdess,” the subject of 
which he explained to me as follows :— 

“Tt is a pastoral scene such as is common 
to Lower Egypt. The shepherdess has met 
the shepherd at the drinking-pool, but at the 
moment of the encounter he is standing 
upon his praying carpet engaged in evening 
prayer, and while he is so occupied she dare 
not even look at him, and is sitting patiently 
by with her-face turned away. I have seen 


which to work, as you will see if you look 
around the walls, and there is no difficulty in . 
getting models who are sufficiently dark- 
skinned in London. But I believe I was 
the first English artist to paint the Bedouin 
Arabs in their native Aaditat. They had 
never seen paints or paintings when I first 
went among them more than twenty years 
ago. It was hard work at first to induce 
them to allow me to sketch them, more 
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“THE PLOUGHMAN AND SHEPHERDESS.” 


(Frederick Goodall, R.A. 


(By permission of the Trustees of the National Gallery of British Art, Millbank.) 


such an incident more than once in my 
Egyptian ramblings. 

“The sheep, you will notice, are quite 
different from our European breeds. To 
make myself familiar with Egyptian sheep I 
imported a whole flock in 1884, and kept 
them on a farm at Harrow Weald, where I 
could constantly sketch them. But, unfor- 
tunately, with the greatest care they will not 
live long in our climate, and although a 
number lambed they have now all died off.” 

“ What did you do for your models of the 
figures, Mr. Goodall ?” 

“Oh, I have any number of original 
sketches brought with me from Egypt from 
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especially the women. Of course, I had to 
ingratiate myself with plenty of daksheesh— 
presents of coffee, tobacco, and other things 
they most valued. After a time, when they 
were about to move their encampment, they 
would ask me to accompany them to their 
next halting-place, and I would consent on 
condition that I was allowed to paint any 
face I chose to pick out of the tribe.” 

Mr. Goodall received 2,000 guineas for 
“The Ploughman and Shepherdess,” which 
is 7ft. in length. -The fund for presenting it 
to the nation was started by Sir James 
Blyth, and several well-known South African 
millionaires were subscribers. 
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I found Mr. Edwin A. Abbey, R.A., one 
sunny Saturday afternoon hard at work in his 
London studio on his great scheme of mural 
decoration for the Public Library of Boston, 
U.S.A., painting from a fair model in cos- 
tume, such as Tennyson might have described 
in “ Idylls of the King.” I was not surprised 
to hear that his preference was given to one 
of these pictures illustrating the “ Quest: of 
the Holy Grail.” 

“ But I don’t know how you can reproduce 
the picture,” said Mr. Abbey, with a smile, 
“in THE STRAND MacGazine. It measures 


= 


= 


Painted by] 





PORTION OF ‘f THE QUEST OF THE HOLY GRAIL.” 


width, about 8ft., being uniform throughout, 
and this mechanical limitation adding some- 
what to the difficulty of my task. I have 
now finished about half this space, and I 
have been engaged upon the work on and off 
for the last nine years. But I am happy to 
think that Iam more than half-way through 
the undertaking, the planning and arrange- 
ment of the whole series of frescoes taking a 
good deal of time at the outset. .‘The Grail 
Castle’ is the largest of the series.” 

The distinguished artist — American by 
birth and British by adoption—then told me 


T 
Y 


LE. A. Abbey, R.A. 


(Painting Copyright, 1895, by E. A. Abbey: From a Copley print, Copyright, 1897, by Curtis & Cameron.) 


33ft. on the wall of the Boston Library, and 
is about 8ft. high.” 

“It must represent a great amount of 
labour.” 

“Well, I believe it cost me more effort 
than anything else I have done; but, on the 
other hand, I have the satisfaction of thinking 
that in this picture I have best achieved my 
ideal. It was not exhibited at the Academy 
on account of its great size—they are crowded 
enough there for room already ; but, as you 
may remember, it was shown at the Fine Art 
Society’s rooms, in Conduit Street, just before 
being sent to Boston four or five years ago.” 

“ What is the total size of the scheme of 
` which this picture forms a part, Mr. Abbey?” 
“I have to cover 18oft. altogether, the 
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something about the circumstances in which 
this great work of his life was undertaken. 
He and his fellow-countryman, Mr. J. S. 
Sargent, R.A., were in Boston at the time the 
new Public Library was projected, and it was 
the happy thought of the architect that they 
should unite in the decoration of the build- 
ing. A series of Shakespearean pictures was 
at first suggested to the artist, whose reputa- 
tion rests mainly upon the realistic way in 
which he has transferred Shakespeare to 
canvas. 

“ But I proposed instead the legend of the 
Holy Grail. It had always been a matter 
of surprise to me that no painter had 
attempted to make adequate use of this, the 
first great romance of Christendom—of 
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course, there have been numerous pictures of 
particular incidents, but no artistic treatment 
of the subject as a whole. Yet this legend, 
originating, I suppose, with the Welsh or 
Irish Celts, has spread in varying forms and 
phases to France, Germany, Scandinavia, 
and Spain. I have gone to all the different 
sources for my subjects, getting an idea from 
one author and a hint from the other, 
according to the way in which they lent 
themselves to artistic treatment. The library 


will be furnished with the whole story of the 
Holy Grail as it is told in my frescoes.” 


from 
= 
Painted by) 


~— aN 


*“SAMSON AND DELILAH.” 


told me that his own favourite among his 
pictures was not a Surrey but a Worcester- 
shire landscape, well known under the title 
“ At Evening Time there shall be Light.” 
“As you know,” said the famous land- 
scape-painter, “ Worcestershire is my native 
county, and the scene of this picture had been 
familiar to me since boyhood, a village called 
Whittington. The church has been much 
modernized, however, and I painted this with 
the assistance of a pencil sketch of the old 
church which was lent to me by a friend in 
the neighbourhood. Otherwise the picture is 





[Solomon J. Solomon, A.R.A 


(Copyright. 


“ The Grail Castle” was painted, like most 
of Mr. Abbey’s work, chiefly at his country 
house, Morgan Hall, in Gloucestershire. “I 
can work so much better in the country,” he 
remarks, “free from interruption or distraction. 
I spend only about four months of the year 
in town, taking my canvases back to 
Gloucestershire before the summer is over. 
My only trouble there is in obtaining 
sufficient variety in my models — for such 
pictures as ‘The Grail Castle,’ of course, I 
want a good many models.” 


In the course of a chat at the Arts Club, 


Mr. B. W. Leader, R.A., who had torn him- 
self away from his beloved Surrey in June, 
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a fairly faithful presentment of the view from 
the back of Whittington Lodge, which was 
my residence until I came into Surrey about 
a dozen years ago. It was painted during 
the winter of 1882 and exhibited at the 
Academy that year.” 

“That picture has greatly pleased many 
people, Mr. Leader.” 

“ Yes, I suppose it has been one of my 
most successful pictures as well as my own 
favourite. It led to my election as an A.R.A., 
and when exhibited in the Paris Exhibition 
of 1889 won for me a gold medal as well as 
the Legion of Honour. It was bought by 
Agnew before he had seen it, and when, on 
the break-up of Sir John Pender’s collec- 
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tion, the picture came into the market 
recently, Mr. Arnold Morley gave 1,200 
guineas for it. It has also sold very largely, 
I am told, as an engraving. I remember 
that when I first spoke of making an im- 
portant picture out of this scene my wife 
tried strongly to dissuade me. She said that 
a churchyard in winter-time would make such 
a dismal subject, and she held to this opinion 
all the time that I was making my sketches. 
But somehow or other I always had a strong 
faith in this subject, and painting it was really 
a labour of love.” 

By way of supplement to this little piece of 
autobiography I may add that Mr. Leader, 


Painted by) 


t SCANDAL,” 


it, although it is my experience that you can 
devote any amount of hard work to a canvas 
without getting what you want.” 

“Samson and Delilah ” was Mr. Solomon’s 
second important picture, “Cassandra” being 
his first. It was exhibited at the Academy 
in 1887, when the artist was twenty-seven, 
and did a great deal for Mr. Solomon’s 
reputation, although it was some years later 
before he became A.R.A. 


“ The picture I am about to begin,” was 
the smiling reply of Mr. G. A. Storey, A.R.A., 
when I asked him which of his own pictures 
he liked best. ‘I am disposed to agree 





[G. A. Sturey, A.R.A. 


(Copyright.) 


who is now in his seventieth year, exhibited 
his first picture, “Country Children Blowing 
Bubbles,” at the Academy in 1854, and was 
delighted in selling it to an American visitor 


for £50. 


Mr. Solomon J. Solomon, A.R.A., who 
had just returned to his house in Finchley 
Road from a round of country visits, had 
no hesitation in mentioning ‘Samson and 
Delilah” as the favourite child of his artistic 
imagination. 

“The idea of the picture was with me for 
years. I made sketches for it even in my 
student days, and for a long time the picture 
was shaping itselfin my mind. Yes, I put 
plenty of hard work, too, into the painting of 
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with that painter who said that the work he 
was about to start was the best, and the last 
he had finished was the.worst picture in the 
world. Seriously, I have no reason for pre- 
ferring any of my pictures except ‘Scandal,’ 
which led me to the Academy in 1876, 
although it was painted four years before.” 

“Where was ‘Scandal’ painted, Mr. 
Storey ?” 

“ Oh, in my London studio. The picture 
is almost entirely imaginative. The only real 
thing about the scene is the little garden 
view, with the trellis arch, which was taken 
from the Star and Garter at Richmond. 
The picture itself was suggested to me by my 
mother, who, in her later years, became very 
deaf, and was delighted if a neighbour would 
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drop in and talk 
to her through 
her ear - trumpet, 
giving her the 
gossip of the day.” 


“The picture 
of my own,” said 
Mr. G. H. Bough- 
ton, R.A., “which 
has pleased me 
most—although I 
am afraid it hasn’t 
the public — is 
‘The Vision at 
the Martyr’s Well, 
Brittany.’ When 
it was exhibited at 
the Academy in 
1895 some people 
objected to it 
because they 
thought it 
‘Roman Catholic 
in idea,’ while 
others considered 
that the picture 
pandered to 
superstition. 

“T need not tell 
you that I had no 
thought of the- 
ology from first to 
last. The subject 
of the picture 
came to me when 
I was staying in 
Brittany. In one 
of the villages—I 
have for the mo- 
ment forgotten its 
name — I saw a 
well, the water of 
which passes over 
some curious red- 
dish stones, the 
streaks of colour 
being due, I sup- 
pose, to some min- 
eral element. 
According to the 
local tradition, a village maiden who went to 
the well at twilight saw in a vision one of the 
Christian martyrs—it was in Pagan times, I 
suppose—at the well, and as she looked she 
saw the blood from the martyr’s wounds 
trickle on to the stones, where these blood- 
stains have remained ever since, giving the 
well a holy name. Of course, it is sheer 
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(Copyright.) 


superstition ; but, then, if you abolished 
superstition altogether, you would lose a good 
deal of the poetry and art of the world.” 

“Where is this picture, Mr. Boughton ?” 

“Well, it is now away on what may be 
called a provincial tour. I have lent it for 
several municipal exhibitions, and just now 
it isin the Leeds Art Gallery.” 





Driginal from 


PRINCETON UNIVER 





LTHOUGH John Stebbens 
said nothing, standing there 
on the bridge beside the kind 
nn captain, yet he was much 
Xe disappointed that the old 
tramp steamer should have 
thrashed her slow way into the Bay of Naples 
at night. All respectable guide - books 
warned all respectable travellers to select a 
steamer that arrived at Naples by day, but 
Stebbens was on board the ancient rusty 
Gladiator through favour of one of the 
owners, and the voyage was .costing him 
nothing. Once the G/ađiator carried passen- 
gers, and even now would have accommo- 
dated a dozen or so had that limited number 
applied for berths, but the big liners to 
the Mediterranean, keeping to a time- 
table like express trains, had absorbed the 
tourist traffic, and an old-fashioned single 
screw craft, doing barely nine knots an hour 
under the most propitious auspices, never 
certain of arriving at any particular place at 
any particular time, could not hope to hold 
her own in such a competition ; yet she was 
in the habit of thumping out a steady 10 
percent. profit for her owners, carrying slow 
and heavy freight, and thus we may suppose 
they were satisfied. 
Stebbens had come aboard at Liverpool in 
a snowstorm, and here he stood on the 
bridge apparently in a clear, mild midsummer 
night, just as if the boat had taken six months 





Digitized by Goc gle 


to make the trip; 
but, slow as she 
was, she was not 
so slow as that. 
He had come 
on board pale 
and stooped with 
study, and al- 
ready ocean and 
sea had proved 
the best of physi- 
cians. He had 
come on board 
friendless, and 
now was leaving 
the bluff, sea- 
soned, mahogany - coloured captain with 
infinite. regret; cheered, however, by the 
prospect of returning to England with him 
five or siz: weeks later. 

The engines had stopped, and now, at a 
gruff word from the captain, there was a sharp 
clank, a hurricane roar of descending chain, 
and the sudden plunge of the great anchor 
into the dark water: then the ship swung 
slowly round and all was silence. 

“Well, were here at last, John,” cried the 
captain, with a sigh of relief. “Sorry I 
could not have fetched port in daylight, but 
you'll see it all in the morning, so take my 
advice and get to your bunk. No need of 
going ashore to-night, for if your room isn’t 
as large or as comfortable as you’d get at an 
hotel, it’s a mighty sight cheaper and quieter. 
So, good-night ; see you in the morning.” 
Whereupon John turned in. 

His had been a case of breakdown: 
physical, educational, and financial. His 
object in life was to graduate from a cheap 
theological college in the north of England. 
He had managed to squeeze through three 
examinations, each time with a warning that 
he must do better in the essential Latin on 
the next occasion if he hoped to prosper. 
The result of the fourth trial, just finished 
before his voyage began, would not be 
known to him for some weeks yet, but he 
had the most gloomy forebodings regarding 
it. His body suffered from the consequences 
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of overstudy, without the compensating ad- 
vantage of his mind being any more 
thoroughly equipped for the task it had 
undertaken. In spite of his efforts he had 
fallen behind his fellows in the educational 
race, and his college had ceased to regard 
him as a student likely to do it honour, or 
even to pass with credit to himself. The 
financial resources which appeared ample 
when he began his college life had melted 
more rapidly than he anticipated, and should 
his career as a theological student be pro- 
longed, as was now inevitable, they threatened 
to become as exhausted as his physical vigour. 

The outlook, therefore, was gloomy enough, 
and perhaps the ensuing languor had some- 
thing to do with his failure in supreme 
exultation over a tender episode which, con- 
sidering his youth, might have been expected 
to occupy the foremost place in his thoughts. 
This was his betrothal to Miss Olcutt, the 
eldest daughter of six who called Simeon 
Olcutt father, a sombrely religious man, who 
was one of the patrons of the theological 
school which young Stebbens attended. ‘This 
man had certain interests in the shipping 
trade; hence his ability to send Stebbens 
fare-free on a tramp steamer—a deed of 
generosity that cost Olcutt nothing and was 
not the less readily performed on that 
account, if what his employés said was true ; 
for they held him generous only to the college 
that his deeds might shine before men. 
Olcutt’s five younger daughters were married, 


- and the eldest busied herself much with vari- 


ous good works, the welfare of the college being 
the principal. Thus she became acquainted 
with, and ultimately engaged to, John Steb- 
bens, for her ambition was to be a clergy- 
man’s wife, and experience seemed to have 
taught her they must be caught young. Miss 
Olcutt was gifted with a talent for interfering 
in the affairs of other people, always for the 
benefit of other people, although human 
nature is so perverse that the beneficiaries 
often failed to appreciate this, and said 
unkind things ; as, for instance, that the cul- 
mination of her latest idyll came about 
through her own courtship of the young man 
rather than through inordinate aspiration and 
ardour on his part. The arrangement, how- 
ever, was an admirable one from whatever 
point of view it was examined. Miss 
Olcutt was to obtain a husband much 
younger than herself, and a clergyman if he 
ever prospered with his Latin; she brought 
into the compact a ripe knowledge of the 
world and a quantity of that despised wealth 


which young men have found useful from 
Vol, xxii.— 3, 
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ancient times up to the present moment. 
She had a genius for management, and 
Stebbens was a most manageable young man. 
The father was not particularly enthusiastic 
over his daughter’s choice, but the lady was 
quite old enough to know her own mind, and 
there seemed a danger that the quest of her 
life was like to remain unfulfilled if longer 
postponed, so the worthy man shrugged his 
shoulders and offered no opposition. 

The young student, discouraged by repeated 
failure and ill through overstudy, would 
have abandoned his chosen profession and 
taken to something else that did not call 
for Latin, but Miss Olcutt was not thus 
easily going to be berefit of her clergyman 
now that she had him, as one might say, 
in embryo, so she arranged the Italian 
trip to the satisfaction of everyone concerned. 
Among her many enviable qualities was 
that of a strong determination not readily 
thwarted, and, indeed, her plans were so 
invariably the best that a person must have 
been more than reckless even to criticise 
them—a truth of which no one was so alertly 
conscious as Miss Olcutt herself. The Italian 
scheme is a case in point. First, the voyage 
would cost nothing to either her father or 
Stebbens. Second, the latter would be 
landed in a portion of Europe where living is 
cheap. Third, the mild climate would benefit 
his health. Fourth, he could study the living 
Italian, and this would aid him with the deaú 
Latin. In fact, here were four birds felled 
with the one stone, thus doubly excelling the 
adage, and, at the same time, showing how 
resourceful a woman Miss Olcutt was. For- 
tunate the man distinguished by her regard, 
and as that man must catch the Capri 
steamer which leaves at g a.m., and must 
have his breakfast before he goes aboard— 
for there is nothing to be had in the way of 
meals on the Capri boat—we will take the 
liberty of waking him early just as if he were 
Queen of the May. 

The bluff, sympathetic captain, who had 
taken to the theological boy as if he were 
his own son (perhaps because the captain 
was in the habit of swearing so dreadfully 
when irritated, hence had a liking for his 
opposite), gave him final admonition at the 
hastened breakfast, the two being alone 
together, as had been the case during the 
voyage. The captain talked like a second 
Polonius, and the youth listened deferentially, 
as was his ingratiating habit—a habit appre: 
ciated by loquacious men. 

“ Now, John, the ship’s boat will take you 
right aboard the Capri steamer. Don’t pay 
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“THE FATHER WAS NOT PARTICULARLY ENTHUSIASTIC. 


any attention to those howling boatmen 
outside. I’m glad you’ve taken my advice 
to settle in Capri, instead of staying in 
Naples as you first intended. It’s a delightful 
island inhabited by a delightful people. No 
wounds in the back as in Corsica, and no 
knife between the ribs as in Sicily. There 
hasn’t been a killing in Capri for a hundred 
years, but one, and that was a love affair. 
No sneaking revenge there. Nobody ever 
thinks of locking a door in Capri. When 
you get to the landing hire a cab to take you 
up to the Piazza. Give the mana franc for 
the ride and threepence for himself. They 
call a franc a lire there, but it’s the same 
thing. Then get a boy to guide you to 
old Marelli’s ; everybody on the island knows 
him, and give him my letter. Don’t make 
any mistake about Marelli, if you don’t 
happen to find him fashionably dressed. 
He’s a good man and well off, who makes 
about the best wine on the island. And 
remember that if he takes you into his house 
and gives you a room there, it will be as a 
favour to me, for he is not in the habit of 
accepting even paying guests. Were a great 
people, of course, but we fall into the error 
of underestimating the foreigner. You're 
young, so don’t you do that. I’ve called in 
at many a port in this world and never failed 
to find a good man at even the worst 
of ’em. Marelli’s a good man. Now, you 
just live as the family lives, and talk 
to them all you can. You'll be a chatter- 
ing Italian before you know it, because 
learning Italian is as easy as for an inquisitive 
passenger to fall down a hatchway. Don’t 
go to no blooming professor of the language, 
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for hell charge 

you a lot and 

learn you nothing. 

Of course, you 

see, the more 

ignorant he keeps 
jou the more 
money he makes 
out of you, but 
you jabber to the 
natives every 
chance you get 
and avoid all 
those who speak 

English; that’s 

the way to learn 

a foreign lingo. 
_ Terracotta and 

Co. are our agents 

in Naples, and 

Pll tell ’em to 
let you know in good time when the old 
Gladiator is due in the bay again. Marelli’s 
youngest daughter was a bright little chick of 
five or six last time I was on the island, who 
would babble away from daylight till dark. 
If she hasn’t lost the gift of the gab 
since then, which is not likely, I’d choose 
her for a teacher if I, were you. If 
she takes to you you'll be the best Italian 
scholar on Capri before the boat sails away 
from Naples again. So be a good boy, don’t 
study too hard, ramble over the rocks, learn 
to row a boat Mediterranean fashion, and get 
some colour into your cheeks and that stoop 
out of your back.” 

John Stebbens was genuinely sorry to bid 
good-bye to the captain and to quit the 
comfortable old ship, but new and strange 
scenes speedily mitigated the poignancy of 
the parting. He was received with quiet 
hospitality into the Marelli household, made 
welcome for the sake of the captain, who 
was still well remembered at many minor 
ports along the Mediterranean, where, in the 
old days, he had traded not only fairly but 
with courtesy, despite his bluntness. 

The room allotted to Stebbens was large, 
and situated at the top of the great, rambling 
house. -It was an ideal place for study, as 
quiet and secluded as if he were the only 
inhabitant of the island. The windows 
faced full south, and gave a wonderful view 
over an intricate garden dotted with yellow 
oranges ; then across an olive orchard, whose 
pale-green foliage gave the impression that 
moonlight was continually shining upon it ; 
after that the sloping vineyard, and last, the 
towering cliffs of reddish-brown rock, and 
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the widespread intense blue of the sea, the 
horizon line lost in a dreamy haze tinted from 
pearl to purple, varying with the time of the 
day or change in the weather. And vivifying 
all, the warm sun and the cloudless sky, as if 


such things as a fog or a drizzle never touched: 


this radiant earth. No wonder the grateful 
islanders worshipped Mithras, the sun-god, 
in times gone by ; the problem was, rather, 
why they did not do so still. 

From this spacious room a door gave him 
egress to a flat, red-tiled roof, surrounded by 
a white parapet less than breast high ; then a 
narrow stone stairway descended to a still 
lower roof, and from that some steps led down 
to a balcony, and so round the house, every 
elevated promenade with its own amazing 
view, each differing from the others, bewilder- 
ing the stranger with the difficulty of choosing 
the most attractive. A final flight of steps 
conducted one to the garden and a pergola, 
two rows of white columns, supporting over- 
head a green framework, along which 
clambered and twined a wilderness of rose 
vines ; and so stepping down and down from 
his lofty apartment he could reach pergola, 
garden, orchard, and vineyard, ultimately 
attaining the sea, if he were a cliff-climber 
and had a steady head. 

It was on the morning of his second day 
at Capri that he saw for the first time his 
future teacher of the soft Italian tongue. 
He had come down from roof to roof and at 
last to the pergola, at the farther end of 
which, standing tiptoe on the balustrade, and 
reaching above her head, clipping roses from 
their stems, he saw the girl who had been 
five or six when the captain was last on the 
island. A rapid mental calculation assured 
the young man that this visit had taken 
place twelve or thirteen years before. Having 
secured the number of blossoms she required, 
the young woman sprang lightly down to the 
tiled court, turned round, and could hardly 
help noting that she was apparently an object 
of much interest to a youth standing awe- 
struck at the other end of this avenue of 
white pillars. Simultaneously they advanced 
towards each other and met in the middle of 
the pergola, the warm sunlight filtering down 
through leaves and branches on their heads. 

“Good morning, signor,” she greeted him 
in Italian; he had learned that much at 
least of the language from the captain, so 
he understood her and returned the greeting 
with an accent that brought a smile to her 
ripe red lips. She handed him a rose, but 
seeing he did not know what to do with it, 
standing there awkwardly holding it, she took 
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it from him again with a little laugh and 
pinned it daintily to the lapel of his coat. 
Then, with an inimitable, airy gesture of the 
hands, and a “There now!” she stepped 
back, contemplating him as an artist who has 
put the last deft touch to a picture, and the 
result seemed to please her ; for Stebbens was 
a good-looking young fellow, who had been 
somewhat suppressed all his life by adverse 
circumstances and by dominating people, so 
now blushed like a girl or like the rose that 
his downcast eyes regarded .in its new 
position. She was as unconventionally 
friendly as if she had still numbered only 
the six years the captain remembered. 

Suddenly, as if recollecting something 
urgent, she darted away from him and dis- 
appeared into the house, leaving him there 
with his mind in an unaccountable whirl as 
delicious as it was unusual. How pretty she 
was! How liquid her voice! How dazzling 
the swift glance of her laughing, dark eyes ! 
The unrestrained ardour of a child with the 
superb, completed form of a woman produced 
a combination that might disturb the com- 
placency of Saint Anthony himself, patron of 
all Capri fishermen, whose chapel stood on 
the southern edge of the island, convenient 
for preaching to the fishes, but distant from 
the haunts of the women, which showed some 
wisdom in the selection of a site on the part 
of the cautious Antonius. Could not the 
unimpressionable saint now bestow a season- 
able hint upon this youth that the paths of 
Capri are steep and dangerous, leading to 
unexpected precipices? All men are not 
adamant. It seemed, indeed, that this very 
warning was the watchful saint’s intention, 
for the girl whisked again into the pergola 
and handed the young man a letter. 

“Tt came last night,” she explained, and 
then, perched on the parapet, swinging her 
small foot to and fro, arranging the flowers 
to her satisfaction, she hummed an air, that 
he might read his correspondence untram- 
melled by any thought that he was neglecting 
her. He turned the letter over and over in 
his hand, recognising at once its angular 
superscription. It had been sent in care of 
the steamship agents in Naples, and by them 
forwarded to Capri, doubtless through the 
thoughtfulness of the captain in giving them 
his address, and perhaps not by the inter- 
vention of Saint Anthony at all. Miss 
Olcutt had said she would write to him 
every three days and send him a copy 
of the Church Times once a week, that 
he might not lack for wholesome reading. 
He slipped the letter unopened into his 
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“HE SAW FOR THE FIRST TIME HIS FUTURE TEACHER.” 


pocket with a sigh, at which the girl 
looked up with a smile and sprang from 
her perch to the floor. They wandered 
together through the garden, down under the 
olive trees, between the rows of vines, and 
finally came to a wall, over which they leaned 
looking far below them into the clear green 
water of the waveless sea, sparkling in the 
sunshine. He learned that her name was 
Lucia, and progressed so far with his Italian 
at any rate, but whether the knowledge 
gained that morning would assist him 
materially in his next scholarly examination 
was quite another matter. 

This outdoor lesson was the first of many 
such, and let Saint Antonius scowl as he may, 
he is hereby assured that language learning 
makes more progress when taught by sweet 
lips that laugh when mistakes are uttered 
than by thin, professorial lips which say 
sarcastic things with a sneer. Perhaps our 
colleges would be more popular than they 
are if pretty girls were the preceptors. Of 
course a man does not become an adept in 
even so easy a language as the Italian in a 
month, be he much cleverer than was young 
Stebbens ; but John could carry on a con- 
versation haltingly in the tongue, sometimes 
making himself vaguely understood, some- 
times not understood at all, until he appealed 
from the attractively arrayed living lexicon to 
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the more sombrely attired dictionary bound 
in boards. 

Signorina Lucia Marelli was certainly a 
fascinating teacher, and the method of tuition 
was most alluring, instruction being imparted 
as professor and pupil walked together along 
one of the three hundred and sixty-five paths 
which Capri offers to her visitors, each by-way 
seemingly more picturesque than the other ; 
each separate day of the year having a road 
for itself. 

But at last, somewhat late in the day, the 
very sweetness of this intercourse began to 
trouble him, the most conscientious of men. 
His own growing desire to be constantly 
with the girl, and her no less evident pleasure 
in his companionship, caused him anxious 
searchings of heart. A more conceited, 
person, or one with a greater knowledge of life, 
would have seen long before that Lucia was 
in love with him. But he had so little self- 
esteem that he could not understand why 
any woman should care for him, and, in 
truth, neither can I, for he was anything 
but clever, and not very much more than 
passably good-looking ; but the ways of the 
feminine mind are past understanding, and 
the fact remains that a lady in England 
was engaged to him and a girl in Italy was 
quite ready to be, while talented people 
like you or me are, alas! often ignored by 
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the sex. Perhaps it was his sterling honesty 
that carried such havoc among them ; his 


devotion to duty ; his conscientious industry ; - 


his evidently excellent intentions probably 
overshadowed his equally obvious incom- 
petence. Books tell us that perseverance 
is certain to succeed, which is not at all true ; 
but it may be that faith is stronger than 
reason in woman, and at least two of them 
seemed to believe in John Stebbens, who had 
such limited belief in himself. 

This conscientiousness, aroused too late, 
spurred him to action. He saw he was there 
under false pretences; he was not a free 
man, and must tell her so as diplomatically 
as he could. Her preference for him, if it 
really existed, of which he had still some 
doubts, would be modified by the announce- 
ment he felt it his duty to make, and thus a 
girlish fancy would not grow into anything 
more serious. 

The spot selected for the necessary confi- 
dence was ominous. She had taken him 
along a rugged path to the lofty Fern Grotto, 
a Gothic cavern in the mountain-side, high 
above the sea, facing the east, and com- 
manding a wonderful view of the castle, the 
Faraglioni rocks rising like cathedral spires 
from the waves, part of the old town and the 
villa of Tiberius in the distant sky. The 
name “ Fern” applied to the Grotto is harm- 
less and horticultural, and the place itself is 
warm and sunny, an excellent spot in which 
to while away an hour, learning Italian, view- 
ing the scenery, or in any other occupation ; 
nevertheless, the Grotto was the ancient 
dwelling-place of the Sirens, whose gentle 
voices lured men to their undoing, and of 
whom Homer sang :— 


Unblest the man whom music wins to stay 
Nigh the curst shore and listen to the lay. 


Neither John nor Lucia thought of Homer, 
or, indeed, knew much about him, as they 
sat together in the elevated cave he cele- 
brated, the first being occupied with thoughts 
of his coming announcement and the deftest 
form of disclosure ; the second, seeming well 
satisfied to view a scene exceedingly familiar 
to her, with elbow resting on knee and chin 
in hand gazing dreamily at the prospect. 

“I have not long to stay in Capri now,” 
began John, haltingly, in the best Italian at 
his command ; “ but, if all goes well, I hope 
to return some day with my wife.” 

If he expected a start of surprise, an 
exclamation of dismay, he was disappointed, 
and glancing sidelong at her he saw she 
remained motionless, the eyes perhaps a trifle 
more dreamy, a slight roseate glow slowly 
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overspreading her face as if the warm rays of 
the setting sun, striking the ruddy rocks 
before her, had thrown the stain of their 
reflection upon her. It was going to be an 
easier task than he had anticipated, yet: 
somehow the sigh which escaped him was 
not one of entire satisfaction. 

Not to make an unnecessary mystery of 
the Situation, it may be noted at this point 
that he mixed up his prepositions and used 
“for” instead of “with,” a stupid mistake 
that had little to excuse it, as the two small 
words are as unlike in the Italian as they are 
in the English. “I will return to Capri for 
my wife,” he actually said, when he thought 
he was proclaiming his intention to return 
with her. This misleading substitution of 
one seemingly unimportant little word for 
another gave a false key-note to the Siren 
song which was to follow. The girl naturally 
thought he was to return for žer; she imagined 
she was on the threshold of her first proposal, 
and even if his confused statement that he 
owed much to a woman who had something 
to do with his education had been more 
clear than was actually the case, she might 
well have been excused, knowing nothing of 
any other, for thinking that she was the 
woman he referred to. She had taught him 
the Italian he was mangling, and there was 
no reason to suspect that she was not the 
person he hoped to marry in fulness of time. 
And besides all this, they were in the Grotto 
of the Sirens, where men’s crushed bones 
have been found, and from which no man 
ever escaped unscathed. 

When he had finished his further hesitat- 
ing, groping oration he was surprised at the 
result of his eloquence. The blushing girl 
threw her arms about his neck, drew his head 
down to her, and kissed him full on the lips, 
an action which sent a thrill through his 
body such as had never followed the chaste 
salutes of the austere Miss Olcutt. The 
swift, clinging contact opened to him a new 
heaven and a new earth, that filled him with 
sudden delight, and wafted his senses soaring 
aloft ; but duty, stern and menacing, brought 
them down to the world again, and he 
realized with a spasm of pain the seductive 
danger of the situation, without in the least 
suspecting its cause. After that first linger- 
ing kiss she buried her warm face in his 
neck, and remained thus silent and quiescent. 

And now ignorance, that bright guiding star 
of the Anglo-Saxon in his relation with 
foreigners, came to his rescue. 

“These impulsive Italians are not as we 
are,” he said to himself. “This agitating 
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‘I HAVE NOT LONG TO STAY IN CAPRI NOW.” 


demonstration is merely the expression of a 
sisterly affection on hearing that the most 
important event in the life of a beloved 
brother is fixed and settled.” 

That seemed a most satisfactory inference, 
and it soothed the young man, without 
exactly consoling him. In fact, he was in an 
embarrassingly perturbed state of mind, sorry 
for himself that things were not as they 
seemed, knowing he must do his duty, certain 
he would do it, wishing the path of honour 
had not become so thorny to his feet. 

When they left the fateful Grotto she took 
his hand, and they walked thus in silence 
until they approached the haunts of man, and 
then she released it, lingeringly loth to do so, 
and at last came to her father’s house. She 
spoke rapidly to her parents, laughed 
nervously, and ran precipitately away, leaving 
him standing there alone with them, his face 
quite as red as hers. He could not follow 
what she had so glibly said, but gathered 
that it was something about his betrothal, 
and the additional publicity seemed somehow 
rather unnecessary. The old man, always 
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silent, merely rose and shook him by 
the hand, as was right and proper, 
but the girl’s mother impulsively 
caught him by the shoulders and 
kissed him first on one cheek, then 
on the other. So John got at last 
to his room, dazed and bewildered. 

But there was worse to follow, an 
ordeal very trying to a retiring, un- 
assuming young fellow, who shrank 
from demonstration and undue fuss. 
Next evening in the large room 
downstairs there was a gathering of 
kinsfolk and personal friends of the 
Marelli family. Lucia came, laugh- 
ingly for him and insisted that he 
should go down with her and receive 
their congratulations. 

` “Good gracious, Lucia,” he cried, 

“ you haven’t told everybody on the 
island about it, have you ?” 

“Why not?” exclaimed the aston- 
ished girl. “If you wanted it kept 
` secret, why did you not tell me so?” 

“ But it has nothing to do with 
them. Still, I suppose it doesn’t 
really matter, so IIl go with you.” 

Lucia, not knowing what to make 
of his unexpected reluctance, led 
him to the company, and felicita- 
tions were showered upon them, 
although some of the young men 
were not too cordial; for Lucia 
had plenty of suitors, and to see 
her thus snatched from them by a “forester ” 
was not the happy event to them that the girl 
seemed to regard it. The Italians call all 
foreigners “forestiere,” that is, bushmen, 
savages from the woods, recognising no 
culture or civilization outside of Italy, a 
curious self-conceit which we are all more or 
less afflicted with, terming it patriotism and 
the like. They appeared somewhat sullenly 
to agree with me that there is no accounting 
for feminine taste. 

One man, bearing the same name as the 
host and a nephew of his, watched the 
manner of the accepted lover narrowly and 
was not pleased with it. He was a man in 
business on the island, who had travelled and 
who spoke English well. He knew more of 
the world than any other present, and there 
was something secretive and sneakish about 
the attitude of Stebbens that displeased him. 
The youth had the bearing of one unex- 
pectedly forced out into the light of a 
publicity he dreaded, and the conclusions 
drawn by his watcher were of a sombre and 
discreditable nature. He said nothing until 
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the ceremony was finished and the guests 
dispersed, then he asked Stebbens to walk 
up to the village with him. When they were 
well clear of the house and alone in the dark, 
narrow lane Marelli said, abruptly, to his 
companion :— 

“When did 
place ?” 

“About two years ago,” answered the 
innocent Stebbens. 

“Two years ago!” exclaimed his ques- 
tioner, coming to a standstill. ‘Two years 
ago! I thought you were never on the 
island before this visit?” 

“ Neither was I.” 

“ And you are here now for the first time 
about a month ?” 

“c Yes.” 

“Then what are you talking about? 
How could you have become betrothed to 
Signorina Lucia two years ago ?” 

“T never said I was betrothed to the 
signorina,” cried the young man, with natural 
indignation, his heart sinking with an un- 
known dread all the same. Even in the 
darkness he saw the sinister lowering of the 
Italian’s brow. 

“Then what is the meaning of all this 
fooling? How did my cousin come to 
suppose herself engaged to you ?” 

“ She cannot suppose such a thing. 
to be married to a lady in England. 
the signorina so myself.” 

“You are either a scoundrel or a simpleton. 
You pretend, then, not to have understood 
that to-night’s ceremony was your formal 
engagement to Signorina Lucia, a girl a 
thousand times too good for the like of 
you.” 

“You horrify me,” cried the distressed 
young man. “I give you my word of honour 
it is all a most deplorable mistake.” 

“A mistake, is it? Well, it is a mistake 
you will have to rectify very quickly or it will 
be the worse for you.” 

“I will make every explanation and 
apology,” cried Stebbens, almost on the verge 
of tears. “I see how it happened now. It 
is all the fault of my lack of skill with the 
language. Iam very, very sorry.” 

“ This is not a thing that can be settled by 
words. You cannot shame my cousin before 
the whole island and then get out of it by 
saying it was all a mistake. You must marry 
the girl.” 

“That is impossible, I tell you.” 

“Oh, I don’t think so, You must not 
return there. Come with me and I'll give 
you a room in my house. Pll have your 


this engagement take 


lam 
I told 
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handbag sent to you within half an hour. 
You will be my guest until you are married.” 

“It is useless. I cannot go with you. I 
must be in Naples to-morrow.” 

“ Come along.” 

The nephew was a powerful man. He 
grasped young Stebbens by the wrist, and 
led him without difficulty. They passed 
through narrow lanes with high stone walls 
on either hand, meeting no one. The leader 
opened a door that looked ominously strong, 
and so into a dark, semi-subterranean hall, 
then up two flights of steps and into a room 
overlooking a flat roof and an orange garden. 

“You will find this very comfortable, I 
think,” said the self-imposed host, with 
decision. 

Stebbens rubbed his aching wrist with 
rising indignation at this high-handed treat- 
ment. 

“Do you expect to hold me a prisoner 
here against my will?” he cried. 

“Not at all. We never lock our doors in 
Capri. You are perfectly free to go when 
and where you please. I thought I was 
doing you a favour, for I was told you hadn’t 
much money. I cannot understand why my 
uncle should have consented to the absurd 
choice of Lucia, but he has done so, and 
that is enough for me. If you don’t like this 
room you may go to any hotel you choose. 
There are plenty of them.” 

“ I’m going to Naples in the morning.” 

The Italian shrugged his shoulders as if 
the young man’s future movements were a 
matter of indifference to him, and left the 
room without further comment. 

Stebbens sat down with his head in his 
hands, deeply grieved that his clumsiness had 
brought unmerited sorrow upon one whom 
he liked so well and who had been so 
sweetly kind to him. Still, there was nothing 
for him to do but to keep his word, although 
the path of duty had become increasingly 
unattractive to him for some time past. His 
valise was brought in, but he remained in 
his despondent attitude. He could not go 
to an hotel, for he had no money to spare, 
as the other had quite accurately hinted. 

Courage returned with daylight. He would 
take the early boat, get to Naples, and from 
there write a long, explanatory letter to 
Lucia. She at least would understand, 
doubtless forgive, and perhaps pity. He felt 
himself rather more in need of pity than of 
forgiveness. As his host had said the evening 
before, no locked doors impeded him. The 
way was clear, and he walked to the Piazza 
valise in hand. Anxious to be on board the 
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steamer as speedily as possible, even at the 
expenditure of a lire, he hailed a cab, but the 
coachmen, usually so eager for fares, showed 
no celerity at the prospect of his custom. 
One and all shook their heads. They were 
engaged. There was no time to waste, so he 
turned into the tunnel under the clock-tower 
and went rapidly down the steep stone steps. 
Already the steamer had whistled once. The 
path led between high walls, and at one of 
the numerous turns he 
came unexpectedly upon a 
man he had never seen 
before, but who was quite 
palpably waiting for him. 
The man hada long 
knife in his hand, 
and he was whiling 
away the time by 
twirling it in the air 
and catching it very | 
deftly by the handle 
as it descended. 
He ceased this 
amusement as Steb- 
bens descended 
uponhim, and stood 
in the middle of the 
narrow pathway. 

“ Where are you 
going, signore ?” 

“To the Marina,” 
answered Stebbens, +- 
coming to an en- 
forced standstill. 

“Oh, no. It is 
much pleasanter at 
the town in the 
winter. The signore will 
return.” 

“Do you mean to 
threaten me ? ” deman- 
ded Stebbens, angrily. 

“The signore will 
return,” repeated the 
Italian, with a smile. 
“T will carry the bag.” 

The signore dd return. It was an 
absurd situation, of course, but there 
was no help for it. He had some 
wild notion of appealing to whosover 
he met in the Piazza, but when he 
reached this little square he felt 
this would merely succeed in making him 
more ridiculous than he already was. Every- 
body was so beamingly pleasant. The 
cabmen, with laughter, offered him boister- 
ously the use of their vehicles, but the 
steamer was already moving away from the 
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“HE WAS WHILING AWAY 
THE TIME BY TWIRLING 
IT IN THE AIR.” 


island, and there would not be another 
departing boat until three in the afternoon. 
The brigand who had stopped him in 
the lane was now merely an inoffensive 
porter who carried the valise with humble 
deference, his knife concealed. There 
was a touch of opera -bouffe about the 
whole situation that filled young Stebbens 
with dumb, hopeless resentment. It was 
an incredible thing that a free -born 

Briton should be interfered with, baffled, 

and held practically a prisoner without 
process of law in a celebrated 
centre of civilization fre- 
quented by his countrymen, 
and yet here it was being 
done with the utmost good 
nature, if we except the 
episode of the knife. Never- 
theless, the thought of the 
afternoon boat brought en- 
couragement. By that time 
the streets would be full of 
people promenading. The 
Marina would be 
thronged with Eng- 
lish and Americans 
departing. No man 
would dare draw a 
knife in that crowd. 
He would go boldly 
to the Marina by 
the broad main 
road and not 
through the more 
direct narrow lane, 
frequented mostly 
by the islanders. 
At the first sign of 
molestation he 
would cry aloud 
and gather round 
him all within hear- 
ing who spoke his 
own tongue, then 
there would be an 
end to this illegal 
detention. He had 
unlimited faith in 
the sense of justice and the 
courage of those who spoke 
English. His conjectures 
proved to be well-founded. 
Starting boldly forth in ample time to walk 
slowly to the port, Stebbens found himself in 
a reassuring atmosphere of his own language. 
The natives he met scowled at him, but no 
one ventured to retard his progress. All the 
same, his heart beat rapidly and he clung to 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE ISLAND MANTRAP. 25 


the outskirts of a party speaking his own 
tongue and going his way. 

The little pier and breakwater were 
crowded with a laughing, chattering, merry 
throng, as is always the case when the 
afternoon steamer sails away. Porters with 
luggage, loudly vociferating, rushed here 
and there. The steamer lay placidly in the 
offing, her funnel emulating the cone of dis- 
tant Vesuvius. Small white boats with red 
cushions took on passengers at the stone steps 
and were rowed out to the steamer. Almost 
breathless with the dramatic tension of the 
moment, Stebbens walked along the jetty. 
The boatman grabbed his valise, flung it 
airily into the prow, and held out his hand to 
assist the young man into the heaving craft. 
But as Stebbens stepped too eagerly aboard 
the boat swung out a little from the pier, 
enough in itself to have caused a mischance, 
which was rendered complete by a clumsy 
hurrying porter staggering against the victim. 
There was a loud splash, a cry of “ Man 
overboard,” and a scream from some ladies 
in the boat and on the jetty. The water 
was clear as air,and deep enough to cover 
the head of a tall man standing in it. There 
could be no peril, for there was no lack of 
assistance ; indeed, the only danger seemed 
to lie in the prompt multiplicity of help, for 
six islanders instantaneously plunged to the 
rescue, one alighting squarely on the shoulders 
of the struggling man and bearing him again 
to the bottom. At first the struggle was 
comical, too many cooks and all of them 
in the broth; but by-and-by the contest 
began to look serious. A stentorian English- 
man on the pier shouted forth :— 

“You will drown the man between you. 
Let all but two come out. Somebody put 
that in Italian, and quickly, or there will be 
a tragedy.” 

A cool-headed Italian took charge, and 
speedily brought order out of the hullabaloo. 
It was the younger Marelli, nephew of the 
old man. The excited islanders came drip- 
ping up the steps, supporting the limp form 
of the unfortunate youth. The ever-ready 
flask of the Englishman was put to his pale 
lips, and he revived slightly. 

“He will be ‘all right in an hour. I'll 
look after him,” said the sympathetic Marelli 
as he took off his own overcoat and wrapped 
it round the shivering Stebbens, an act of 
kindness much appreciated by the foreign 
bystanders, who made eulogistic remarks 
about the good-heartedness of the Capri 
people. The young man was taken to a 


ready cab, every waiting coachman lending 
Vol. xxii.—4, 
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wraps for his comfort. The English-speaking 
people who had witnessed this scene of un- 
selfish heroism got up a subscription on the 
spot for the men who had submerged them- 
selves, and as this was being distributed among 
them the rattling cab was conveying Stebbens 
back to the village again, accompanied by 
his host, who put him to bed and gave him 
something strong to drink when they reached 
the room he had so hopefully left a short 
time before. Next morning Stebbens was 
feverish, and threatened with an attack of ill- 
ness, but they tended him assiduously, and 
there were no permanent bad effects from his 
attempt to open the bathing season in Capri 
too early in the year. The nephew was 
invariably kind, and gave the young man 
soothing advice. 

“ There is no use in trying to get away by 
the steamer again. It is bound to fail. 
You see, it is never the same people who leave 
by that boat, and the trick can be done as 
often as you care to be the chief performer. 
Of course, if done twice before the same 
people they might suspect that the ducking 
was not accidental, but they are all strangers, 
here for a day, unimaginative folks, who would 
not believe you if you told them the truth. 
This sort of thing is contrary to law, and 
therefore impossible from their point of view. 
If a countryman did listen to you he'd 
merely think you were engaged in a low 
intrigue and were trying to escape the con- 
sequences. Hed despise you for being 
played with in this way, and would likely 
refuse to involve himself in your quarrel, even 
if he had the time to stay and attend to it. 
I never liked you nor pretended to, but if 
Lucia wants you she’s going to have you— 
make up your mind to that.” 

More and more the difficulty of adequately 
explaining the situation to some incredulous 
stranger oppressed the sensitive young man. 
The story would be received either with 
laughter or distrust. When able to be about 
again he haunted the Marina, but never 
ventured on the breakwater. He tried in- 
effectually to bribe boatmen to convey him 
aboard from various points of the island. 
He wandered unmolested along the shore, 
north and south, and once nearly eluded the 
unceasing but generally invisible vigilance. 
On the south side one evening he. hailed a 
fishing-boat and found the crew belonged to 
the mainland. The captain offered to land 
him at Positano for ten francs. They had 
hardly left the shadow of the island when he 
saw with dismay an eight-oared boat rapidly 
overtaking the craft he was in. His own 
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rowers saw it too and stopped work. He 
urged them to proceed, offered all the money 
he possessed, but they shook their heads. 
The big boat came alongside, and after a few 
words from the man in command to the 
captain of the fishers the 
discomfited youth was 
transferred from one boat 
to the other, the captain 
of the Positano boat sud- 
denly failing to under- 
stand Stebbens’s language 
when he demanded at 
least the re- 
turn of his ten 
francs. He 
was landed in 
deep despond- 
ency at the 
Grand Marina, 
and walked in 
the gloom 
again to the 
room that al- 
ways awaited 
him. A copy 
of the Church 
Times had 
arrived by the 
evening mail, 
and lay on his 
table. He 
read its en- 
livening pages 
disconso- 
lately, and his 
thoughts float- 
ed back to 
England and 
to her who had 
sent the paper 
to him every. 


week. What 
must they 
think of him 


in England by 
this time? His 
unexplained 
failure to keep his appointment with the 
friendly captain at Naples troubled him more 
than, perhaps, anything else. He hated 
people to be disappointed in him, yet he was 
always disappointing everyone with whom he 
came into contact. He tried to write a letter 
to Miss Olcutt, but could not do it, for he 
felt her severe, uncompromising eye upon 
him. An attempted letter to the captain 
was also a failure, for the captain was a 
friend of old Marelli, and somehow all 
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“ THERE WAS NO LACK OF ASSISTANCE.” 


explanations seemed even more unconvincing 
on paper than they did by word of mouth. 

It would be futile to follow his unsuccess- 
ful efforts to reach the mainland. The 
“ Giro ” had elements of comedy in it that 

were entirely unappreciated by him, 

for he had little sense of humour. 

He thought he had succeeded in 
bribing a boat’s crew 
at last, but when 
they all got afloat, 
some time after mid- 
night (he had got 
down to the water's 
edge with much un- 
necessary craft and 
secrecy), the men 
pretended that they 
= understood him to 
: engage them for the 
“ Giro,” which is a 
strip of water com- 
pletely round the 
island, a delightful 
voyage in favourable 
circumstances, but 
rarely indulged in 
during the 
small hours of 
the morning. 
~ So he was 
taken the cir- 
cuitand landed 
in the grey 
dawn at the 
point from 
which he 
started. Even 
he began. to 
suspect that 
the natives 
were having a 
good deal of 
amusement 
i with him, and 
= this last ven- 
ture had the 
practical result 
of relieving him of his final piece of money. 
His valise had gone long before, and now 
his purse was empty. Helpless indeed he 
knew himself to be as he walked listlessly 
from the port to the town. 

But the “Giro” was his friend after all. 
It had been too good a joke to keep strictly 
within native circles, and it leaked out, more 
or less distorted, among the English residents, 
who described the forlorn circumnavigation 
as the “ Jeer-O,” following the pronunciation 
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of the word. Opinion was unanimously 
against him. “Served him right,” was the 
universal verdict, given without hearing his 
side of the story, and thus the news came by 
a roundabout method to the ears of Signorina 
Lucia, who had fancied her supposed lover 
long since in his native land. Curiously 
enough, it had never occurred to Stebbens to 
make an appeal to the girl herself. He was 
ashamed to meet her, and so avoided all 
chance of doing so by keeping to his room, 
except when prowling about the coast. Lucia 
was a sensible girl, and took no chances of 
any expostulation from her relatives. “God 
helps those who help themselves,” and she 
acted on the proverb. 

The doddering old clock on the Piazza 
had just struck two in the morning when 
Stebbens was awakened by a tapping at the 
window which gave access to the flat roof. 
He had a dreamy impression that the tapping 
had been long continued ; he seemed to have 
heard it for hours. Wondering sleepily what 
new trick was meditated against him, he 
opened the window, and a dark figure on the 
roof shrank farther into the blackness of the 
night. 

“Get ready, quickly and very quietly,” 
she said, in a breathless whisper, “and come 
out tome. Don’t speak. It is I— Lucia.” 

He was speedily by her side, and she led 
him down on to the garden, then to a lane, 
finally to the comparatively open country. 
There was no opportunity for conversation, 
even if she had not peremptorily forbidden 
it. They were soon on a steep, uncertain, 
and somewhat dangerous path that led to 
the sea. She hurried him with caution, and 
finally took his hand ‘to steady him, which 
action made his heart beat faster than either 
the exertion or the danger. In a cove a 
small boat lay on the waveless water. She 
directed him, still ina hushed voice, to seat 
himself in the stern, then, standing up in the 
boat facing the direction it was to go, began 
to row, not skirting the shore, but striking 
right out to sea, working the blades noise- 
lessly, without a sound of splashing or any 
rattle at the rope-looped thole-pins. For a 
while Stebbens sat there dazed, not sure but 
he was still dreaming. Once well clear of 
the island, the fair and silent mariner turned 
her skiff toward the east. The revolving 
light on the mainland winked incessantly at 
them, as well it might, for many curious 
things had happened in Capri since the time 
Tiberius held high jinks there. 

“ Lucia, let me row,” cried Stebbens at 
last. 
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“ Hush, hush! You must not talk. Sound 
travels far on the water at night. The rowing 
is easy. You will believe me when I say I 
had no idea you were still on the island 
until yesterday. They told me you had 
gone when they took away your valise from 
our house that night—that nigh——” there 
came a catch in her voice and she could get 
no farther. 

“And you, Lucia—you knew I never 
meant to—to cheat you—to tell what was 
not true—to 4 

“ Yes, yes, I know. 
I alone was to blame.” 

“No, it was my stupidity. I hope it is. 
not wrong to wish that I were free, but I do 
wish it, Lucia.” 

“ You will be free in a few hours, if you 
keep quiet now.” è 

“I dont mean that kind of freedom, 
Lucia.” 

“ Oh, I knew very well what you meant. I 
was just joking with you to show that the 
case is not at all serious. You will forget all 
about it in a little while. I have forgotten 
about it already.” 

“ Have you really, Lucia?” 

“Certainly. Would I be rowing you to the 
mainland if I hadn’t ?” 

“ That's true,” said the dejected young man, 
with a sigh. 

For a time she would not permit him to 
row, but at last, when they were well clear of 
the island, she resigned the oars to him, pro- 
testing that he did not know how to use them. 
However, he did very well, muscle-power 
being stronger than brain-power with him 
perhaps. He sat on the thwart and rowed 
thus, facing her, although she made sarcastic 
remarks about the position, and averred that 
the method of Capri was better, allowing the 
weight of the body to supplement the strength 
of the arms. . He protested that his attitude 
would give him the advantage of seeing her 
face when daylight came, and she with a little 
laugh said he would be tired by that time, 
begging her to take the oars. The laugh 
reminded him poignantly of former days and 
was bitterly sweet to him, but the first flush 
of dawn showed traces of tears on her 
cheeks, as if she had been crying silently 
during the night. He stopped rowing and 
looked at her. 

“Lucia,” he said, “this is pretty hard on 
me too.” 

She smiled waveringly and replied, with 
some attempt at jauntiness :— 

“Oh, I’m quite willing ‘to take the oars, 
then.” 





It was all my folly. 
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He ignored her bantering. 

“This going away. Duty or no duty, I 
believe if I were half a man I’d tell those 
folks in England to go to—thunder!” 

“Giovanni, you have improved wonder- 
fully in your Italian. Who has been teaching 
you since I stopped?” 

“A lady named Solitude, not nearly so 
nice a teacher as you were. They took 
everything away from me but my Italian 
book, and I have been studying that.” 

“Giovanni, you must row, or let me row. 
Time is passing.” 

“ Let it pass. 

- with their pursuit. 
yet.” 

“Giovanni,” she said, earnestly, leaning 
forward, “ a man’s word is the man. You 
must keep your word, and I am helping you 
to do that. Let me take the oars. Oh, you 
must ; you must. Do not be cruel to me.” 


I wish they would hurry up 
I see no signs of them 


She was standing trying to control her 
countenance, but her lips quivered nervously 
at the corners, and she hurried him back to 
the seat she had left, throwing herself into 
the work, forging the boat ahead through the 
Now and then she glanced 


iridescent water. 


“THROWING HERSELF INTO THE WORK, FORGING THE BOAT AHEAD.” 


Digitized by Go gle 





back over her shoulder, but Capri floated in 
a cloud of purple haze, only the peaks painted 
a living red by the rising sun. The sea 
between was empty. The freedom of the 
Englishman was at hand. 

They landed on the rugged mainland and 
secured the boat. 

“ Is it to.be good-bye then, after all?” he 
stammered, weakly. 

“Not yet, not yet. I must set you on 
the path to Sorrento. Come.” 

They climbed the steep hill together, her 
large eyes momentarily questioning the far- 
spreading sea. Suddenly the glance became 
an intent gaze, and she stopped. He, look- 
ing backward, could discern nothing but the 
blue and the dream island swimming in it. 

“ They are coming, they are coming,” she 
cried. “Three boats, one following us, one 
making for Solerno, the other for Sorrento. 
We shall beat them yet, but you must hurry. 
There will perhaps be ten oars in each boat.” 
The excitement dried the moisture in her 
eyes; her whole body was animated with 
the tense anxiety of the pursued ; she led 
the way rapidly up the hill, he following 
laboriously, too breathless to protest. 

Once on the rugged pathway she paused 
with a deep sigh of relief. He could now 
see the glitter of the sun on the oars that 
rose and fell with a quick rhythmic move- 
ment. The rowers were consuming the 
distance with stalwart celerity. 

“Giovanni, this path will take you to 
Sorrento. Hurry, hurry, you will not be 
safe until you are in the train at Castel- 
lamare. Get the best carriage you can at 
Sorrento to take you there. And—oh, I was 
near forgetting the most important thing. 
Here is money. Don’t spare it. They 
did not intend to keep your money, but 
this will cancel their debt. You may send 
me back from England the difference.” 

As she eagerly brought forth the notes 
two letters and a paper fell from the 
leathern receptacle which hung at her 
side, and into which she had placed every- 
thing she was to give him at the last. 

“ How stupid Iam. It is my fear least 
you be overtaken. ‘These letters came 
last night and the journal. Don’t stop to 
open them now.” 

In spite of her prohibition he opened 
the one which bore the crest of his college 
on the envelope, glanced at it, and gave 
a cry of dismay. 

“Ts it bad news, Giovanni?” 

“Yes. I have failed completely this 
time, and am dismissed from the college 
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as a hopeless incompetent, which is exactly 
what Iam. I can never be a clergyman now.” 

“Iam sorry. Perhaps the other letter will 
give better news.” 

He read that also, and let sheet and 
envelope flutter to the ground. 

“ Is it worse than the first ?” 

“No.” 

“ Not good news, though?” 

“Very good news. Completely wipes out 
the other. I am just trying to realize it.” 

“That is well, then. Iam happy that you 
go with pleasant tidings. Here is your 
paper, Giovanni, and good-bye. You must 
hasten, for the 
boats are coming 
very fast.” 

“ Deuce take 
the paper!” he 
cried, flinging it 
far down the 
hill, where any 
searcher for anti- 
quities may still 
find it. The girl 
looked at him in 
amazement. 

“ Lucia, Miss 
Olcutt writes, giv- 
ing also the news 
of my failure. I 
will not be a 
clergyman, there- 
fore she cannot 
marry me. Lucia, 
Lucia, our be- 
trothal was the 
true betrothal, 
after all. Let us 
celebrate it.” 

“ Giovanni,” 
she beseeched, 
with more of 
agony in her voice 
than he had ever 
before heard; 
“oh, Giovanni,” 
holding him off, 
“I cannot, can- 
not bear a second 
mistake.” 

“There is no mistake at all, either first or 
second. We are going back to Capri. The 
only mistake was in my failing to recognise I 
was intended for a vinedresser and not a 
clergyman. Lucia, I am yours if you will 
have me, though, as your polite cousin truly 
says, you are a thousand times too good for 
such as I. And now we will have the joke 
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“í 1 CANNOT, CANNOT BEAR A SECOND MISTAKE,” 


on those hurrying boatmen. We will go 
down to meet them. I will say to them, 
smiting my breast, that a beautiful Capri 
girl and a freeborn Englishman are not to 
be coerced into marrying each other. We 
have come to the mainland to show that 
we could escape if we wanted to. Those 
lads have had a lot of fun with me, now 
I’m going to say ‘April Fool’ to them. 
TIl make them wonder what they were 
in such a hurry for. Let us go back to 
our boat.” 

The girl clapped her hands in glee, but 
she was quicker-witted than her fiancé. 

“If we go 
down there,” she 
said, “they may 
think we gave up 
the flight. Let 
us go on to Sor- 
rento. They can- 
not possibly 
overtake us. We 
will be in time 
for the morning 
steamer to Capri. 
When that 
steamer arrives 
at the Grand 
Marina we will 
land together in 
the sight of all 
Capri, and before 
the three boats 
can have re- 
turned. By this 
time everyone 
knows of the pur- 
suit, and once 
you are on the 
steamer, of 
course, everyone 
knows you could 
have gone any- 
where in the 
world you wanted 
to. They can 
never say you 
were forced to 
marry me.” 

“ A splendid 
idea !” shouted John, enthusiastically. 

“ Ah, Giovanni, we are neither of us fit 
for the church, for first you swear and now 
I’m plotting deceit, but let us on to Sorrento. 
Tl run you a race.” 

They joined hands and sped along the 
path to Sorrento, which proved to be their 
entering upon the path of life together. 
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His Majesty's Patent Office. 


By Joun MILLs. 


Men, my brothers, men the workers, ever reaping something new. 
That which they have done but earnest of the things that they shall do. 


Not in vain the distance beacons. 


Forward, forward, let us range, 


Let the great world spin for ever down the ringing grooves of change. —TENNYSON. 


HANCERY LANE, that lively 

thoroughfare between High 
Holborn and Fleet Street, is 
about equally divided between 
students and practitioners of 
the law on the one hand and 
patent agents on the other. 

Here come the great army of inventors 
from the four corners of the earth, who 
hover about His Majesty’s Patent Office 
like vultures over a dead carcass; and 
the patent specification, till recently clothed 
in blue, is the one thing ever present in 
most offices round about Chancery Lane. 
I fancy many of those 
constantly engaged in 
poring over and trying 
to unravel the mysteries 
contained in these blue- 
books will sometimes 
themselves feel blue. 

As you enter the hall 
the inevitable sentry, with 
his peaked cap and blue 
frock-coat labelled 
“Patent Office,” bars 
the way. This good old 
retainer knows every man 
in the building, and 
refers you at once to 
Room No. X Y Z, and 
the floor where the person 
sought may be found. If 
you happen to be lucky, 
the object of search may 
turn up quickly; but 
likely enough you will 
ramble for a while on a 
wild-goose chase along 
the wrong corridor and jump a time or two, 
like an escaped lunatic, out of the frying- 
pan into the fire. ‘There is an air of bustling 
activity about the place. Decently clad, cheer- 
ful, and well-nourished officials, agents, or 
inventors constantly traverse the corridors, 
ascend and descend the great staircase, and 
pass in and out at the hall door ; as often as 
not they carry in their hands the blue-clad 
specification which, in effect, they have in- 
dividually married, so to speak, taken it for 
better and for worse with all its imperfections ; 
for it is to them the way to wealth, whether 
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MR. C. N. DALTON, COMPTROLLER OF THE PATENT 
OFFICE. 
From a Photo. by J. Russell & Sons. 


the path be long or short, straight or crooked, 
pleasant or nauseating. 

Evelyn, in his diary, August 6th, 1657, 
says: “ I went to see Colonel Blount, who 
showed me the application of the ‘way- 
wiser’ to a coach, exactly measuring the 
miles, and showing them by an index as 
we went on. It had three circles, one point- 
ing to the number of rods, another to the 
miles, by ten to 1,000, with all the sub- 
divisions of quarters ; very pretty and useful.” 

I cannot here trace fully the many stages 
by means of which the present system of 
granting patents grew, as the result of efforts 
to eliminate the unjust 
monopolies granted in 
past times to favourites 
of the King for services 
rendered in connection 
with the Royal cause. A 
manuscript calendar of 
patents used to be kept 
at the old Patent Office 
in Quality Court, and it 
contained a record of 
grants from the year 1617 
down to 1851; these have 
been printed at a cost of 
£90,000,and copies from 
1617 to date may be had 
in the sales department. 
In 1884 the J/ustrated 
Journal of Patents was 
founded; it contains only 
brief descriptions of the 
essential features of in- 
ventions with just enough 
illustration to elucidate 
the text, so that when a 
person wishes to know if an idea is novel, he 
can find out by searching this journal in about 
one-tenth the time it would take if the full 
specifications were individually consulted. 

All applications for patents must be made 
in English, and no models are required to 
demonstrate that the invention is workable. 
Provisional protection can be obtained for 
nine months at a cost of £1, and at the end 
of that time the complete specification will 
require a stamp, value £3. Every patent is 
granted for the term of fourteen years from 
the date of application, subject to the 
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payment of the prescribed annual fees, which, 
for the ten instalments, amount to £95, 
but the annual fee gives an inventor a 
chance, at reasonable cost, of experimenting 
as to whether his novelty will succeed. Any 
person who represents that an article sold by 
him is a patented article when no patent has 

een granted for it is liable for every offence 
on summary conviction to a fine not exceed- 
ing £5. The Patent Office does not under- 
take to give legal advice or opinions on any 
subject connected with patent law, which, 
like other laws, is left to the interpretation of 
professional men. The patent laws of this 
country make no 
provision for an 
official search as 
regards novelty, 
and, consequently, 
British patents are 
taken out at the risk 
of applicants, who 
are expected to 
cause a search to 
be made as to the 
novelty of their in- 
ventions either 
before they make, 
or before they com- 
plete, their applica- 
tions. It is left to 
every person to 
protect his rights 
by opposition or 
otherwise. A patent 
is granted upon an 
application which 
passes the pre- 
scribed stages and 
is unopposed, 
whether the inven- 
tion be novelor not. 

Every application 
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Mr. Cornelius Neale Dalton, C.B., the 
Comptroller, frequently holds a court within 
the office to hear oppositions to the grants 
of patents. He sits on a rostrum, and 
the opposing parties are disposed on oppo- 
site sides with a barrier between them! 
Kick my idea, kick me, is a point on 
which the inventor is rather sensitive, and 
the barrier is sometimes useful for preventing 
too close an embrace when the discussions 
become somewhat lively and the prospects 
bid fair to afford a prize-ring display where 
cool arbitration only is intended. This court 
is a most useful institution, and saves large 
sums which might 
be otherwise wasted 
in litigation. Where 
a case at law might 
cost £300, the 
Comptroller, with 
his wide experience 
and the staff of ex- 
perts in the office 
to assist him, can 
decide a case for as 
many pence, and so 
avoid a suit at law. 
I do not regard 
the Patent Office as 
a perfect national 
institution as it 
exists at present, 
but it is infinitely 
better than it was 
twenty years ago, 
and there is a 
never-flagging zeal 
among its chiefs to 
approximate nearer 
and nearer the ideal 
stage. Compared 
with what Dickens 
called the “Circum- 











for a patent passes 
through known 
hands, and its pro- 
gress is always capable of being followed, so 
that it could be traced at any instant to the 
care of the particular official attending to 
it. Inventors who come to the Patent 
Office are generally ignorant of what has 
gone before, and are often quite unfamiliar 
with the subject they are trying to im- 
prove. Sometimes by referring applicants 
to the illustrated abridgments they are 
obliged to go sadly away, though possibly 
still unconvinced that their ideas are old. 
Ladies, too, often worry the officials over 
patent ornaments or dress attachments. 
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MR. HATFIELD, CHIEF EXAMINER OF PATENTS. 
From a Photo. by George Newnes, Ltd. 


locution Office,” it 
is changed indeed. 
In his “Poor 
Man’s Tale of a Patent,” Dickens gives us a 
vivid picture of the time and trouble and 
expense involved in getting a patent through. 
He says: “ Look at the Home Secretary, the 
Attorney-General, the Patent Office, the 
Engrossing Clerk, the Lord Chancellor, the 
Privy Seal, the Clerk of the Patents, the 
Lord Chancellors Purse-Bearer, the Clerk of 
the Hanaper, the Deputy Clerk of the 
Hanaper, the Deputy Sealer, and the Deputy 
Chaff-Wax. No man in England could get 
a patent for an india-rubber band, or an iron 
hoop, without feeing all of them. Some of 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


32 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


them, over and over again. I went through 
thirty-five stages. I began with the Queen 
upon the Throne. I ended with the Deputy 
Chaff-Wax. Note. I should like to see 
the Deputy Chaff-Wax. Is it a man, 
or what is it? What I had to tell, I 
have told. I have wrote it down. I hope 
it’s plain. Not:so much in the handwriting 
(though nothing to boast of there) as in the 
sense of it. I will now conclude with 
Thomas Joy. Thomas said to me, when we 
parted, ‘John, if the laws of this country were 
as honest as they ought to be, you would 
have come to London, 
registered an exact de- 
scription and drawing of 
your invention, paid half 
a crown or so for doing of 
it, and therein and thereby 
have got your patent.’ My 
opinion is the same as 
Thomas Joy. Further, in 
William Butcher’s deliver- 
ing ‘that the whole gang 
of Hanapers and Chaff- 
Waxes must be done away 
with, and that England 
has been chaffed and 
waxed sufficient,’ I agree.” 
At that time the officials 
were rather indifferent. 
Mr. Barnacle, junior, 
found those young gentle- 
men singeing their knees 
and gaping their weary 
way on to four o’clock. 
Inquirers were met with 
the answer : “ Look here. 
Upon my soul, you mustn’t 
come into the place say- 
ing you want to know, 
you know.” 

Applications for patents 
contrary to general law are 
refused ; as, for example, 
those relating to gambling 
and to adulteration for 
purposes of deception, such as making milk 
to look like cream, or making the automatic 
machine give back the coin as well as the 
goods at certain intervals unknown to the 
purchaser. An inventor may take out a 
patent for almost any purpose imaginable, and 
it is therefore a great problem to classify such 
a higgledy-piggledy collection of subjects, so as 
to be convenient for reference, coming in as 
they do at the rate of about 30,000 annually, 
or roo per day. The kernel, however, is 
taken out of each specification by the 
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THE OLD PATENT OFFICE LIBRARY—NICKNAMED 
From a) ‘THE DRAIN-PIPE." 


abridger, and they are roughly divided into 
146 classes of illustrated volumes handy for 
searching rapidly, as they are as nearly as 
practicable kept up to date. It has been 
suggested to further subdivide these classified 
volumes into 7 multiplied by 146, or 1,022! 
At the end of last year there were about 
340,000 British specifications of patents, 
ranging from the year 1617 to 1900. The 
number of applications for patents during the 
year 1897 was 30,936, as compared with 
30,194 in 1896 and 25,065 in 1895. 
Although the number of patents applied 
for illustrates the progress 
of inventive activity, it 
does not afford any re- 
liable criterion as to the 
number which arrive at 


maturity. Out of the 
30,194 in 1896, for exam- 
ple, only 13,360 were 


completed, the rest being 
allowed to lapse after the 
nine months’ protection. 
In one hundred years 
650,123 patents were 
granted in the United 
States. France comes 
next with 308,558; Eng- 
land, 278,000; Belgium, 
154,155; Germany, 


126,114; Austria - Hun - 
gary, 82,933; Canada, 
65,510; Italy, 49,990. 


Thomas A. Edison, with 
727 patents, is, perhaps, 
the most prolific of inven- 
tors. There are about 
forty other inventors each 
of whom has upwards of 
one hundred patents to 
his credit. Of 25,786 
applications for patents 
in this country in 1899, 
15,340 were from England 
and Wales, 3,022 the 
United States, 2,921 Ger- 


(Caricature. 


many, 1,116 Scotland, 1,031 France, 431 
Austria, 396 Ireland, 208 Belgium, 163 
Canada, 137 Switzerland, 125 Russia, and 


112 Italy. No other country contributed as 
many as one hundred. 

The staff of skilled examiners of patent 
specifications includes men with special know- 
ledge of almost every branch of applied 
science, so that inventions upon being filed 
are relegated for attention to persons having 
the necessary competence for dealing with 
particular cases. There are also several 
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barristers in the office, and to one of these 
[am indebted for much friendly assistance 
in preparing this article. 

For a study in the evolution of libraries the 
Patent Office affords an interesting object- 
lesson. This most useful auxiliary to the 
numerous searchers after novelty began its 
career in a sort of tunnel in the old building 
which was pulled down a couple of years ago 
to make room for the fine new library 
buildings now approaching completion. A 
long table ran down the middle of the 
tunnel, and it was a rather comical scene to 
see the readers in varied attitudes rummaging 
about after knowledge under difficulties 
in the artificial light which illuminated 
that peculiar structure called by courtesy 
the library, but which some person, name 
not recorded, tickled by the peculiar 
phenomenon, christened the “ drain- 
pipe.” At present the library is tem- 
porarily at Bishop’s Court, about half- 
way up Chancery Lane, on the left, and 
as a working library for applied science 
and all that con- 
cerns invention 
there is nothing 
in London to 
compare with it. 
All departments 
of technical sci- 
ence and industry 
are represented ; 


THE PRESENT PATENT OFFICE LIBRARY 


proceedings of 
learned societies 
for each subject 
are arranged so 
that the reader 
can locate himself 
near the literature 
he wishes to study, 
and open access 
is granted to prac- 
tically all the 
library contains. 
Pens, ink, blot- 
ting - paper, and 
note - paper are 
supplied free and 
without stint, so 
that a reader may 
enter the library 
empty - handed 
and leave it with 
a complete essay 
in his possession, 
and then go to 
the A.B.C. or B.T.T. round the corner for a 
refreshing cup of tea, feeling that he can 
afford it. 

“ An age is known by its inventions,” says 
an old writer. If he meant by this that an 
age is great in proportion as its inventions 
are numerous, then he would have reckoned 
the present one great indeed. The variety 
of patents is endless, ranging from pins to 
flying machines and Keeley motors. 

Some of the specifications are very curious. 

There is a machine for washing and peeling 
potatoes, a workman’s dinner-can with a 
never-cooling food-warmer, a pie-funnel, and 
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crust supporter combined ; and all kinds of 
domestic appliances. 

A patent for propelling boats by means 
of windmills embodies a good idea if 
it could only be made to work. A 
pair of windmills is arranged upon a 
vessel with hollow masts through which 
vertical shafts drive a horizontal shaft in the 
hull by bevel gearing, and motion is com- 
municated to gearing wheels which may be 
connected by a sliding clutch for propelling 
in either direction, and should one windmill 
rotate faster than the other, and make the 
boat spin round instead of moving forward, 
the second windmill is thrown out of gear. 
The preceding illustration will make this plain. 
Considering that a battleship takes such a 
tremendous amount of coal 
to keep it alive, the Admiralty 
might take a hint from this ; aog 
or, if they cannot maintain 
equilibrium by thus placing 
the prime mover at the’ top, 
they might succeed better by 
putting the fleet on telescopic 
stilts adjustable as to depth 
of sea, and let them wade. 

Lecturers, clergymen, and 
lawyers whose memory may 
sometimes be rather trea- 
cherous will appreciate the 
genius of the inventor of the 
microphotoscope, of which 
we reproduce his own plans. 

It consists of a pair of specta- 
cles, or eye-glasses, with one 
or a number of minute photo- 
graphs arranged in or along 
the rim. The minute photo- 
graphs are placed behind suit- 
able magnifying glasses, and 
are so arranged that the eyes | 
of the wearer may see either 
one or all the photographs 
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in the rims of his spectacles; a lawyer 
his briefs, a clergyman his sermons, a tourist 
maps and views of the country he is travelling 
through, a shop-keeper a ready-reckoner, a 
doctor formule, a musician whole pieces of 
music, and a detective criminals wanted. 
Acrobats are invited to use a patent shoe, 
soled with iron, which will enable the wearers, 
with the aid of powerful electro-magnets, 
to walk head downwards along a metallic 
ceiling like so many overgrown insects. A 
Paris invention is for making imitation 
damask by coating the linen or cotton fabric 
with celluloid and impressing patterns upon 
it. From Vienna comes the idea of a coffin- 
cover made of a material to prevent crushing 
by the weight of the earth, and to accelerate 
decomposition. Another 
patent is for the protection of 
colouring matters by a com- 
pound which rejoices in the 
name of Nitro-alphylide- 
anthraquinone. In the year 
1599 a grant was made to 
Captain ‘Thomas Hayes for 
making of instruments of war 
for ten years. It was a mili- 
tary “hold-all” to contain a 
spade, a mattock, a hatchet, 
a saw, and not omitting an 
anvil and fourteen days’ vic- 
tuals. There is a proviso that 
the requirements of the 
Crown shall be supplied. In 
1604 the patentee notified 
his intention to present the 
above invention to the Crown, 
offering the Master of the 
Ordnance £2,000 if he could 
get the invention introduced 
into the southern counties. 
During the Civil War an 
inventor applied for a patent 
fora plough and cannon com- 


a 





without moving the specta- 
cles. They may be photo- 
graphs of written or printed matter, maps, 
views, landscapes, or any group of objects 
from which a photograph may be taken. 
Some of the uses to which the microphoto- 
scope may be put are the following : For the 
student, the series of minute photographs 
along the rim might consist of photographs of 
an epitomized grammar, history, geography, 
etc. As the rims can be changed so often as 
new microphotographs can be obtained, the 
student would be spared the trouble of carry- 
ing books about with him. A lecturer might 
have lecture notes photographed and placed 
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bined. The handles were to 
be guns, so that if the plough- 
man were attacked he wheeled about, fired 
his gun, and, if the enemy fled, went on with 
his ploughing. 

Tommy Atkins is not ignored by the 
inventor of the present time, who comes to 
his aid in order to gradually and easily initiate 
him into the mysteries of military art. For 
this purpose the necessary instructions to 
infantry are printed on a pocket-handkerchiet 
so that the attention of the user may be con- 
stantly directed to the details of the rifle 
printed thereon; the trumpet-calls are 
musically represented, and drawings illustra- 
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FIG. 3.— DUCK-SHOOTING, 








AN INGENIOUS DRESS FOR DUCK-SHOOTING. 


tive of the attitude to be taken up or 
precautions to be observed by the soldier 
when left to his own resources are presented 
with printed instructions around the outer 
margin of the handkerchief. Getting gold 
from wheat by exchange at so many 
sovereigns per ton is plausible enough, but 
one inventor cuts up the wheat straw into 
fine square snips, and puts them in a jar of 
ordinary cold water. Allowing the steep to 
remain quiet for ten hours at a temperature 
of 59deg. Fah., he then strains off the liquor 
into a shallow pan, allows it to stand for 
twenty-four hours, and afterwards catches up 
the skim, allows it to dry, “so getting some 
results of films of gold.” 

A rather jolly and exhilarating contrivance 
for sportsmen consists of a waterproof dress 
with a buoy or float to encircle the waist of 
the wearer. As will be seen from the annexed 
drawings, within the buoy are fitted two 
separate tight chambers of india-rubber cloth 
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for protection in case of collision and to 
maintain steadiness in the water as in the 
case of a boat. The body, floated waist- 
high, can be urged forward by a screw 
propeller, and on the float is fitted an 
apparatus like enlarged duck-feet for work- 
ing like a small pair of oars or paddles. 
Four persons, as well as the operator, can 
be supported on the float without over- 
balancing it. ‘‘ For duck-shooting, where 
the use of a boat would disturb the birds, 
the dress or apparatus would enable the 
sportsman to approach almost insensibly, 
carrying his gun horizontally fixed on to 
the float by suitable fittings which protect 
the gun. This dress or apparatus is also 
adapted for use in deep-sea fishing, cross- 
ing rivers, navigating, and exploring 
purposes.” 

One of the most curious ideas I have 
come across is that of an inventor of 
“hair-scent extract.” ‘The scent or smell 
of the hair of healthy females possessing 
good digestion is said to possess ener- 
| gizing and animating influences, and is 

advantageous to the health. He makes 
an extract from human hair by means of 
milk and sugar and adds a small quantity 
of the purest alcohol. The resulting liquid 
is added in drops to water used in the 
preparation of viands, etc. 

Another queer invention (here de- 
picted) is designed to enable a person 
photographed to resemble the arms of 
the Isle of Man (three legs), by fixing 
to the person a third artificial leg 























A DFVICE TO FNABLF THE USER TO RESEMBLE THE MANX ARMS, 
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ehind. It is either strapped to the person, 
hooked on by hooks or springs, or supported 
independently as a separate article of furni- 
ture, against which the “sitter” rests or 
presses. ‘This photographic studio appli- 
ance will be found to have a limited use in 
acting, and possibly other trades and profes- 
sions besides photography—in fact, anywhere 
where the human figure can be advantage- 
ously made to mimic the Manx arms.” 

Volcanoes, those ulcerations of the earth’s 
crust which vomit liquid fire, are, according 
to one inventor, to be harnessed and applied 
to useful purposes. The volcanic heat is to 
be drawn into receptacles provided with 
tubes for distribution to public and private 
buildings, even to great distances; the in- 
vention may be applied to heating baths, 
drying-rooms, and for distilling water. The 
water of marshes is to be purified by distilla- 
tion, and “to condense it more quickly, 
ice-houses may be added to the centres.” 
Really ! 

Children come in for a treat by way of 
what the inventor calls ‘Confectionery 
Jewellery.” The object is to prevent all 
such mischiefs as the swallowing of hard 
materials used in the manufacture of jewellery 
by discarding such substances as coral, jet, 
glass, and metal, and replacing them by con- 
fectionery. Necklaces, brooches, earrings, 
and bracelets in the young wearer’s untiring 
fingers and accommodating mouth will 
reduce the chances of harmful accidents, 
“and besides this, the pleasure derived from 
the wearing a pretty ornament will be sup- 
plemented by the satisfaction of enjoying a 
sweetmeat afterwards.” 

To devise an instrument able to record 
automatically not only the distance travelled 
by a bicycle or other vehicle, but also the 
various directions followed during the 
journey and the hills ascended or descended, 
would be by many people pronounced 
impossible. However, a little piece of 
apparatus called the “ pathometer ” has been 
invented which claims to do all these things. 
The record of distance travelled, of course, 
presents no difficulties. The record of direc- 
tions is not so simple, but, as might be 
expected, it is obtained by means of a com- 
pass. As to ascents and declines, the problem 
is solved by a pendulum. The pathometer 
is fixed to the frame of the vehicle in such a 
way that this pendulum is free to move to 
and fro in the line of travel. Against the 
recording tape, which is carried on a drum 
that is rotated as the bicycle moves by 
the action of a “kicker” as in an ordi- 
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nary cyclometer, there presses a wheel 
with sharp teeth, able to cut into the 
paper. This wheel is controlled from the 
pendulum in such a way that when the latter 
is hanging in its middle position—as it does 
when the road is quite level—the line cut in 
the tape is straight and parallel to the edges 
of the strip, but when the pendulum is swung 
forwards or backwards the line is diagonal, 
its obliquity being proportional to the steep- 
ness of the road traversed. Hence with 
a knowledge of the constants of the instru- 
ment the gradients over which the vehicle 
has passed can be easily calculated. 
Lamp-posts come in for a fair share of atten- 
tion. In one case the inventor seeks to 
connect them with drains. Over the cage 
containing the light there are trays filled with 
disinfectants, so that as the sewage gas 
ascends through the lamp-post into the warm 
chamber chemical action with the disinfec- 
tants is facilitated, and the previously con- 
taminated air escapes purified. The com- 
bination lamp-post and hydrant consists of 
a lamp-post carrying the usual lantern for 
gas or electric lighting, upon the glass of 
which the word “ Fire” shows out in bold 
red letters. The usual fire-alarm drum for 
either electric or telegraphic communication, 
coupling-up hose for fire purposes, for filling 
water-carts, and for street-flushing, draw-off 
tap for use on cab-ranks, or for domestic 
water supply in time of frost are attached. 
An artificial leg and foot which will enable 
a mutilated person to walk is a desideratum. 
The novelty consists in the foot being mainly 
a hollow india-rubber chamber which is 
inflated in the same way as is a bicycle tyre. 
The skeleton of the foot, so to speak, is of 
wood, and contains within it a rubber-faced 


` joint which permits movements like those 


which take place at the ankle. A pair of 
rubber pneumatic pads surround the stump 
itself, so that no undue pressure is exerted 
on the tissues. It is said that a person who 
had undergone amputation of both legs 
below the knee, and who was wearing two 
of these limbs, although having little or no 
command over the knee-joint, was yet able to 
walk fairly well, and to go up and down stairs 
safely. 

A mechanical duck that does everything 
except lay eggs has been invented by a 
Frenchman. The bird goes waddling in 
search of food and picks up seeds. ‘These 
pass into its stomach through a series of 
triturations, and accomplish a process of 
digestion. It is said to be impossible to 
distinguish this duck from a living one. It 
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A CHAIK WHICH GENERATES ITS OWN ELECTRIC LIGHT. 


splashes about in the water, flaps its wings, 
and quacks most realistically. “The amphibi- 
ous tricycle is also of French origin. It is 
constructed entirely of aluminium, with the 
exception of the chain and certain other 
parts, which require the use of steel. The 
wheels have enormous inflated rubber tyres, 
which make each wheel a watertight float, 
buoying up the machine on the water. The 
tricycle can be used indiscriminately on land 
or sea, and, although it does not run very 
rapidly, it may be of considerable use in 
special cases. It weighs but 66lb., and sinks, 
when fully loaded, to a depth of only rft. 
You may have incandescent lamps com- 
bined with your easy chair, sofa, and bed. 
A secondary or primary battery is arranged 
under, or within, or 
at the back of any 
piece of movable 
furniture, and an 
adjustable bracket 
supports the incan- 
descent lamp, to 
which the current 
is led by wires. If 
you like a drop of 
whisky always 
handy and do not 
desire to publish 
the fact, you may 
have it in an orna- 
mental cover- 
ing made so as 
to entirely con- 
ceal the flask 
from observa- 
tion, and at 
the samẹ time 
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AN INVENTION FOR RENDERING THE LAW 


admit of ready access to its contents. For 
example, you can keep it on your shelves or 
desk in the form of a book labelled “ Legal 
Decisions, Vol. I.” There are trap-doors at 
the top to let out the neck of the flask, when 
raised by the finger through an aperture at 
the bottom. We give illustrations of both 
these ingenious devices. 

For the use of miners, more especially, one 
inventor makes a coiled tube containing com- 





A MUFF WHICH SUPPLIES FRESH AIR. 


pressed air and carried like a lady’s muff, 
handy for regulating a supply of fresh air to 
persons in a poisoned atmosphere. The 
idea will be easily understood from the illus- 
tration. A hood which fits over the head 
is connected with this reservoir, and thus 
only pure air is 
breathed. Means 
are adopted for 
letting out the im- 
pure air, and also a 
window for seeing 
through the hood. 
The largest speci- 
fication of an inven- 
tion ever presented 
at the Patent Office 
is next shown side 
by side with an 
ordinary specifica- 
tion. There are 
104 large sheets of 
most elaborate 
drawings, and 
enough descriptive 
letterpress to fill an 
ordinary book. I 
have selected one 
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reflect a light 
which, without 
their assistance, 
must, in a short 
time, be visible to 
those who lie far 
beneath them.” 
Nevertheless, in- 
vention and the 
development of 
machinery consti- 
tute the most 
striking feature of 
the century just 
closed. Imagina- 
tion, it is true, has 





THE LARGEST SPECIFICATION EVER PRESENTED, SIDE BY SIDE WITH AN ORDINARY SPECIFICATION, 


sheet as a sample of the industry of the 
inventor. It is a foot-bridge representing a 
means of crossing from the Mansion House 
to the Bank of England, but it is, of course, 
intended to apply equally well to any other 
crowded thoroughfare. 

Kant, the philosopher, said that probably 
no really new idea ever occurs toanyone. It 
is more than likely that among all the 
millions upon millions of untold ages every 
conceivable idea has presented itself to 
someone or another, and Macaulay says: 
“Truth is discovered by the highest minds 
a little before it becomes manifest to the 
multitude. This is the extent of their 
superiority. - They are the first to catch and 


constantly antici- 
pated the slow ad- 
vance of science, and although we may smile 
at those writers who would endow mechanism 
with consciousness, “there are machines that 
have stomachs of their own, and consume 
the food themselves.” I will close this 
article with a quotation from George Eliot 
in “Theophrastus Such”: “What I would 
ask you is, to show me why... . there 
should not at length be a machine of such 
high mechanical and chemical powers that it 
would find and assimilate the material to 
supply its own waste, and then, by a further 
evolution of internal molecular movements, 
reproduce itself by some process of fission 
or budding.” And so the speculative thinker 
shoots ahead of the workaday inventor. 
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By C. N. anp A. 


CAME to England to marry 
an earl, if not a duke,” said 
Sybil Fleetwood, “and I 
hope you won't try to dis- 
suade me.” ‘The girl looked 
at Lancaster over her fan, 
and her grey eyes lighted with fun. “All 
my friends—that is, my rich friends—have 
married Englishmen with titles, and Poppa 
says he supposes I had better do the same. 
Not that he loves your English aristocracy ; 
he likes men who do something for them- 
selves in the world instead of living on their 
ancestors ; but it’s the thing for an American 
girl to annex a peer and ie 

“ Pd given you credit for more originality,” 
said Lancaster. 

“Oh, I’ve plenty of the aboriginal savage 
in me, I assure you,” the girl laughed. “I 
wish sometimes that we could go back to the 
days of marriage by capture. I should like 
a man to do something: to win me: some- 
thing that other men couldn’t do!” 

The young man was looking at her piquant 
profile, and she, glancing up, could not fail 
to understand the message in his eyes. Miss 
Fleetwood blushed, although: she was not 
ignorant of his feelings. She and Brooke 
Lancaster, the brilliant young inventor and 
man of science, were very good friends, 
and he would cheerfully have been a great 
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M: WILLIAMSON. 


deal more if the girl could but be induced 
to listen to him seriously. Since the 
American heiress and her father came to 
London a few months before they had 
moved in much the same set. Attracted at 
first by her beauty, amused by her American 
frankness, these feelings had quickly de- 
veloped into others much deeper and 
stronger, and Lancaster was fathoms deep ‘in 
love for the first time in his busy, strenuous 
life. 

“You see,” Sybil went on, with a little 
embarrassment, and playing with a diamond 
bangle, “its one’s duty to make oneself 
envied at home. Ah! Here’s Lord Wey- 
bridge”; and with a nod and a smile she 
walked away with the new-comer. 

There was a cloud on Brooke Lancaster’s 
clever face as he looked after the couple, 
who took a few turns in the waltz that was 
being played by the Blue Hungarians, and 
then strolled off together to the conservatory. 
To believe that the girl was heartless would 
be to give up his belief in life and goodness ; 
he was certain that she was only masking her 
finer qualities under an affectation of frivolity ; 
but he recognised at the same time the real 
temptation that stood behind the girls 
laughing words, and he knew the Earl of 
Weybridge too well not to grudge him a wife 
less sweet than Sybil. ‘She lets zaz fellow 
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put his arm round her waist! If she only 
knew him as we men know him!” was his 
bitter thought as he moved away to the 
smoking-room. 

He had lighted a cigarette and was 
watching the blue rings float upwards, when 
a hand was laid upon his sleeve, and turning, 
he saw the shrewd, wrinkled face of Mr. 
Fleetwood looking into his. ‘Not quite 
up to the mark to-night?” suggested the 
American. “ Nothing wrong with that motor 
of yours, eh?” 

“Oh, the motors all right,” answered 
Lancaster, with a smile; “ the best motor in 
the world, though maybe it’s not the best 
taste for me to say so. It’s not the motor 
that worries me.” 

Brooke Lancaster’s new motor, the latest 
child of his versatile brain, had more than once 
formed the subject of discussion with the 
American, who was himself the president of 
a company recently floated to introduce a 
new motor which, the Yankees declared, 
was to beat every other out of the field. 
“ My hated rival,” the elder man had jokingly 
dubbed the young Englishman, and they 
had had many good-humoured arguments as 
to the merits of their respective inventions. 

“ Look here,” said the American, suddenly, 
after a moment’s silence. ‘You want to 
marry my daughter, don’t you ?” 

“T want her more than anything in the 
world,” was the quiet answer. 

“ And you haven’t much hope of her, eh?” 

“Not as much as I should like to have,” 
Lancaster gave him back with the elder 
man’s own coolness, wondering what he was 
leading up to in this abrupt way. 

“Well, she likes you. If you had a 
handle to your name she’d take you like a 
shot. Or, if you could pull off some big 
thing, and ‘ win her by capture,’ as she’d put 
it. Well, you haven’t the handle; but Tl 
give you a straight tip and a chance for the 
other thing. You say your motor-car is 
going to be the fastest thing on wheels, and 
if it is, why, the inventor's bound to be a big 
man before long, and a mighty rich one. 
Prove that you can do what you boast 
you can, and you shall have my girl. PI 
guarantee that she’ll go in for that test, and 
give herself as the prize if she’s fairly won.” 

“ What do you mean?” asked Lancaster, 
flushing a little 

“Syb and I are going to Paris to-morrow,” 
said old Fleetwood, “and Lord Weybridge 
is going with us. I shouldn’t wonder if he 
meant to propose for the seventh time—and 
that’s supposed to be lucky, eh? We travel 
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by Newhaven and Dieppe, as Syb hates the 
dull journey from Calais. See us off at 
Victoria, go to Newhaven on your motor, 
get across the Channel with it as you can, 
and be on the station to welcome us in 
Paris. It’s a race between the railways and 
your motor. If you come out on top I'll 
believe in you, and TIl believe in your motor. 
What’s more, if Syb don’t love you already, 
she’s the sort of girl to adore a man 
who makes such a dash to get her, and 
succeeds.” 

“Thank you,” said Lancaster, shortly. 
“Yes, I'll try it. But that means I must be 
off now.” 

They shook hands, and Brooke walked 
away. He scarcely saw the crowd of dancers 
in the ball-room, but he lingered a moment 
looking wistfully towards the conservatory, 
then turned and sought his hostess. He 
wanted to be alone to think. He murmured 
“ Delightful evening,” added something about 
“ Going on somewhere,” and passed from the 
brilliantly lighted house to the quiet of 
Grosvenor Square. He walked a very few 
yards slowly, then quickened his steps and 
went in the direction of Piccadilly, where he 
stopped at the door of an exclusive club and 
sent in his name to his rich friend, Lionel 
Dacre. By good luck Dacre was in, and a 
few moments later the two were in a snug 
corner of the smoking-room, where Lancaster 
poured out his remarkable story of old Fleet- 
wood’s eccentric offer. 

Dacre gave a low whistle. 
it?” he asked. 

“Tve said I will, but I don’t know. You 
see, I finished the motor only a week ago 
and I can’t tell what it will do, because I’ve 
not yet been able to put it to a thorough 
test. The stupid restrictions on speed in 
this country have prevented me getting the 
best out of her. I meant to go to France 
this week and test the car on the good 
roads there; now I shall have an oppor- 
tunity. But to beat express trains on a long 
run when they are on level rails and have 
no trouble about steering, while I have to 
contend with gradients and traffic, and with 
such a prize as the reward—it’s enough to 
break a man’s nerve. I'll have a good try 
though, for I believe it would catch Sybil’s 
fancy ; and she does like me. In one thing, 
Dacre, you can help me; in fact, without 
you I’m done. I want the loan of your 
turbine yacht. You know they won’t carry 
a motor-car across the Channel on the 
ordinary day passenger-boats ; you have to 
send them by cargo-boat, and that puts me 


“Can you do 
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out of the running at once. But if you can 
take me over in your yacht—— ” 

“My dear fellow, I’m only too happy. 
Don’t call it my yacht.” 

“ You’ve bought it ; but for your encourage- 
ment I should never have got through the 
worry of designing and building it.” 

“ What was my money against your brains ? 
I believe that in the Whim you've struck 
as original an idea as you have in your new 
motor. You know the yacht’s engines have 
not been fully tested either since you built 
them for me. But to-morrow we'll put to 
the test your two latest inventions—the 
turbine and the motor. Lucky the yacht’s 
at Newhaven. I'll go to Charing Cross to- 
night and wire to them to have steam up 
to-morrow ; and I'll run down by an early 
train myself to have her alongside and ready 
when you come.” 

“Dacre, you’re a brick!” Lancaster 
grasped his friend’s hand. “Now I must 
go, for I want to be up with the sun to over- 
haul the car and get everything ready. Au 
revoir, then, till Newhaven quay, with the 
steam up, ready to slip off the moment I 
arrive—say about 11.30.” 

“Count on me,” was Dacre’s answer. 
Lancaster walked sharply 
towards his lodgings in South 
Audley Street. In crossing 
the road a brougham, rapidly 
driven, nearly ran over him. 
He leaped aside ; and the 
glare of a street lamp, shining 
into the carriage, showed him 
the sulky eyes and the heavy 
chin of Lord Weybridge. 

“ Now, why on earth has he 
left the dance so early ?” pon- 
dered Lancaster. “ Half an 
hour ago he was with Aer in 
the conservatory; there are at 
least ten more dances; yet 
here he is, tearing home at 
half-past one in the morning. 
Can she have refused him?” 
His heart beat fast at the 
thought; and when the earliest 
rays of the sun waked him 
soon after five he was dream- 
ing confusedly of a party in 
mid-Channel, with a turbine 
grinding out music while 
Sybil and Lord Weybridge 
danced on the waves. 

The famous young inventor 
was above all a practical man, 


and to that he owed much 
Vol. xxii.—-6. 
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of his success. Jumping briskly out of bed 
he tubbed and walked to his workshop in a 
neighbouring street. He was in a state of 
high excitement as he thought of all that this 
day might hold; but the tension of his 
nerves only made him more energetic and 
resolute. He let himself into the silent 
workshop, where the duties of the day did 
not begin until nine o'clock. He went to 
the partitioned space where stood the car 
propelled by his new rotary motor, and patted 
the pneumatic tyres of the wooden wheels. 
He felt for the motor-car that was to carry 
him in the race for his love much as the 
rider feels for his horse ; and he whispered 
to it, urging it to do its best for him ; then, 
reddening at his own sentimentality, he flung 
off his coat, got into his overalls, and began 
a systematic examination of the car. 

It was but a rough wooden box on wheels, 
splashed with the mud of the last trip, with 
common leather cushions and no attempts 
at decoration or upholstery. The carriage 
did not matter ; it was the motor which was 
important. It revolutionized all ideas of 
motor construction. By a flash of genius 


the inventor had overcome one of the greatest 
difficulties in the building of internal ex- 
r plosion motors—the water- 
d His design was on a 


cooling. 





“ WHEELING SHARPLY, HE FACED BLAIR.” 
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totally new plan—a motor that turned as it 
propelled the car, and in turning kept itself 
cool. No more water-tanks ; no more leaking 
pipes, cumbersome radiators, and pumps that 
failed to act just when they were most wanted. 
The idea was audacious; he had worked at 
it for two years ; now it was perfect, and the 
great test was to be made to-day. 

He lifted out the bottom boards of the 
car, exposing to view the engine. Then he 
went over every part; unscrewing pieces, 
cleaning them with petrol, oiling them with 
specially selected oil. He lay on the top of 
the car, he crawled under it ; he felt the bear- 
ings, examined the gear-wheels, tested the 
voltage of the electric accumulators, and 
adjusted the trembler of the magnetic coil. 
He took out and cleaned each one of the 
four sparking-plugs, and noted the length 
and “fatness” of the spark. Finally, he 
filled the petrol reservoir from an iron tank, 
straining the volatile liquid through a fine 
wire sieve, that no grit might get in to clog 
the carburettor ; filled the self-acting oil- 
cups with the finest lubricating oil, and 
wiped every part of the mechanism with a 
piece of dry cotton waste. Then he took 
the starting-handle, gave a turn or two, and 
the motor leaped into active, impetuous life, 
buzzing with a rhythmical hum like the 
purring of a great dynamo. Lancaster hung 
over his invention with somewhat the pride 
of a mother who hangs over the cradle of 
her first-born. He listened to the beat of 
the pistons, watched the lifting and falling of 
the valves, noted the gentle “ puff, puff” of 
the exhaust. All was well and he stopped 
the engine. ‘Then, as he fell back to take a 
more comprehensive glance at the car, he 
cannoned against someone who had just 
turned the corner of the partition. Wheeling 
sharply, he faced Blair, his favourite mechanic, 
the man who knew more about the new 
rotary motor than anyone except its inventor. 

Blair had been coming in like a cat. He 
went white and red as his master looked at 
him. ‘You're early this morning,” remarked 
Lancaster. 

“Ves, sir,” said Blair. ‘ Fact is, sir, I had 
a bad dream, and thought I’d come to the 
workshop and have a look round. Never 
thought I should find you here, sir.” 

“I daresay not. I didn’t sleep well, 
either.” Then quickly he told Blair of the 
expedition that was planned for the day, said 
that his services would be required on the 
trip, and, bidding him get his breakfast and 
return in an hour, Lancaster locked the work- 
shop door and went back to his rooms. 
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The boat -train for Newhaven leaves 
Victoria Station at ten in the morning. Ten 
minutes before that hour Lancaster guided 
his car into the station-yard and drew up by 
the departure platform, leaving his mechanic 
in the car. At the door of a first-class com- 
partment he found Mr. Fleetwood and his 
daughter. 

“ So good of you to turn up to see us off,” 
said Sybil. ‘‘We meet at St. Lazare again 
to-night, don’t we?” There was no hint 
in her voice that the occasion was an 
exceptional one; no suggestion that the 
appointment for that evening in: Paris was 
not as sure as if he were travelling by the 
same train. Lancaster looked in her baffling 
eyes and smiled. “I hope to be there in 
time to see your train arrive,” said he, calmly. 
At this instant Lord Weybridge bustled up 
with an armful of papers, acknowledging, 
with a chilly nod, the presence of his rival. 
The guard blew his whistle, the engine 
screamed, old Fleetwood gave his whimsical 
challenging look, Miss Fleetwood smiled, 
with brilliant eyes and flushed cheeks, and 
the train was slipping out of the station. 

Lancaster turned and walked out to the 
motor-car. His lips were set ina straight 
line, his chin advanced a little, which was a 
trick of his when there was important 
business afoot. He took his place at the 
steering-wheel, and started the car on the 
lowest speed—five miles an hour. A crowd 
had gathered round the odd-looking carriage, 
with its unfinished body; and as it glided 
into the street some chaffing cries went after 
it. But Lancaster did not hear; his eyes 
were on. the road. Tò put the car at high 
speed through the traffic of London was im- 
possible. He had to wind in and out among 
cabs, waggons, bicycles; he had to be on 
the look-out for officious policemen ready 
to swear he was going eighteen miles 
an hour when he was going eight. But 
in Vauxhall Bridge Road he slipped in the 
second speed, and the car darted forward at 
fifteen miles an hour. Already he was cross- 
ing the Thames, with a long run through the 
suburbs of Brixton and Streatham before 
anything like a free road was to be had. 
Sixty miles lay before him, accomplished by 
the train in an hour and a half. With a 
clear road he would have backed himself 
against the train; but while he dodged in 
and out among the traffic, shaving tram- 
cars, slipping in front of vehicles when he 
could, falling behind when a collision would 
be the result of pushing on, he realized 
with bitterness that he must surely be beaten 
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in this the first stage of the race. Could 
he pick up on the second? He dared 


not think of that now; but with a firm 
hand on the steering-wheel, and a ready 
foot controlling the friction clutch and brake, 
he rushed on through Brixton, and once past 
it, and in the clearer road by Streatham, he 
slipped in the third speed. Like a grey- 
hound the car leaped forward, increasing in 
a few yards 
from fifteen 
to thirty 
milesan hour. 
It was risky. 
People stop- 
ped to stare 
after him, 
and some 
shouted. On 
reaching 
Croydon he 
had to slow 
down to the 
“legal limit,” 
a sedate 
twelve miles 
an hour, but 
beyond he quickened the pace again. 
By Purley he swung to the left, quit- 
ting the main Brighton road, and 
running for the steep ascent to 
Caterham. At last he was leaving 
London behind and the open country lay 
beyond. 

The car took the Caterham Hill on the 
third speed, and on the more level ground he 
applied the fourth. Like a horse answering 
to the spur the car quickened with a rush to 
its full normal speed of forty-five miles an 
hour; but, as the cunning jockey keeps a 
little in reserve, so Lancaster could call on 
his engine for a still greater effort by advanc- 
ing the “sparking” cf the motor. He and 
Blair crammed their caps close down on 
their heads, as the air swept by their ears like 
a cataract. Lancaster was reckless now. He 
meant to make up for the time lost in the 
streets of London. No one could check 
him. Ifa constable saw him flying lightning- 
like through the country and telegraphed 
on to have him stopped at a farther point, 
who was going to carry out the order? 
So he pushed over a little lever on the 
steering-post and the four pistons throbbed a 
yet quicker beat. It was nearly sixty miles an 
hour, faster than the boat-train ran at any 
part of its journey. A pillar of dust swirled 
behind him; farms and fields shot by like 
pictures in a cinematograph. Down the long 
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slope to East Grinstead the pace was nearer 
seventy than sixty miles an hour, but he had 
to slow down to go through the streets of the 
town. Then on again, over open, undulating 
country, through Maresfield and Uckfield to 
sleepy Lewes, where caution was necessary, 
and he had to slow down to twelve miles, 
after the wild rush from Caterham. Quitting 
Lewes, there was a winding road, with rough, 






‘“PEOVLE STOPPED TO STARE AFTER HIM.” 


uneven surface to Newhaven Harbour, and 
here it was not safe to travel at anything 
higher than thirty miles an hour. 

As Lancaster brought the car to a stop 
alongside the quay at Newhaven he looked 
at his watch. He had been exactly two 
hours from Victoria Station, and the boat 
had left for Dieppe half an hour ago! He 
had come at an average speed of thirty miles 
an hour. It was a feat, considering that for 
mile after mile, through London and its long 
suburbs, through towns and villages, he had 
had to slow down to the legal limit. He 
saw Dacre’s yacht lying alongside the quay, 
and next moment the owner himself was 
coming to meet him. 

“Grand!” ejaculated Dacre, seizing his 
hand; “the boat left just on time; she’s 
been gone only half an hour. We can over- 
take her yet, and be in Dieppe before her. 
I’ve had a sling arranged to lift the car on 
board, and steam’s up.” 

“Don’t trouble about the sling,” replied 
Lancaster ; “there's no time for that. TI 
drive the car on board.” 

“ But, my dear fellow, the tide’s low, and 
the descent’s so steep that it will not be safe.” 
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“That’s all right, old fellow. I have 
brakes that will hold the car on any incline. 
Tell them to lay some planks on board, will 
you?” : 

Hastily Dacre gave directions to the men 
who were waiting to work the derrick. Broad 
planks were laid down sloping to the deck of 
the yacht below. Lancaster mounted into 
the car and drove her to the edge of the 
quay, Blair following. The descent looked 
perilously steep, and the spectators held 
their breath as the dusty car began to go 
slowly downwards. It seemed impossible 
that the brakes could hold her on that fear- 
ful gradient, but she crept down like a living 
thing, and when she came to rest on the 
deck a cheer went up in recognition of the 
pluck of the performance. Five minutes 
later the yacht had cast off and was steaming 
for the harbour mouth. 

The Whim was the only pleasure craft in 
the world fitted with Lancaster’s new turbine 
engines. It had been Dacre’s pride to 
further his friend’s ambitions, and when the 
Admiralty, with their usual caution, had de- 
clined to adopt the young inventor’s design, 
Dacre had begged him to fit the engines into 
a new yacht of his own, declaring that they 
would astonish the world. When the motor- 
car had been secured on deck the two went 
below to look at the turbines. One of Lan- 
caster’s men, trained by him, was in charge, 
and grinned appreciatively as he pointed to 
the dial marking the number of revolutions. 
“ Fastest craft afloat, sir,” he called into the 
inventor’s ear. She cut the water with the 
swiftness of a torpedo-catcher, throwing up 
behind her a great curving wave. In front 
of them, when the friends went on deck 
again, they could see the Arundel, the 
fast boat of the Brighton line, steaming 
full speed to France; but her pace was 
sluggish compared with that of her pursuer. 
The engineers had orders to get all they 
could out of the motors, and it was clear 
that the Channel greyhound was being 
rapidly overhauled. 

With their glasses Dacre and Lancaster, 
standing on the bridge of the WAim, could 
see that everyone on the Arunde/ had turned 
to look at the strange craft that came flying 
after them. With every revolution of her 
propellers the Whim gained many yards, 
and within the hour of starting from New- 
haven they were within hailing distance. 
All the passengers were crowding to the 
gunwale to examine the craft that could 
so easily out-steam one of the swiftest of 
the Channel boats. Now the two ships 
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were abreast, scarce fifty yards of green 
water separating them; and, standing out 
from the crowd of faces, the only one that 
Lancaster saw was the fair face of Sybil Fleet- 
wood. 

“Do you see them?” asked Dacre. 
“She’s there, with old Fleetwood on one 
side of her and Weybridge on the other. 
They seem to be looking at us. Yes, by 
Jove; she’s waving a handkerchief. 1 
almost think I can see her blushing, and I’m 
certain that Weybridge is green.” 

But the lover had seen the girl before his 
friend had, and kept his eyes fixed on hers 
until they faded with the rapidly- increasing 
distance. The time he had lost on the run from 
London to Newhaven was being gloriously 
made up now, and his heart beat with hope 
that he might yet win the race. The Whim 
was steaming at least half as fast again as 
the Arundel, and it was little more than a 
momentary glimpse that Lancaster had of 
the face that was all the world to him; but 
that one look, the sight of the girl’s excite- 
ment, was like wine in his veins. At 
luncheon he could hardly eat, though his 
friend pressed him to keep up his strength 
for the ordeal before him ; and he was rest- 
less until he could get on deck again and 
look for the chalk cliffs of Dieppe. All that 
was to be seen of the Arundel was a long flag 
of smoke lying along the horizon. 

Dieppe Harbour was made by the 
Whim in two and a half hours from 
Newhaven ; they had therefore gained a full 
hour and a half upon the other ship. The 
tide was low, and when the yacht was berthed 
alongside the quay Lancaster called again 
for planks to be put in position that he 
might drive the car up the improvised gang- 
way and on to French soil. He strode over 
to the car to superintend the unlashing of it, 
and his quick eye saw a thing that turned 
him pale. He stooped, snatched a pair of 
pliers from the tool-box, and seized some- 
thing that projected from the smooth surface 
of the huge tyre on one of the driving- 
wheels. With a wrench he drew out a long 
nail; a whistle of air followed, and the huge 
tyre slowly deflated. 

The moment the yacht had touched the 
quay Blair had been sent on shore to buy a 
good supply of “ benzo-moteur,” a special 
French preparation of petrol, of an extremely 
volatile character. With this Lancaster 
intended to refill his petrol-tank for the 
journey to Paris ; and as he stood frowning 
at the nail which he had just pulled out 
Blair appeared on the edge of the quay above. 
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His face went grey, and he hastened on 
board with a tin of “essence” under each 
arm. ‘Good gracious, sir,” he cried when 
he saw the nail, “it must have been lying on 
the ground at Newhaven. What a mercy it 
didn’t happen on the road, when we was 
going sixty miles an hour, and how fortunate 
that you found it now, sir, before we started !” 

Lancaster called for the lifting-jack, had 
the car raised, the tyre taken off, and a spare 
one that he carried for such an emergency 
put into its place, and blown up with the 
foot-pump. It was a delay of a quarter of 
an hour ; but every instant was precious now, 
with a run of a hundred miles to Paris. 

“Shall I fill up with the new stuff, sir?” 
asked Blair, beginning to unscrew the tap of 
the petrol-tank ; but his master told him to 
wait until they got on land, saying he could 
do that while the Customs formalities were 
being settled; and then, to the amazement 
of the douaniers and loafers on the quay, he 
drove the car ashore up the steep incline, as 
he had driven it down at Newhaven. 


were drawn out and handed to him. All 
was ready. Dacre grasped his friend’s hand 
and wished him luck ; Lancaster was in his - 
place in the car, and Blair was wielding the 
starting-handle. But the motor would not start. 
Again and again Blair gave the necessary 
initial impetus; but there was no explosion 
in the cylinders ; the motor remained inert. 
Lancaster jumped down and examined the 
taps and valves. Five minutes had been 
wasted, and he could find nothing wrong. 
This time he took the starting-handle him- 
self, but with no better result. What could 
be the cause of this unexpected contretemps ? 
Carefully he followed every inch of the 
electric wire, in case the insulating material 
might be worn away by friction and “ short- 
circuiting” be taking place. But all was in 
perfect order. Perhaps the valves, or one of 
them, was foul. Yet that could hardly be, as 
they had been right that morning in London, 
and the run since had been comparatively 
short. A quarter of an hour was gone. At 
this rate he should lose the advantage he had 





“ HE DROVE THE CAR ASHORE UP THE STEEP INCLINE,” 


Lancaster was ready for the Custom-house. 
He supplied in an instant the weight of the 
car, with its distinguishing marks, and had 
ready in his pocket-book the precise sum 
that was payable as duty for bringing the 
car into France. He whispered to the clerk 
of the douane that he wished to start at the 
earliest possible moment for Paris, and 
pressed a /outs into his hand. This expedited 
matters ; in less than ten minutes the papers 
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gained over the Avunde/, and should have 
to start on equal terms with the express 
train to Paris. He began to feel a sinking 
of the heart. Blair made all kinds of 
suggestions, and recommended that each 
valve should be examined. He had already 
begun to unscrew one of the inlet valves, 
when Lancaster told him to stop. He could 
not believe that anything was wrong with the 
motor which he had himself put in order that 
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morning. Therefore, the non-starting must 
be due to something that had happened later. 
Perhaps the “essence.” No sooner did the 
thought frame itself than he opened the 
tap and smelt at the spirit. Then he 
seized a small measure which he carried with 
him, let some of the spirit fall into it, and 
held it up to the light. It gave off scarcely 
any appreciable vapour. 

“Ts this the stuff I told you to get?” he 
demanded of Blair. 

“ The same, sir.” 

“Then it’s been adulterated.” Lancaster 
took the densimeter from its case and let it 
float in the spirit. Dacre and the douaniers 
had gathered round. Everyone felt that 
some game was being played to which they 
had no clue; so fierce did the Englishman 
look, so shame-faced the mechanic. The 
instrument showed that the spirit was largely 
mixed with water ; for driving a motor-car it 
was worthless. But for the course of reasoning 
that led Lancaster to think of the “ essence,” 
but for his complete confidence in his own 
work of the morning, he might have wasted 
an hour and more in taking to pieces the 
eight valves of the four cylinders. Now he 
had fathomed the mischief. He called for a 
bucket, opened the tap, and let all the stuff 
run out of the petrol-tank. Then he 
examined the spare tins of the “ benzo- 
moteur” that he was going to carry with 
him ; saw that the orifices were properly 
sealed ; tested the contents of each tin, never- 
theless, with his densimeter, and not till 
then filled up the tank again with his own 
hands. With one turn of the starting-handle 
the motor now leaped into activity. Dacre 
breathed a great sigh of relief. He was 
very fond of Lancaster, and could not bear 
to see him fail. With a wave of the hand 
Lancaster steered for the gates that led from 
the quay into the town of Dieppe, Blair 
leaped to his place beside him, and the third 
part of the race was begun. But nearly three- 
quarters of an hour had been lost of the 
advantage the Whim had gained. 

Lancaster knew well the shortest road to 
Paris, knew what turns to take to avoid the 
terrible pavé which is heart-breaking to the 
automobilist. With a wind whistling about 
his ears he drove the car smartly through 
the streets of Dieppe away to the country 
beyond. The roads were broad and gently 
undulating ; and once clear of the town 
he increased the speed to its full extent. 
The car flew over the smooth surfaces 
of the French roads. He met few vehicles, 
and was able to keep to his break-neck 
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pace for one kilométre after another. He 
sped through endless apple-orchards, shot 
out suddenly on to the edge of a plateau with 
a great view below him, and found himself 
rushing down a long, winding hill to the em- 
bowered ‘town of Neufchâtel. Then up a 
hill and on with the speed of an express, 
slacking only to pass through villages lying 
far apart, to Forges les Eaux. Again the 
lover’s hopes were high. 

To Gournay he made splendid time and 
rattled on to Gisors, where came his first 
mistake. Instead of turning to the left 
before the railway crossing he kept straight 
on, only realizing his error when he saw 
stretch before him in a long, undulating line 
that disappeared at the horizon a terrible 
extent of pavé. To attempt to traverse it 
meant delay, if not accident ; to lose time 
by retracing his steps to Gisors, and there get 
on the right road, was maddening. Perhaps 
there might be some by-road on which, by a 
détour, he might avoid the pavé. He sawa 
man working in a tield—the only living figure 
in the whole wide landscape. Stopping the 
car and jumping down he ran to talk to the 
peasant. No; there was nothing for it, he 
was told, but to return to Gisors. He was 
striding back to the car when he heard an 
exclamation from Blair, who, leaning out, 
stared down at the near wheels. The man 
turned a frightened face on his master, and 
to his dismay the inventor saw a great rent 
in the tyre of one of the steering-wheels. 

“Tt was that sharp stone there, sir, that 
cut it,” said the man. Lancaster looked 
gloomily at the tyre, noted the clean cut of 
the gash, picked up the stone that Blair had 
pointed out, and felt its edge. Then a 
terrible suspicion flashed into his mind. He 
fixed his eyes on the face of the mechanic, 
and read guilt there. 

“ Get down,” commanded the master, 
grimly. ‘The man obeyed, standing before 
him in the road. ‘ Farther away ; clear of 
the car,” he ordered again ; then the inventor 
set desperately to work alone, lifted the 
automobile, took off the tyre, and put on the 
only remaining spare one. Now, if there 
were to be another puncture, it would be 
more serious—a case of repairing, not re- 
placing. When he had finished he started 
the motor and turned the car. He had not 
looked at Blair, but the mechanic came 
running forward. 

“ Oh, sir, forgive me!” he cried. “I was 
tempted! I’m sorry now. You have always 
been good to me.” 

Lancaster’s heart was hot within him; yet 
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“THERE WAS NOTHING FOR IT, HE WAS TOLD, BUT TO RETURN TO GISORS.” 


he looked coldly at his favourite workman. 
The very meanness of the fellow forbade that 
he should explode in anger. 

“ How much were you to get ?” he asked, 
quietly. 

“ A hundred pounds,” was the low answer. 

Lancaster started the car, and Blair came 
running after, calling out to him to stop, say- 
ing that he would tell everything, begging 
not to be left behind. His master did not 
listen. He put on the second speed, then 
the third and fourth, and was racing back to 
Gisors. As he flashed through the landscape 
more than one mystery grew clear: Blair’s 
early visit to the workshop, the nail in the 
tyre, the watered essence. The traitor had 
been bribed to prevent the winning of the 
race, it was not difficult to guess by whom. 

At Gisors there was a delay of five minutes 
because the railway-gate was shut ; then there 
was a long sweep to the right to Meru, neces- 
sary to avoid the pavé. For the first time 
since he left Dieppe Lancaster looked at his 
watch and made a calculation. Fate favour- 
ing him, he might yet be in Paris in time ; 
but a storm was blowing up, with black 
clouds that meant rain and greasy roads, and 
side-slip— greatest peril of all to a quick- 
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travelling automobile. He 
drove with one glance on the 
road, the next at the sky. 
Presently the storm broke, 
with lashing rain that nearly 
blinded him. The dust was 
turned to mud. Lancaster 
had not abated speed; and 
shortly, without an instant’s 
warning, the car skidded, 
sliding bodily, broadside on, 
across the road. With a jerk 
of the steering- wheel the 
driver managed to right it 
before it ran into a ditch; 
but it was a warning that he 
dared not disobey, and he 
dropped to a lower speed. 
Unless he could keep up 
his pace the contest was 
over. With tense muscles 
and eyes searching the 
roadway he sped on south 
towards Pontoise and the 
Seine. Ina village a police- 
man leaped into the road 
and signalled him to stop ; 
but Lancaster was blind 
and deaf. 
At last, the suburbs of 
Paris; and the road lay 
through Maisons Lafitte to the barrier at 
Porte Maillot. If the policeman had tele- 
graphed on to have him stopped he might 
be robbed of victory just as it was in his 
grasp. So, as he approached the great iron 
gates which mark the limits of Paris he 
slowed down almost to walking pace. A 
long line of country carts and other vehicles 
was moving through, stopping to submit to 
the examination of the octroi officers. But 
another gate was half open, and Lancaster 
took the desperate resolve to dash through it. 
A delay here would mean defeat, and, even 
if the police were not on the look-out, the 
measuring of the “essence” he carried in 
his tank, the formality of paying duty and 
getting a receipt, would cost him the quarter- 
hour which meant the difference between 
success and failure. Suddenly he turned 
out of the line of vehicles, put on speed, and 
steered for the gate. A policeman saw and 
made a rush, but the car shot through as the 
gate clanged. ‘There was a flutter among the 
clustering officials; somebody shouted an 
order ; then a glance over his shoulder told 
Lancaster that a policeman had mounted a 
bicycle and started in pursuit. 
To the Englishman Paris was as familiar 
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as London, and he steered straight for St. 
Lazare Station, his face grim and set. The 
traffic was thick, the roads greasy, and more 
than once the car went waltzing out of its 
course in a way that threatened collision or 
upset. Policemen held up their white batons 
in signal to stop; people cried after him; 
while one courageous gendarme made as 
though he would leap into the car and effect 
an arrest; but his heart must have failed 
at the last moment, for he sprang aside as 


the car swept by. No time now to look at. 


clock or watch. 
moments. 


It was a question of 
As to what might happen after- 










“IT WAS A QUESTION OF MOMENTS.” 


wards Lancaster did not care, so that he won 
the prize. Followed by a shouting crowd 
the Englishman steered his car into the 
courtyard of the station, leaped from it, and 
darted upstairs, his heart pounding in his 
ears, a mist before his eyes. 

A train was just puffing up. What train? 
That was the question. Had the boat-train 
come and gone? or As he pushed on 
the ticket-collector would have stopped him 
at the barrier. Mechanically Lancaster felt 





Digitized by Goc gle 





for a coin and thrust it into the man’s hand. 
It was a sovereign. He was allowed to push 
his way through. The train was slowing 
down now, the passengers beginning to 
descend. Lancaster’s eyes were strained in 
their eager search. 

At this instant the door of a first-class 
compartment almost in front of him was 
thrown open, though the train was not yet 
stationary. Lord Weybridge, more active 
than ever before in his forty-five years, sprang 
out hopefully, surveying the platform. “ Not 
here !” Lancaster heard him exclaim. 

But Sybil Fleetwood was standing in 
the open door, her father 
looking out over her shoulder ; 
and her eyes were not for 
Weybridge. With an ex- 
clamation that sounded like 
joy she pointed 
to a tall figure 
in a leather coat, 
grey with rain- 
streaked dust. 
The train had 
stopped and 
Lancaster hur- 
ried forward, 
his peaked cap 
in his hand. 

There was a 
sensation of 
choking in his 
throat, yet he 
managed to 
speak as quietly 
as if they were 
in a ball-room 
and he was ask- 
ing for a dance. 

“How do 
you do?” he 
asked, uncon- 
sciously elbowing Weybridge aside, as if the 
earl had been a porter. “So glad to see 
you ; so glad to be able to welcome you.” 

Sybil gave him her hand and let him help 
her to descend. “And I’m glad to see you,” 
she said, with emphasis meant for him to 
understand. He pressed the gloved fingers, 
and they answered the pressure. Eyes spoke 
what lips could not say; and then a gendarme 
laid a heavy hand on Lancaster’s shoulder. 

“I arrest you for evading the octroi and for 
furious driving,” he announced in French. 

The Englishman turned upon him. ‘That's 
all right, my dear fellow,” said he, with a 
beaming smile. 
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Lord Rosebery’s 


Turf Successes. 


By ARTHUR F. MEYRICK. 


F Lord Rosebery’s many bio- 
))| graphers few have ever dealt 
at any great length with his 
remarkable turf successes. 
Most of us know that his 
mother, Lady Stanhope, mar- 
ried TA Duke of Cleve-’ 
land; but it may not 
be generally known that 
as a sportsman he in- 
herits his love for horse- 
racing from the Cleve- 
lands. But one has to 
only turn up the pages of 
an old “ Weatherby’s” to 
find that, among many vic- 
tories, one of his lordship’s 
relatives won the St. Leger 
of 1831 with a colt called 
Chorister, which beat two 
dozen starters. 

Lord Rosebery’s love of 
sport early developed it- 
self; indeed, apart from 
his strong liking for horse- 
racing, his Eton compan- 
ions soon saw his keenness 
for all manly pastimes. 
Lord Rosebery was at Eton 
in 1864 and the two follow- 
ing years, and I am in- 
debted to his lordship for 
the accompanying photo- 
graphs of his college days and turf career. 

Oxford to his lordship was a sort of “go 
as you please.” There was a smart sport- 
ing set there during the three 
years “he was up,” and racing 
seemed more in his line than 
real study. To quote the words 
of one intimately acquainted 
with him at Christ Church : 
“Oxford in Lord Rosebery’s 
days was not the Oxford of the 
present time. There is now no 
Bullingdon sports or running to 
Aylesbury or Moreton chases ; 
indeed, so far as district horse- 
racing is concerned, not only 
have the Port Meadow races 


long since been done away with, 
Vol. xxii.--7. 
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LORD ROSEBERY AT ETON. 
From a Photo. by Hills & Saunders. 





LORE ROSEBERY AT 


OXFORD. 

From a Photo. by Mayall. 
(By permission of the Pro- 
prietors of Baily's 
Magazine.) 


but the last has also been seen of those 
pleasant ‘grinds.’” The “ Bullingdon ” re- 
ferred to was a sporting club, and I am 
here allowed to reproduce a most interest- 
ing photograph of a group of its members 
at that date. 


Of Lord Rosebery’s Oxford 
companions there were in 
the hard riding division 
Mr. C. S. Newton, Lord 
Melgund, who used to 
take the assumed name 
of “Mr. Rolly,” and Lord 
Willoughby de Broke, 
Lord Randolph Churchill, 
Sir William Milner, Earl 
of Ilchester, Sir George 
Chetwynd, Lord Lans- 
downe, Major L. Rolles- 
ton (wounded in South 
Africa, but since 
appointed on the Yeo- 
manry Commission), and 
Mr. W. H. P. Jenkins, 
who, like Mr. Newton, 
Lord Willoughby de 
Broke, and Sir George 
Chetwynd, is at the present 
day a prominent member 
of the National Hunt 
Committee. Apart from 
those with keen interests 
in hunting and racing, 
the “key” to the photo- 
graph of the Bullingdon Club further shows 
many eminent names of Lord Rosebery’s 
contemporaries at Oxford. 

It will be seen that Lord 
Rosebery forms a conspicuous 
figure of the Bullingdon group, 
the photograph of which was 
taken at Christ Church ; but their 
club ground, where its members 
used “to sport,” was a little 
way out of Oxford—in fact, was 
held on the same ground upon 
which the barracks now stand. 
One who knew it well tells me 
that all the men of highest social 
standing belonged to the club, 
and they used to dine about 
three times a year in a barn, 
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lent by the owner of the ground. Festive 
cricket (although many good cricketers 
played) and horse races were the chief 
amusements, and it was here that the 
“Dark Blues” 
got fit for their 
battles at Ayles- 
bury with Cam- 
bridge. Oxford 
riders were more 
numerous than 
those of Cam- 
bridge, but the 
latter was not far 
behind Oxford, 
for Mr. J. Maun- 
sell Richardson, 
a sort of Dick 
Christian, came 
over to Ayles- 
bury in that era. 
It is true that 
Lord Rosebery 
never “ sported 
silk” himself, but 
he took more 
than ordinary 
interest in these 
competitions ; in 
fact, he ran 
several steeple- 
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chasers with varied success. It was 
at Aylesbury, one of the finest natural 
steeplechase courses in the kingdom, that 
the two Universities had most of their 
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fun. Mr. C. S. Newton was the first 
man to ride and win for his lordship. 
He had the‘ honour of wearing the delicate 
racing livery, and no more appropriate 
set of colours are registered at Old 
Burlington Street. The rose and prim- 
rose hoops are a pretty combination, as 
compared with the pink and black stripe 
and cap of the Marquis of Cleveland. 
The rose and primrose is an amalgamation 
of Lord Rosebery’s family names, and 
it was in 1869 that Mr. C. S. Newton 
first put them on to ride in a steeple- 
chase confined to Oxford undergraduates, 
decided at Moreton in the Marsh. It was, 
too, a lucky start for Lord Rosebery. His 
horse, Tipperary Boy, and Mr. Newton, came 
in second; but Reveller, the winner, was 
subsequently found not qualified to run, and 
thus did Lord Rosebery win his first race. 

It has often been asked whether his lord- 
ship ever presented 
otherwise than his pre- 
sent clean-shaven and 
studious appearance ; 
but Baz/y of 1870, as 
will be seen from the 
photographs on page 
49, decides the point. 

The Moreton con- 
test took place in 
February, 1869, but on 
the 18th of March of 
the same year a match 
was run, which excited 
considerable interest, between the late Sir 
William Milner and Lord Rosebery over 
two miles and a half of the Aylesbury 
country for £25 a side. Lord Rosebery 
was represented by The Fawn, the mount 
of Mr. Newton, and Mr. Richardson rode 
Cora Pearl for Sir William.* Odds of 
6 to 4 were freely betted on Lord Rosebery’s 
mare, and the match, Mr. Newton tells me, 
was made overnight and strengthened the 
second day’s card. I well recollect Mr. 
“ Dick ” Fowler, of Broughton, weighing out 
the two undergraduates. Few could then 
have anticipated that Mr. Richardson would 
subsequently turn out the rider of two 
Grand National winners, or that Mr. New- 
ton would eventually take so prominent 
a part in the welfare of the National Hunt. 
The only thing that marred the affair 
was the rain. Mr. Richardson recollects 
this, too. He writes: “What a drenching 
Charlie Newton and myself got riding as 
fine a run race as you could wish to see, 
and I just won by a neck.” Mr. Newton, 
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also trusting to memory for over thirty years, 
says : “ Mr. Richardson and myself lay close 
together all the way, and Sir William Milner’s 
mare just stayed the longer and won by 
three parts of a length. The going was very 
deep.” It was a most sportsmanlike affair, 
and perhaps inspired Lord Rosebery a few 
years later to indulge ‘in so many similar 
contests on the flat, for in the autumn of the 
same year (1869) as The Fawn was beaten 
at Aylesbury, in a match for £200 a side 
at Newmarket he successfully engaged a horse 
called Ladas against Badsworth. This was 
perhaps more memorable than the said 
steeplechase, for at Newmarket the betting 
was even between the pair, the verdict was 
a head, and it was won by the first horse 
Lord Rosebery ever ran in the Derby. 
Subsequently his lordship was most successful 
in single-handed contests with Controversy, 
Touchet, Mars, and others. 

Before leaving 

Oxford Lord Rosebery 
` sold his steeplechasers 

and took a trip abroad 

with the late Marquis 
of Bute, but he was 
soon home again and 
began to race under 
the Jockey Club rules. 

He was very much in 

earnest. He had 

purchased the Lamb- 

ton colt, Ladas, with a 

view to Epsom. The 
horse had not been beaten as a two-year- 
old, and expectation ran high during the 
spring that the colt would carry out one 
of his lordship’s much-talked-of Eton wishes 
and win the Derby. But Pretender won 
for Sir Robert Jardine, and Ladas was 
unplaced. 

Eagerly as he started flat racing, it may 
not be generally known that his lordship 
soon afterward very nearly gave up the 
pursuit. This was owing to a horse he 
owned called Mavela. At Stockton (1869) 
in a small race Mavela started a warm 
favourite, but he cut up so badly that a 
writer in the sporting Press, making comment 
on the event, touched the proud spirit and 
dignity of his lordship. Indeed, he took the 
matter as an insult, and at once declared he 
would “sell off,” and it was common talk 
that Lord Rosebery’s turf career had early 
ended. Eventually, however, the newspaper 
retracted the uncalled-for remarks, but it was 
some months before he could be persuaded 
by his friends to reconsider his determination. 
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The first Ladas having failed, Lord Rose- 
bery was again making an effort at Epsom 
in 1876. In this year he held three 
original Derby nominations of his own. 
Neither, however, ran, but Lord Rosebery 
relied on All Heart, a half-brother to 
Doncaster, which had cost a good deal 


of money as a yearling. Kisber won 
the race; All Heart was last, except 
three others who walked in with the 


crowd. But previous 
to All Heart, Lord 
Rosebery nearly won 
his first Derby with 
Couronne de Fer, a 
colt he purchased 
from the late Mr. Pad- 
wick. He was second 
to George Frederick. 
In 1879, a moderate 


year, in which Sir 

won, “the ros MR. JAMES DOVER. 
Bewys h be bate From a Photo. by Lombardi 
and primrose” was & Co., Brighton. 


placed on Visconti. 

Then, two years later, Town Moor, another 
yearling purchase, was third to Iroquois and 
Peregrine. It was just at this period that 
his lordship owned the smartest filly that ever 
carried his colours, called Kermesse. 

Before the second Ladas had achieved 
the height of Lord Rosebery’s ambition the 
subject of this memoir had not been idle in 
other races of interest. Harking back to 1873, 
he had won the Gimcrack Stakes at York with 
Padoroshna, the City and Suburban with 
Aldrich and Roysterer, the July Stakes 
with Levant, the Lin- 
colnshire Handicap 
first with Controversy 
and then with 
Touchet, the Cam- 
bridgshire with La 
Merveille, the Chester 
Cup with Prud- 
homme, the Ascot 
Stakes with Ridotto, 
and the Northumber- 
land Plate with Snail, 
whoalsowon the Liver- 
pool Cup after a des- 
perate finish with Petrarch. Controversy also 
won this event; again, too, there was 
Vista in the Great Metropolitan at Epsom 
the same week as Roysterer won “the 
City,” and she also won the Great York- 
shire Handicap at Doncaster in 1883, the 
year Lord Rosebery won his first classic 
race, the Oaks, with Bonny Jean. Then came 
a blank of about ten years, caused by a most 
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regrettable family loss and a spell of politics 
which led up to his lordship’s office of Prime 
Minister. But Markham and Griffiths had 
kept the stud up at Mentmore, and Illuminata 
in the meantime had produced the great 
Ladas. As a two-year-old he was never 
beaten, and, with the exception of the after- 
noon when Persimmon won the Prince of 
Wales, now King Edward, his first Derby, 
such a scene on Epsom Downs never 
occurred as when 
Lord Rosebery, as 
Prime Minister, 
walked to the weigh- 
ing-room door at the 
side of the hero who 
had just won for him 
the ambition of his 
Eton days. It is still 
green in my memory, 
that pale face by the 
side of Hampton’s 
third Derby winner as 
he entered the little 
saddling inclosure ; what a volley of cheers ; 
what a raising of hats; what excitement 
beyond words! It was, I venture to say, 
the proudest moment of his lordship’s 
life. But as the old adage says, “It never 
rains but it pours.” Sir Visto did the same 
thing the very next season to Ladas. Ex- 
pectations of success were great in 1897 
with Velasquez and Chelandry, for if the 
latter won the One Thousand Guineas, 
Limasol stopped the way in the Oaks and 
Galtee More beat her in the St. Leger. It was 
Mr. Gubbins’s_ colt 
that also prevented 
Velasquez from win- 
ning both the Two 
Thousand Guineas 
and the Derby. In 
1899 Tom Cringle’s 
Ascot Stakes victory 
was the chief event 
won for Lord Rose- 
bery, and a worse 
season was that of 
1900, for the popular 
jacket on only one 
occasion first caught the judge’s eye. 

In a career extending over some thirty- 
three years Lord Rosebery in attaining 
so many successes may be said to have 
employed the best of talent. In his many 
chops and changes he has had some seven 
or eight trainers, and I am unable to count 
the number of jockeys who have assisted 
him in his efforts. When he purchased 
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the first Ladas—he bred the second— 
the late James Dover became his lord- 
ship’s trainer, and held the post from 1868 
to 1876, when the horses were removed 
from that quaintly-built village of East Ilsley 
to Russley. The late Mr. Dover was in the 
zenith of his fame when he took charge of 
Lord Rosebery’s racers, Lord Lyon and 
Achievement having earned a great reputa- 
tion for the Ilsley stable. But Dover did 
very little for Lord Rosebery until 1874, 
when Aldrich won the City and Suburban. 
Controversy was also one of Dover's 
best early cards; the horse could stay 
fairly well, and he was most useful in 
the matches already 

referred to. Con- 

troversy won three, 

but the one over which 

Dover became more 

delighted was that run 

at Ascot. Well do I 

recollect the excite- 

ment it caused. It 

was one of those old- 

fashioned affairs, that 

arose out of a runaway 

victory of Lowlander . 
on the first day of the : 
meeting. The wagering between 

the pair was very heavy, and Low- 

lander, who was giving weight away 

to Controversy, was the favourite 

at 6 to 4on. A close contest had 

been eagerly anticipated, but such 

did not prove to be the case ; the 

mile and a quarter was too far 

for Lowlander, and he was beaten 

a couple of lengths. 

After Lord Rosebery’s horses 
left East Isley, Dover had many 
good racers under his charge, 
and of these Bruce was the unluckiest 
horse to have been beaten at Epsom in 
Shotover’s Derby. Bruce’s picture hangs 
on the walls of the Ilsley home, where 
also are pictures of Achievement and Lord 
Lyon ; but when once paying Dover a visit 
there I have no recollection of having seen 
any souvenir to commemorate Lord Rose- 
bery’s connection with the stable. The late 
Mr. James Dover died some years ago, and 
a granite monument in the little church- 
yard on the hill above his late home and 
stables marks the career of a genial trainer 
and one of the old school. 

Lord Rosebery’s horses in training were 
in the same county when in 1877, 1878, and 
1879 they were with Mr. Robert Peck, 
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who rendered Russley famous with such as 
Bend Or and his sire Doncaster, and it 
cannot be said that he did badly in large 
handicaps during the three years he trained 
for Lord Rosebery. In 1877 the first im- 
portant races he won for his lordship were the 
New Stakes at Ascot and the victory of Snail 
over Petrarch at Liverpool already referred to, 
but the next year was not an important one. 
Attached to it there was a deal of ill-luck, 
and particularly so in the autumn, when Lord 
Rosebery respectively ran second and third 
for the Cambridgeshire with Touchet and 
La Merveille, the pair falling against one of 
the horses of the century in Isonomy. The 
money lost here was 
however recovered in 
the spring and autumn 
of 1879, for Touchet 
won the Lincoln 
Handicap, La Mer- 
veille the Cambridge- 
shire, and Ridotto the 
Ascot Stakes. The 
end here came be- 
tween Lord Rosebery 
and Mr. Peck, and 
Robert TAnson at 
Epsom took charge of 
the horses ; Constable, as at Ilsley 
and Russley, being first jockey to 
the stable. Constable was a quiet, 
unassuming, and good -natured 
man, and a special favourite of 
both Lord and Lady Rosebery ; 
indeed, during his illness, which 
terminated fatally, her ladyship 
was a frequent visitor at Con- 
stable’s home hard by The Dur- 
dans. Constable was a bright- 
eyed, intelligent jockey, and al- 
though he always finished with 
a slack rein and in a style different to that of 
Archer or the Cannons, he could always keep 
a horse straight. Constable’s name is to be 
found enrolled among many of the earlier of 
Lord Rosebery’s turf victories. 

While Mr. Peck trained some of his lord- 
ship’s horses at Russley, Robert I’Anson had 
others at Epsom, and when at The Durdans 
Lord Rosebery often used to take his morning 
breather to the Downs to see the horses at 
work. I’Anson had many good racers and 
jumpers under his care besides those of 
Lord Rosebery, and it is not a little 
curious that he trained both Hampton 
and Illuminata, the sire and dam of 
Ladas, the Derby winner. Besides Illumi- 
nata, who only won one race for Lord 
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Archibald Philip 
after Lord Rose- 
bery, who stood 
as his godfather. 
From Epsom his 
lordship, as a train- 
ing quarter, tried 
Newmarket, where 
he engaged Joseph 
Cannon as his pri- 
vate trainer, and 
from 1881 to 1883 
he had great suc- 
cess. Constable’s 
health failing him, 
Tom Cannon was 
in possession of 
the riding, and he 
achieved feats 
upon Kermesse 
for the stable. 
Both the Cannons 
were born in Eton 
$ pees : oe oe : : town, and it is the 
From a Photo byl = JOHN WATTS (ON LADAS) AND MR. FELIX LEACH. (Hailey, Newmarket. opinion of brother 
l Tom that Ker- 
Rosebery, and Hampton, who then belonged messe was the best racer of Lord Rosebery’s 
to Mr. Harvey, PAnson had also noted he ever crossed. This good filly was not 
horses like the National winner, Austerlitz, bred at Mentmore, but at Blankney, and Lord 
Touchet, Charles 
I., and Bacchus 
under his care. 
He gave up train- 
ing after his severe 
accident at San- 
down Park in 
1881. It may not 
begenerally known 
that PAnson was 
born on the Mar- 
quis of Waterford’s 
estate, at Water- 
ford, in 1850, had 
his first ride in 
1861, and his first 
win three years 
later at the now 
defunct Harrow 
meeting. As a 
jockey over fences 
and hurdles he had 
few if any equals, 
and now he is one 
of the chief off- 
cials at Sandown. 
His second son, 
born May rath, 
1879, I may men- > _| 
tion, was named Froma Photo. by aa MATTIE GAWSON. (Hailey, Newmarket. 
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Rosebery purchased her as a yearling. She 
won all the chief two-year-old races in 1881. 
Other good racers which Cannon prepared for 
Lord Rosebery were Prudhomme, Vista, the 
dam of Sir Visto, Roysterer, and the Oaks 
victress Bonny Jean. A clever and able trainer 
is Joseph Cannon, and a fine horseman 
was Tom. But Danebury has always been 
the home of good jockeys. Besides young 


Tom, there are- Mornington, Kempton, and a 
still younger brother, and we have had 
riders like Watts, S. Loates, Brown, and 
the 


others emanating from 
stable; and of this 
party Watts won Lord 
Rosebery his first 
classic race—the Oaks 
—on Bonny Jean. The 
only Derby winner 
Tom Cannon ever rode 
was Shotover, and if 
you ask “Joe” his 
greatest feat he will 
probably tell you it 
occurred in 1876, when Aona Pha tye He R 
on Regal, after an ex- d Co., Brighton. 
citing contest, he 
defeated Congress in 
the National by a neck. 
During the ten years’ 
retirement of Lord 
Rosebery, Matthew 
Dawson had given up 
training, and had gone 
to live at Exning, but 
on his lordship’s re- 
turn to turf affairs he 
persuaded Mr. Daw- 
son to take a few of 
the Mentmore bred 
ones, and he was at once rewarded 
by having Ladas. Mr. Dawson naturally 
came in for a host of congratulations from 
his lordship and his many friends. Ladas 
as a two-year-old, in the hands of A. White, 
won all his four races ; but Watts was engaged 
for the three-year-old contests, and won the 
Guineas and the Derby on him. The praises of 
Mr. Dawson have too often been sung to need 
enumerating here, and it requires no words 
from my pen to eulogize the feats of a man 
who had trained twenty-eight classic winners, 
this number including eight Derbies, five 
Oaks, and half-a-dozen St. Legers. Matthew 
Dawson’s four years with Lord Rosebery saw 
a second Derby and a St. Leger winner in 
Sir Visto, and ill-health compelled Mr. 
Dawson to seek assistance, first from Mr. 
Felix Leach and then from Mr. Walters, jun. 
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Mr. Leach’s association with Derby winners 
is somewhat remarkable. He looked after 
Melton ; he broke in Ayrshire and Sir Visto ; 
he todk Ladas to Epsom, and was with 
Richard Marsh at Egerton Lodge when 
Persimmon scored his great victory for our 
present King Edward VII. Mr. Leach, who 
is standing at the head of Ladas, with Watts 
in the saddle, in the portrait I reproduce, has 
to use his own words, been among horses all 
his life, and he is, at the time of writing, pre- 
paring Orchid, a son of Orme, one of the 
winter fancies for the recent Derby. Mr. Leach 

was in partnership with 

Mr. Dawson at the time 

of the veteran’s death. 

It was in 1896 that 

Mr. Walters, jun., took 

charge of the horses, 

and he had a real good 
time that year with 

Velasquez and Chelan- 

dry. When Velasquez 

made his first and vic- 
. torious début in the New 

Stakes at Ascot, Lord 

Rosebery, I recollect, 

narrowly eyeing the colt 

after his success, turned 
to Mr. Leopold de 

Rothschild and made 

some remarks suggest- 

ive that he might turn 
out better than Ladas. 

But both Velasquez and 

Chelandry wereunlucky 

to have been born in 

the same year as Galtee 

More, for Mr. Gub- 

vins’s colt defeated the 
former in the Middle Park Plate, Guineas, 
and Derby, while the Irishman also disposed 
of Chelandry for the St. Leger. The 
expectations formed of Velasquez were not 
realized, but he did better next season, when 
Charles Wood became jockey to Lord Rose- 
bery’s stable, and at the end of 1898 the 
horses were transferred to that well-known 
rider, who has established a nice house and 
stables at Jevington, in Sussex. 

Velasquez, Wood tells me, was the best 
horse he has ever ridden for Lord Rosebery, 
and he seems a bit disheartened that the 
stock of Ladas has not turned out so well as 
anticipated. But, then, there is plenty of time 
for an improvement in matters, for I do not 
believe in the report that Lord Rosebery 
intends to altogether retire from a sport which 
so long has afforded him so much enjoyment. 
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Again looking back over Lord Rosebery’s 
racing career, it will be seen that most of our 
best jockeys, besides those already named, 
have had the honour of wearing the rose and 
primrose jacket. It was Custance who rode 
the unplaced Ladas in Pretender’s Derby ; it 
was the late Tom Chaloner, the rider of 
Macaroni, who steered the horse in his match 
with Badsworth ; again he piloted Padoroshna 
in the Gimcrack Stakes of 1876. Then I 
recollect among other events Fordham wear- 
ing the colours on Levant in the July Stakes 
at Newmarket. These jockeys whose portraits 
are here reproduced from photographs when at 
their best all earned Derby honours. Fordham 
is in the colours of the 
late Mr. Drewitt, to 
whom he served his 
apprenticeship ; Cust- 
ance in the puce and 
lilac sleeves ; and Tom 
Chaloner in the late Mr. 
R. C. Naylor’s livery, 
which he wore on 
Macaroni. For the lat- 
ter’s portrait I am in- 
debted to his widow, 
and mother of the 
brothers training now 
at Newmarket. Mrs. Chaloner is 
very keen on the now much-dis- 
cussed subject of race-riding. In a 
letter to me she says: “I ill com- 
pare the new school to the old,” 
and as regards her husband, she 
thinks for judgment of pace, 
patience, hands, coolness of head, 
and conduct of a race he had no 
superiors, and boldly asserts in her 
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postscript: “ No American would O 
have beaten him.” Piggott, Leighto 


As a portrait and autograph of 
the late Fred Archer so recently appeared 
in THE STRAND MAGAZINE in an article 
on the Prince of Wales and his jockeys, 
it is not necessary to repeat it here, but 
he often rode for Lord Rosebery and won 
him the only important cup he was ever 
successful in— that was on Controversy 
at York in 1876. Finally I may mention 
that, of other riders, C. Morbey for his lord- 
ship carried off the City and Suburban on 
Aldrich in 1874 and the Northumberland 
Plate on Snail in 1876 ; Luke the Shrewsbury 
Handicap of 1879 on Rhidorroch ; Lemaire 
the Chester Cup of 1882 on Prudhomme ; 
Gallon the City and Suburban of 1883 
on Roysterer ; Fagan the Royal Hunt Cup, 
1896, on Quarrel; and S. Loates, besides 
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the Derby and St. Leger on Sir Visto, 
steered Vista, the latter’s dam, to victory both 
in the Metropolitan Stakes at Epsom and 
the Great Yorkshire Handicap at York. 
Watts is here depicted on Ladas, taken 
shortly after the Derby. He is the only 
jockey who can boast of having won the 
Derby for a King and a Premier. T. 
Loates’s best successes in Lord Rosebery’s 
colours were on Chelandry in the Wood- 
cote and Velasquez in the New Stakes. As 
a two-year-old A. White steered Ladas in 
four victorious races. He rode the horse in 
his trial, which took place in the presence of 
Lord Rosebery and Mr. Dawson, and White 
was engaged by his 
lordship to ride for the 
season. His lordship 
in making presents to 
his racing employés 
mostly forwards 
cheques, and White 
received over £400 in 
presents for his services 
in 1893. 

In a great and 
honourable career like 
that of Lord Rose- 
bery a trainer and 
jockey mostly come in for all the 
praise bestowed when the horses are 
running, and especially so when they 
are winning; but it is very few 
folks who turn a thought to the 
man who has reared and weaned 
the stock on which hundreds and 
hundreds of pounds depend. In 
the early days the anxiety of the 
stud groom is as great as that of 
the trainer later on, the jockey 
coming in, perhaps, for the least lia- 
bility. Mr. Griffiths at Mentmore, 
the home of Lord Rosebery’s young stock, 
no doubt has his times of trouble, but 
he is a man of much experience and enjoys 
the fullest confidence of Lord Rosebery. 
Mr. Griffiths was born in 1846, and went to 
The Durdans as stud groom in 1878, but on 
the death of Mr. Markham he took charge 
of the Mentmore stud. Mr. Griffiths is of 
opinion that Ladas is the best race-horse 
ever owned by Lord Rosebery. 

As I have already stated, Lord Rosebery’s 
career has been an extended one, starting in 
1868 ; but, not including hurdle races and 
steeplechases, his successes on the flat have 
been very marked ; the best year being 1896, 
when eighteen races ran to the value of 
£20,592. 
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At Sunwich Port. 
By W. W. Jacoss. 


CHAPTER IV. 

OR the next month or two 
Master Hardy’s existence was 
brightened by the efforts of 
an elderly steward who made 
no secret of his intentions of 
ee putting an end to it. Mr. 
Wilks at first placed great reliance on the 
saw that ‘it is the early bird that catches the 
worm,” but lost faith in it when he found 
that it made no 
provision for 
cases in which 
the worm leaning 
from its bedroom 
windowaddressed 
spirited remon- 
strances to the 
bird on the sub- 
ject of its personal 
appearance. 

To the anxious 
inquiries of Miss 
Nugent, Mr. 
Wilks replied 
that he was bid- 
ing his time. 
Every delay, he 
hinted, made it 
worse for Master 
Hardy when the 
day of  retribu- 
tion should dawn, 
and although she 
pleaded earnestly 
for a little on 
account he was 
unable to meet 
her wishes. Be- 
fore that day 
came, however, 
Captain Nugent 
heard of the 
proceedings, and after a painful interview 
with the steward, during which the latter’s 
failings by no means escaped attention, con- 
fined him to the house. 

An excellent reason for absen.ing: himself 
from school was thus denied to Master 
Hardy ; but it has been well said that when 
one door closes another opens, and to his 
great satisfaction the old servant, who had 
been in poor health for some time, suddenly 

Vol. xxii.—8. 
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took to her bed and required his undivided 
attention. 

He treated her at first with patent 
medicines purchased at the chemists, a 
doctor being regarded by both of them as a 
piece of unnecessary extravagance ; but in 
spite of four infallible remedies she got 
steadily worse. ‘Then a doctor was called in, 
and by the time Captain Hardy returned home 
she had made a partial recovery, but was 
clearly incapable of further 
work. She left in a cab 
to accept a home with a 
niece, leaving the captain 
confronted with a problem 
which he had seen grow- 
ing for some time past. 

“I cart make up my 
mind what to do 
with you,” he 
observed, regard- 
ing his son. 

“I’m very 
comfortable,” 
was the reply. 

“You're too 
comfortable,” 
said his father. 
“Youre running 
wild. Its just 
as well poor old 
Martha has gone ; 
it has brought 
things toa head.” 

“We could 
have somebody 
else,” suggested 
his son. 

The captain 
shook his head. 
“Pll give up the 
house and send 
you to London to 
your Aunt Mary,” he said, slowly; “she 
doesn’t know you, and once I’m at sea and 
the house given up, she won’t be able to 
send you back.” 

Master Hardy, who was much averse to 
leaving Sunwich and had heard accounts of 
the lady in question which referred princi- 
pally to her strength of mind, made tender 
inquiries concerning his father’s comfort while 
ashore. 
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“TIl take rooms,” was the reply, “and I 
shall spend as much time as I can with you 
in London. You want looking after, my 
son ; I’ve heard all about you.” 

His son, without inquiring as to the 
nature of the information, denied it at once 
upon principle; he also alluded darkly to 
his education, and shook his head over the 
effects of a change at such a critical period 
of his existence. 

“ And you talk too much for your age,” 
was his father’s comment when he had 
finished. “A year or two with your aunt 
ought to make a nice boy of you; there’s 
plenty of room for 
improvement.” 

He put his plans 
in hand at once, 
and a week before 
he sailed again had 
disposed of the 
house. ` Some of the 
furniture he kept for 


himself; but the 
bulk of it went to 
his sister as con- 


science-money. 
Master Hardy, 
in very low 
spirits, watched 
it taken away. 
Big men in hob- 
nailed boots 
ran noisily up 
the bare stairs, 
and came down 


















a position from which such curios as a broken 
washstand or a two-legged chair never failed 
to entice her. 

It was over at last. The second van had 
disappeared, and nothing was left but a litter 
of straw and paper. The front door stood 
open and revealed desolation. Miss Nugent 
came to the gate and stared in superciliously. 

“Tm glad you're going,” she said, frankly. 

Master Hardy scarcely noticed her. One 
of his friends who concealed strong business 
instincts beneath a sentimental exterior had 
suggested souvenirs and given him a spectacle- 
glass said to have belonged to Henry VIII., 
and he was busy 
searching his pockets 
for an adequate re- 
turn. Then Captain 
Hardy came up, 
and first going over 
the empty house, 
came out and bade 
his son accompany 
him to the station. 
A minute or two 
later and they were 
out of sight; the 
sentimentalist stood 
on the curb gloat- 
ing over a 
newly - acquired 
penknife, and 
Miss Nugent, 
after being 
strongly re- 
proved by him 





slowly, steering 


for curiosity, 














large pieces of 
furniture 
through narrow 
passages, and 
using much 


vain repetition 
when they 
found their 


hands acting as fenders. The wardrobe, a 
piece of furniture which had been built for 
larger premises, was a particularly hard nut 
to crack, but they succeeded at last—in three 
places. 

A few of his intimates came down to see 
the last of him, and Miss Nugent, who in 
some feminine fashion regarded the move as 
a triumph for her family, passed by several 
times. It might have been chance, it might 
have been design, but the boy could not help 
noticing that when the piano, the wardrobe, 
and other fine pieces were being placed in 
the van, she was at the other end of the road, 
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tA PARTICULARLY HARD NUT." 


paced slowly 
home with her 
head in the air. 

Sunwich 
made no stir 
over the depar- 
ture of one of 
its youthful 
citizens. Indeed, it lacked not those who 
would have cheerfully parted with two 
or three hundred more. ‘The boy was 
quite chilled by the tameness of his exit, 
and for years afterwards the desolate 
appearance of the platform as the train 
steamed out occurred to him with an odd 
sense of discomfort. In all.Sunwich there 
was only one person who grieved over his 
departure, and he, after keeping his memory 
green for two years, wrote off fivepence 
as a bad debt and dismissed him from his 
thoughts. 

Two months after the Congueror had 
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sailed again Captain Nugent obtained com- 
mand of a steamer sailing between London 
and the Chinese ports. From the gratified 
lips of Mr. Wilks Sunwich heard of this new 
craft, the particular glory of which appeared 
to be the luxurious appointments of the 
steward’s quarters. Language indeed failed 
Mr. Wilks in describing it, and, pressed for 
details, he could only murmur disjointedly 
of satin-wood, polished brass, and crimson 
velvet. 

Jack Nugent hailed his father’s departure 
with joy. They had seen a great deal of 
each other during the 
latter’s prolonged stay 
ashore, and neither 
had risen in the other’s 
estimation in conse- 
quence. He became 
enthusiastic over the 
sea as a profession for 
fathers, and gave him- 
self some airs over 
acquaintances less for- 
tunately placed. In 
the first flush of lib- 
erty he took to staying 
away from school, the 
education thus lost 
being only partially 
atoned for by a grown- 
up style of composition 
engendered by dictat- 
ing excuses to the easy- 
going Mrs. Kingdom. 

At seventeen he 
learnt, somewhat to his 
surprise, that his edu- 
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A slight uneasiness as to the wisdom of 
his proceedings occurred to him just before 
his father’s return, but he comforted himself 
and Kate with the undeniable truth that 
after all the captain couldn’t eat him. He was 
afraid, however, that the latter would be dis- 
pleased, and, with a constitutional objection 
to unpleasantness, he contrived to be out 
when he returned, leaving to Mrs. Kingdom 
the task of breaking the news. 

The captain’s reply was brief and to the 
point. He asked his son whether he would 
like to go to sea, and upon receiving a 
decided answer in the 
negative, at once took 
steps to send him 
there. In two days 
he had procured him 
an outfit, and within 
a week Jack Nugent, 
greatly to his own sur- 
prise, was on the way 
to Melbourne as ap- 
prentice on the barque 
Silver Stream. 

He liked it even less 
than the bank. ‘The 
monotony of the sea 
was appalling to a 
youth of his tastes, 
and the fact that the 
skipper, a man who 
never spoke except to 
find fault, was almost 


loquacious with him 
failed to afford him 
any satisfaction. 





He liked the mates 


cation was finished. LEA no better than the 
His father provided een | skipper, and having 
the information and, CEE said as much one day 
simply as a matter of pe Se to the second officer, 
form, consulted him ep aie had no reason after- 
as to his views for EAE IN ENE LOCAINBANKY wards to modify his 


the future. It was an 

important thing to decide upon at short 
notice, but he was equal to it, and, having 
suggested gold-digging as the only profession 
he cared for, was promptly provided by the 
incensed captain with a stool in the local 
bank. 

He occupied it for three weeks, a period 
of time which coincided to a day with his 
father’s leave ashore. He left behind him 
his initials cut deeply in the lid of his desk, 
a miscellaneous collection of cheap fiction, 
and a few experiments in book-keeping 
which the manager ultimately solved with 
red ink and a ruler. 
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opinions. He lived a 
life apart, ana except for the cook, another 
martyr to fault-finding, had no society. 

In these uncongenial circumstances the 
new apprentice worked for four months as 
he had never believed it possible he could 
work. He was annoyed both at the extent 
and the variety of his tasks, the work of an 
A.B. being gratuitously included in his 
curriculum. The end of the voyage found 
him desperate, and after a hasty consultation 
with the cook they deserted together and 
went up-country. 

Letters, dealing mainly with the ideas and 
adventures of the cook, reached Sunwich at 
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irregular intervals, and were eagerly perused 
by Mrs. Kingdom and Kate, but the captain 
forbade all mention of him. ‘Then they 
ceased altogether, and after a year or two of 
unbroken silence Mrs. Kingdom asserted 
herself, and a photograph in her possession, 
the only one extant, exposing the missing 
Jack in petticoats and sash, suddenly appeared 
on the drawing-room mantelpiece. 

The captain stared, but made no com- 
ment. Disappointed in his son, he turned 
for consolation to his daughter, noting with 
some concern the unaccountable changes 
which that young lady underwent during his 
absences. He noticed a difference after 
every voyage. He left behind him on one 
occasion a nice trim little girl, and returned 
to find a creature all legs and arms. He 
returned again and found the arms less 
obnoxious and the legs hidden by a long 
skirt; and as he complained in secret 
astonishment to his sister, she had developed 
a motherly manner in her dealings with him 
which was almost unbearable. 

“Shell grow out of it soon,” said Mrs. 
Kingdom ; “ you wait and see.” 

The captain growled and waited, and found 
his sisters prognostications partly fulfilled. 
The exuberance of Miss Nugent’s manner 
was certainly modified by time, but she 
developed instead a quiet, unassuming habit 
of authority which he liked as little. 

“She gets made such a fuss of, it’s no 
wonder,” said Mrs. Kingdom, with a satisfied 
smile. “I never heard of a girl getting 
as much attention as she does ; it’s a wonder 
her head isn’t turned.” 

“Eh!” said the startled captain ; “she’d 
better not let me see anything of it.” 

“ Just so,” said Mrs. Kingdom. 

The captain dwelt on these words and 
kept his eyes open, and, owing to his 
daughter’s benevolent efforts on his behalf, 
had them fully occupied. He went to sea 
firmly convinced that she would do some- 
thing foolish in the matrimonial line, the 
glowing terms in which he had overheard her 
describing the charms of the new postman to 
Mrs. Kingdom filling him with the direst 
forebodings. 

It was his last voyage. An unexpected 
windfall from an almost forgotten uncle and 
his own investments had placed him in a 
position of modest comfort, and just before 
Miss Nugent reached her twentieth birthday 
he resolved to spend his declining days 
ashore and give her those advantages of 
parental attention from which she had been 
so long debarred. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


Mr. Wilks, to the inconsolable grief of his 
shipmates, left with him. He had been for 
nearly a couple of years in receipt of an 
annuity purchased for him under the will of 
his mother, and his defection left a gap never 
to be filled among comrades who had for 
some time regarded him in the light of an 
improved drinking fountain. 


CHAPTER V. 


On a fine afternoon, some two months 
after his release from the toils of the sea, 
Captain Nugent sat in the special parlour of 
the Goblets. The old inn offers hospitality 
to all, but one parlour has by ancient tradi- 
tion and the exercise of self-restraint and 
proper feeling been from time immemorial 
reserved for the é//e of the town. 

The captain, confident in the security of 
these unwritten regulations, conversed freely 
with his peers. He had been moved to 
speech by the utter absence of discipline 
ashore, and from that had wandered to the 
growing evil of revolutionary ideas at sea. 
His remarks were much applauded, and two 
brother-captains listened with grave respect 
to a disquisition on the wrongs of ship- 
masters ensuing on the fancied rights of 
sailor-men, the only discordant note being 
struck by the harbour-master, a man whose 
ideas had probably been insidiously sapped 
by a long residence ashore. 

“ A man before the mast,” said the latter, 
fortifying his moral courage with whisky, “ is 
a human being.” 

“ Nobody denies it,” said Captain Nugent, 
looking round. 

One captain agreed with him. 

“Why don’t they act like it, then?” 
demanded the other. 

Nugent and the first captain, struck by the 
remark, thought they had perhaps been too 
hasty in their admission, and waited for 
number two to continue. They eyed him 
with silent encouragement. 

“Why don’t they act like it, then?” re- 
peated number two, who, being a man of 
few ideas, was not disposed to waste 
them. 

Captain Nugent and his friend turned to 
the harbour-master to see how he would 
meet this poser. 

“They mostly do,” he replied, sturdily. 
“Treat a seaman well, and he'll treat you 
well.” 

This was rank heresy, and moreover seemed 
to imply something. Captain Nugent won- 
dered dismally whether life ashore would 
infect him with the same opinions. 
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“ What avout that man of mine who threw 
a belaying-pin at me ?” he demanded. 

The harbour-master quailed at the chal- 
lenge. The obvious retort was offensive. 

“T shall carry the mark with me to my 
grave,” added the captain, as a further induce- 
ment to him to reply. 

“I hope that you'll carry it a long time,” 
said the harbour-master, gracefully. 

“Here, look here, Hall!” expostulated 
captain number two, starting up. 

“It’s all right, Cooper,” said Nugent. 








clothes. In the midst of an impressive 
silence he set his glass upon the table and, 
taking a chair, drew a small clay pipe from 
his pocket. 

Aghast at the intrusion, the quartette con- 
ferred with their eyes, a language which is 
perhaps only successful in love. Captain 
Cooper, who was usually moved to speech 
by externals, was the first to speak. 

“ You’ve got a sty coming on your eye, 
Hall,” he remarked. 

“ I daresay.” 
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“A DIVERSION WAS CREATED BY THE ENTRANCE OF A NEW ARRIVAL.” 


“Its all right,” said captain number. one, 
and in a rash moment undertook to explain. 
In five minutes he had clouded Captain 
Cooper’s intellect for the afternoon. 

He was still busy with his self-imposed 
task when a diversion was created by the 
entrance of a new arrival. A short, stout man 
stood for a moment with the handle of the 
door in his hand, and then came in, carefully 
bearing before him a glass of gin and water. 
It was the first time he had set foot there, 
and all understood that by this intrusion Mr. 
Daniel Kybird sought to place sea-captains 
and other dignitaries on a footing with the 
keepers of slop-shops and dealers in old 
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“Tf anybody's got a needle ” said the 
captain, who loved minor operations. 

Nobody heeded him except the harbour- 
master, and he muttered something about 
beams and motes, which the captain failed 
to understand. ‘The others were glaring 
darkly at Mr. Kybird, who had taken upa 
newspaper and was busy perusing it. 

“ Are you looking for anybody ? ” demanded 
Captain Nugent, at last. 

“No,” said Mr. Kybird, looking at him 
over the top of his paper. 

“What have you come here for, then?” 
inquired the captain. 

“I come ’ere to drink two o’ gin cold,’ 
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returned Mr. Kybird, with a dignity befitting 
the occupation. 

“Well, suppose you drink it somewhere 
else,” suggested the captain. 

Mr. Kybird had another supposition to 
offer. “Suppose I don’t?” he remarked. 
“Im a respectable British tradesman, and 
my money is as good as yours. I’ve as much 
right to be here as you ’ave. I’ve never done 
anything I’m ashamed of !” 

“And you 

. never will,” said 
Captain Cooper’s 
friend, grimly, 
“not if you live 
to be a hundred.” 

Mr. Kybird 
looked surprised 
at the tribute. 
“Thankee,” he 
said, gratefully. 

“Well, we 
don’t want you 
here,” said Cap- 
tain Nugent. “We 
prefer your room 
to your com- 
pany.” 

Mr. Kybird 
leaned back in 
his chair and 
twisted his blunt 
features into an 
expression of 
withering con- 
tempt. Then he 
took up a glass 
and drank, and 
discovered too 
late that in the 
excitement of the 
moment he had 
made free with the speaker’s whisky. 

“ Don’t apologize,” interrupted the captain ; 
“it’s soon remedied.” 

He took the glass up gingerly and flung 
it with a crash into the fireplace. Then he 
rang the bell. 

“Tve smashed a dirty glass,” he said, as 
the barman entered. “How much?” 

‘The man told him, and the captain, after 
a few stern remarks about privacy and 
harpies, left the room with his friends, leaving 
the speechless Mr. Kybird gazing at the 
broken glass and returning evasive replics 
to the inquiries of the curious Charles. 

He finished his gin and water slowly. For 
months he had been screwing up his courage 
to carry that room by assault, and this was 
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the result. He had been insulted almost in 
the very face of Charles, a youth whose 
reputation as a gossip was second to none in 
Sunwich. 

“ Do you know what I should do if I was 
you?” said that worthy, as he entered the 
room again and swept up the broken glass. 

“I do not,” said Mr. Kybird, with lofty 
indifference. 

“I shouldnt come ’ere again, that’s what 
I should dọ,” 
said Charles, 
frankly. “ Next 
time he'll throw 
you in the fire- 
place.” 

“ Ho,” said the 
heated Mr. Ky- 
bird. “Ho, will 
he? Td like to 
see m: I'll 
make ’im sorry 
for this afore I’ve 
done with ‘im. I'll 
learn ’im to in- 
sult a respectable 
British trades- 
man. PI show 
him who’s who.” 

“Whatll you 
do?” inquired 
the other. 

“Never you 
mind,” said Mr. 
Kybird, who was 
not in a position 
to satisfy his 
curiosity—“‘ never 
you mind. You 
go and get on 
with your work, 
Charles, and 
praps by the time your moustache ’as 
grown big enough to be seen, you'll ’ear 
something.” 

“I ’eard something the other day,” said 
the barman, musingly ; “about you it was, 
but I wouldn’t believe it.” 

“ Wot was it?” demanded the other. 

“ Nothing much,” replied Charles, stand- 
ing with his hand on the door-knob, “ but 
I wouldnt believe it of you; I said I 
couldn't.” 

“ Wot—was—it ?” insisted Mr. Kybird 

“Why, they said you once gave a man a 
fair price for a pair of trousers,” said the 
barman, indignantly. 

He closed the door behind him softly, and 
Mr. Kybird, after a brief pause, opened it 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


AT SUNWICH PORT. 63 


again and, more softly still, quitted the pre- 
cincts of the Goblets, and stepped across the 
road to his emporium. 

Captain Nugent, in happy ignorance of the 
dark designs of the wardrobe dealer, had 
also gone home. He was only just begin- 
ning to realize the comparative unimportance 
of a retired shipmaster, and the knowledge 
was a source of considerable annoyance to 
him. No deferential mates listened respect- 
fully to his instructions, no sturdy seamen 
ran to execute his commands or trembled 
mutinously at his wrath. The only person 
in the wide world who stood in awe of him 
was the general servant Bella, and she made 
no attempt to conceal her satisfaction at the 
attention excited by her shortcomings. 

He paused a moment at the gate and then, 
walking slowly up to the door, gave it the 
knock of a master. A full minute passing, 
he knocked again, remembering with some 
misgivings his stern instructions of the day 
before that the door was to be attended by 
the servant and by nobody else. He had 
seen Miss Nugent sitting at the window as he 
passed it, but in the circumstances the fact 
gave him no comfort. A third knock was 
followed by a fourth, and then a distressed 
voice upstairs was heard calling wildly upon 
the name of Bella. 

At the fifth knock the house shook, and a 
red-faced maid with her shoulders veiled in a 
large damp towel passed hastily down the 
staircase and, slipping the catch, passed 
more hastily still upstairs again, affording the 
indignant captain a glimpse of a short striped 
skirt as it turned the landing. 

“Is there any management at all in this 
house?” he inquired, as he entered the 
room. 

“ Bella was dressing,” said Miss Nugent, 
calmly, “and you gave orders yesterday that 
nobody else was to open the door.” 

“Nobody else when she’s available,” 
qualified her father, eyeing her sharply. 
“When I give orders I expect people to use 
their common sense. Why isn’t my tea 
ready? It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock’s twenty minutes fast,” said 
Kate. ) 

“Who's been meddling with it ?” demanded 
her father, verifying the fact by his watch. 

Miss Nugent shook her head. “It’s 
gained that since you regulated it last 
night,” she said, with a smile. 

The captain threw himself into an easy- 
chair, and with one eye on the clock waited 
until, at five minutes to the hour by the right 
time, a clatter of crockery sounded from the 


Digitized by Go gle 


kitchen, and Bella, still damp, came in with 
the tray. Her eye was also on the clock, 
and she smirked weakly in the captain’s 
direction as she saw that she was at least two 
minutes ahead of time. Ata minute to the 
hour the teapot itself was on the tray, and 
the heavy breathing of the handmaiden in 
the kitchen was audible to all. 

“ Punctual to the minute, John,” said Mrs. 
Kingdom, as she took her seat at the tray. 
“ Ivs wonderful how that girl has improved 
since you've been at home. She isn’t like 
the same girl.” 

She raised the teapot and, after pouring out 
a little of the contents, put it down again and 
gave it another two minutes. At the end of 
that time, the colour being of the same un- 
satisfactory paleness, she set the pot down 
and was about to raise the lid when an 
avalanche burst into the room and, emptying 
some tea into the pot from a canister-lid, 
beat a hasty retreat. 

“Good tea and well-trained servants,” 
muttered the captain to his plate. ‘“ What 
more can a man want?” 

Mrs. Kingdom coughed and passed his 
cup; Miss Nugent, who possessed a healthy 
appetite, serenely attacked her bread and 
butter ; conversation languished. 

“ I suppose you've heard the news, John ?” 
said his sister. 

“I daresay I have,” was the reply. 

“Strange he should come back after all 
these years,” said Mrs. Kingdom ; “ though, 
to be sure, I don’t know why he shouldn't. 
It’s his native place, and his father lives 
here.” = 

“Who are you talking about?” inquired 
the captain. 

“Why, James Hardy,” replied his sister. 
“I thought you said you had heard. Hes 
coming back to Sunwich and going into 
partnership with old Swann, the shipbroker. 
A very good thing for him, I should think.” 

“Im not interested in the doings of the 
Hardys,” said the captain, gruffly. 

“I’m sure I’m not,” said his sister, defen- 
sively. 

Captain Nugent proceeded with his meal 
in silence. His hatred of Hardy had not 
been lessened by the success which had 
attended that gentleman’s career, and was not 
likely to be improved by the well-being of 
Hardy junior. | He passed his cup up for 
some more tea, and, with a furtive glance at 
the photograph on the mantelpiece, wondered 
what had happened to his own son. 

“I don’t suppose I should know him if I 
saw him,” continued Mrs. Kingdom, address- 
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ing a respectable old arm-chair ; “ London is 
sure to have changed him.” 

“Ts this water-cress ?” inquired the captain, 
looking up from his plate. 

“Yes. Why?” said Mrs. Kingdom. 

“I only wanted information,” said her 
brother, as he deposited the salad in question 
in the slop-basin. 

Mrs. Kingdom, with a resigned expression, 
tried to catch her niece’s eye and caught the 
captain’s instead. Miss Nugent happening to 
glance up saw her fascinated by the basilisk 
glare of the master of the house. 

“Some more tea, please,” she said. 

Her aunt took her cup, and in gratitude for 
the diversion picked 
out the largest 
lumps of sugar in the 
basin. 

“London changes 
so many people,” 
mused the persever- 
ing lady, stirring her 
tea. “I’ve noticed 
it before. Why it 
is I can’t say, but 
the fact remains. It 
seems to improve 
them altogether. I 
daresay that young 
Hardy i 

“Will you under- 
stand that I won't 
have the Hardys 
mentioned in my 
house?” said the 
captain, looking up. 
“Im not interested 
in their business, 
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‘flight, but dignity forbade it. 





wishes that,” said Miss Nugent, complacently, 
“and I don’t believe you mean it. If you'll 
come a little closer Pll put my head on your 
shoulder and convert you.” 

“ Kate !” said Mrs. Kingdom, reprovingly. 

“ And, talking about heads,” said Miss 
Nugent, briskly, “ reminds me that I want a 
new hat. You needn't look like that ; good- 
looking daughters always come expensive.” 

She moved her chair a couple of inches in 
his direction and smiled alluringly. ‘The 
captain shifted uneasily ; prudence counselled 
He stared 
hard at Mrs. Kingdom, and a smile of rare 
appreciation on that lady’s face endeavoured 
to fade slowly and 
naturally into an- 
other expression. 
The chair came 
nearer. 

“Dont be fool- 
ish,” said the cap- 
tain, gruffly. 

The chair came 
still nearer until at 
last it touched his, 
and then Miss 
Nugent, with a sigh 
of exaggerated con- 
tent, allowed her 
head to sink grace- 
fully on his shoulder. 

“Most comfort- 
able shoulder in 
Sunwich,” she mur- 
mured ; “come and 
try the other, aunt, 
and perhaps you'll 
get a new bonnet.” 
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it discussed here.” hastened to reassure 
“As you please, her brother. She 
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I’m sure I don’t want 
to discuss them. Nothing was farther from 
my thoughts. You understand what your 
father says, Kate? ” 

“Perfectly,” said Miss Nugent. “ When 
the desire to talk about the Hardys becomes 
irresistible we must go for a walk.” 

The captain turned in his chair 
regarded his daughter steadily. She 
his gaze with calm affection. 

“I wish you were a boy,” he growled. 

“You're the only man in Sunwich 


you are master here. 


and 
met 


who 


At the same time it was quite evident that she 
was taking a mild joy in his discomfiture 
and eagerly awaiting further developments. 
“When you are tired of this childish 
behaviour, miss,” said the captain, stiffly 
There was a pause. “ Kate!” said Mrs. 
Kingdom, in tones of mild reproof, ‘ how 
can you?” 
“Very good,” said the captain, “ we'll see 
who gets tired of it first. I’m in no hurry.” 
A delicate but unmistakable snore rose 
from his shoulder in reply. 





(To be continued.) 
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The Sesame Club tn London. 


By Mrs. Hirst ALEXANDER. 


Illustrations from Photog: aths by George Newnes, Limited. 


six years ago by a few ladies 
and gentlemen in London 
interested in literature, art, 
science, and especially in im- 
proved methods of education 
and in making more widely known the 
principles of true and natural training for the 
young. 

Mr. and the Lady Isabel Margesson, Mr. 
and Mrs. Ashton-Johnson, Mr. and Mrs. 
Ronald McNeill, Mr. and Mrs. A. H. Kersey, 
Mr. E. Cooke, and Mr. Claude Montefiore 





were the prime 
factors in the 
foundation. 


Drawing - room 
meetings were 
held, at which 
the speakers com- 
municated their 
high aims and 
objects to those 
invited to listen. 
So convincing 
were their argu- 
ments that ere 
long a sufficient 
membership was 
gained to justify 
the renting of 
club - rooms in 
Victoria Street, 
but soon the in- 
crease of mem- 
bers and general 
success necessita- 


Professor Earl Barnes on “Child Study”; 
Wednesday afternoons to “ Professions for 
Women ”; while Friday evenings brought 
meetings of the British Child Study Asso- 
ciation (London branch). 

The Sesame Club has made the education 
of youth according to the enlightened and 
natural Pestalozzi-Froebel system a promi- 
nent branch of its operations; and has 
established a College for Home-life Train- 
ing at Sesame House, 43A, Acacia Road, 
St. John’s Wood, N.W., as a connecting link 
between the book-learning of the schools and 








ted a move to 


larger premises, 
and the present beautiful and central club- 
house, Nos. 28 and 29, Dover Street, 


Piccadilly, was secured. 

The society receives members irrespective 
of sex, and musters now about 1,000. The 
accommodation is arranged to suit both 
ladies and gentlemen, and includes dining 
and drawing rooms, smoking-rooms, and all 
the usual comforts of a good club. 

A list of the subjects included in the pro- 
gramme of the session just past evidences 
the broad lines of thought and interest 
governing the association ; Monday evenings 
being devoted to lectures on miscellaneous 
topics: literature, music, song, and war 


experiences, etc. ; Tuesdays to lectures by 
Vol. xxii.—9. 
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THE GLASS DRAWING-ROOM AT DOVER STREET. 


the practical and administrative work of 
womanhood. 

This may be regarded as a successful 
attempt to organize in London a counterpart 
of the Pestalozzi-Froebel House in Berlin, 
founded in 1873 by Froebel’s niece and pupil, 
Henrietta Schrader, whose womanly genius 
thus gave practical form to the great principle, 
that “fe develops in the service of life. 

“The idea that education should be con- 
tinuous and progressive, that opportunity for 
an all-round development should be offered, 
is no new one.” I quote from the club’s 
literature on the subject. “After the Board 
school, the high school, or the school-room 
—what? Universities and training colleges 
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afford an answer to this question in many 
cases; but to women not called to, or cut 
out for, strictly professional life they do 
not appeal. A knowledge of household 
economics, of practical hygiene, of the 
care of children should be part of the 
equipment of every right- minded woman 
with high ideals for the family. We believe 


it to be agreed that these three subjects 
will, for all time, be considered as her especial 


province; she 
has to deal with 
them either in 
her own family 
or in the larger 
family of the 
State, where she 
may be needed 
as school man- 
ager, guardian, or 
inspector. How 
can she reign as 
‘Queen’—as Mr. 
Ruskin has told 
us she must reign 
—in her own 
dominions with 
only a haphazard 
training ? 

“Tt is in the 
superintendence 
and care of chil- 
dren that the 
need of definite 
training is most 
keenly felt by the 
intelligent woman 
of to-day. She 
is accustomed to 
bring a trained 
mind to bear on 
intellectual diffi- 
culties, and she is dismayed to find that 
in the highly complex question dealing with 
an immature human being she is expected 
to trust to ‘instinct’ as her only guide. She 
has begun to demand the training for this 
task which is considered necessary to other 
highly-skilled work. 

“It has been pointed out as a psychological 
truth that the fostering instinct in woman is 
the counterpart of the instinct for the action 
in man, and that woman can only attain to 
her highest development through the ex- 
pression of this elemental instinct. The 
Sesame House takes its inspiration from this 
law of woman’s nature. In order to give the 
experience which shall enable a woman 
rightly to recognise and take her true place 


Digitized by Go gle 





THE RUSKIN ROOM, IN WHICH LECTURES ARE GIVEN. 


in the home the care of the child is made 
the central point of training. The little child 
is set in the midst, and round him, in the 
house, in the kitchen, and in the child- 
garden, are the training and development of 
the students built up. In this it differs 
from those schools of domestic training 
where lessons are given without the home-life 
surroundings and the human element.” 

The Training College was opened in July, 
1899, by the 
Marchioness of 
Ripon, and began 
under the best 
auspices; Miss 
Schepel, with 
twenty-two years’ 
experience as 
head of the Pest- 
alozzi-Froebel 
House in Berlin, 
kindly consent- 
ing to start the 
scheme for the 
club, and accept- 
ing the post of 
principal of the 
college. This 
clever lady is an 
earnest student 
of child - nature 
and an enthusiast 
in her work. A 
student confided 
to me on one of 
my visits that “to 
live with Miss 
Schepel was an 
education of it- 
self.” She has 
for right - hand 
and vice - princi- 
pal Miss Buckton, a trained educator of 
high aims, and lately science lecturer and 
examiner for the Froebel Society and at the 
Froebel Institute. 

Froebel and his master, Pestalozzi, worked 
out their ideas on different sides, and in the 
double system the schemes of the two great 
educational reformers are combined. 

Students at Sesame House are taught the 
arts of the womanly career in the nursery, 
the kitchen, and the house, the daily life in the 
home being the basis of every lesson. In 
the child-garden (this name being preferred 
to that of kindergarten) attached to the 
college, and attended daily by some thirty or 
forty little ones, the students learn about the 
child, and of him there is much scientific and 
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comparative knowledge which can and should 


of Nature, and led to understand and love 


be made available to those in dailycontact with Nature’s children.” 


him, as mothers, nurses, or nursery governesses. 


Here the students learn 
how to feed, clothe, 
educate, and occupy 
the children. Super- 
vised by Miss Schepel 
and a complete staff of 
teachers, they have 
under their respective 
care groups of three or 
four children at a time, 
though they do not 
necessarily have charge 
of them every day. 

In connection with 
their practical work 
the students learn 
the theory and his- 
tory of education, 


the development of the MISS A. H. SCHEPEL, THE PRINCIPAL. 
From a Photo. Hae Gooti; Regen: 


child, natural science, 
vegetable and flower 


gardening, hygiene, household manage- 
ment (including draining and ventilation), 


singing, elocution, etc. 

The general purpose of the train- 
ing at Sesame House being, as be- 
fore indicated, to fit girls and women 
more fully for the woman’s life, it 
has for secondary purpose the pre- 
paring of girls who need to earn 
their livelihood as certificated lady 
nurses to children, as kindergarten 
teachers, and as nursery governesses, 
for whom there is a large demand. 
The college certificates are -found 
potent in obtaining good posts for 
its graduates. 

This effort has been described in 
an educational journal as a felicitous 
essay to raise the standard of kinder- 
garten teaching somewhat to the 
level of Froebel’s own conceptions. 

he primary idea in a true kinder- 
garten is one of Nature bearing the 
prominent part, “not Nature dis- 
robed of her garments and strangled 
beyond recognition, but living 
Nature, full of life and colour and in 
all her charming freshness, mingled 
with the atmosphere of myth and folk- 
lore, in which lived and breathed 
our ancestors. This seems to have 
been carried out in the kindergarten 
affiliated to the college, both chil- 
dren and students being allowed to 
soak themselves in the atmosphere 
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Sesame House stands in its own large, old- 


fashioned garden, close to Regent’s 
Park and the Zoological Gardens. 
An avenue of lime trees leads up 
from the gates to the house. On one 
side lies the small lawn with lilac 
bushes and flower-beds, where tea is 
often in progress on a summer after- 
noon. On the other side is the kitchen 
garden, the result of the students’ 
labours, also the children’s small 
flower-plots and the grassy playground. 
The house is covered with a grape- 
vine, wistaria, and creepers, some thirty 


. or forty years old. The place has been 


added to at various times in the past, 
and this it is, perhaps, that gives it a 
country-house look, with its French 
windows opening into the garden and 
its blossoming pear trees down the 
walk. 

The rooms on the ground floor— 


drawing-room, dining-room, study, and chil- 
dren’s room—are open and sunny. Behind 


i 
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a 
Day 





the house runs a 
large, raftered hall, 
useful for gymnas- 
tics and in wet 
weather for games. 
The house is fitted 
with all modern 
conveniences, and 
the bedrooms ac- 
commodate fifteen 
student - boarders. 
The present num- 
ber, however, being 
nineteen, there is 
an overflow into 
other houses close 
by, where comfort- 
able board and 
accommodation 
are found. This ‘ 

great increase of numbers is necessitating 
the consideration of opening a second 
house in the near future. 








There is no fixed age for admittance. Some 
students come straight from school, many are 
between twenty and thirty years of age. A few 
have come with already a practical interest in 
parish work and club work with girls. Among 
the students has been one young married 
lady, taking both classes and practical work. 

The morning work embraces practice in 
the kitchen, both vegetarian and ordinary 
cooking, under a trained lady cook ; simple 
nursery laundry, such as can be carried on 
without professional apparatus ; a complete 
course in housework; the management of 
house-linen ; and the numerous details that 
belong to the daily life of ahome. Needle 





DAILY DUTY—FEEDING THE DOVES. 


work entails the cutting -out ana dainty 
making of children’s simple garments, and, 
above all, proper methods of mending. 


eae Re ar 
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During the summer months the sewing-class 
may be seen, sitting out around a table, 
under the trees, making a pleasant picture. 

On all these subjects, as on the vegetable 
and flower gardening, careful note-books are 
kept by the students, showing the materials 
wanted for any one work and the methods 
employed. 

The afternoons are devoted to lectures and 
general intellectual culture. 

But beyond all this lies the work with the 
children in the child-garden, where they 
range in age from two years to six. To gain 
knowledge of the management of infants— 
how to wash, dress, and feed them—the 
students are allowed to visit regularly a lady’s 
nursery, close at hand, where they practise 
under the super- 
vision of an ex- 
perienced nurse. 

Groups of stu- 
dents prepare with 
Miss Lloyd a 
weekly plan for the 
children, and take 
one small class 
after another, 
linking each to 
each in proper 
sequence and in- 
terspersing all 
with free play and 
runs into the gar- 
den: the aim being 
in. all things to 
develop the young 
feeling, the char- 
acter and the faculty, rather than to instruct 
or to give school knowledge, for which, as is 
allowed by all educationists, a life trained in 
ready observation and right feeling is the 
only soung basis. 

So developed in intelligence are the little 
ones who have been thus trained that when 
passed on to the Board or other schools 
at six years old they frequently learn to read 
and write in six months. 

During her last term each student has a 
class of children of varying years put under 
her charge, in order to learn to educate, keep 
in order, occupy, and amuse a family, whose 
members are of necessity of different ages. 

The work is so arranged that children and 
students always act in harmony; whilst the 
former are doing some office or making experi- 
ences in simple form, the latter are doing the 
same in a more advanced stage. An elder may 
be polishing the upper part of a piano, then 
‘a younger is given a tiny duster and set to 
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polishing the lower; and whilst in May 
the little ones dance and sing old-time 
ditties around the May-pole in the garden, 
the students sing May madrigals of the 
seventeenth century in their rambles through 
the beech-glades and under the apple trees 
of Epping Forest. 

On a bright May morning lately I paid a 
visit to the college when the work was in full 
swing, and saw a little of the natural, the 
practical, and the poetical features of the 
modes of education adopted. 

Approaching the house up the beautiful 
avenue of limes already referred to, then 
bursting into tender leaves, filling the lofty 
arches with a golden-green light, through 
which apple blossom floated like snow-flakes 





MODELLING CROCUSES. 


to the ground, I reached the garden, where 
the principal stepped forward with a 
bright welcome. On the right lay the 
playground spangled with yellow dan- 
delions, which children were plucking. 
Nearer were the vegetable patches, over 
which young ladies were bending, busily 
sewing parsnip seed under the direction of a 
teacher. At a bed of the matured roots 
a couple of little ones and a student, after 
digging them from the ground, were cutting 
and cleaning them ready for the cook. 
As teachers and students sit down to table 
twenty-three in number the supply under 
treatment was in proportion. 

A May-pole, gay with coloured bands and 
primroses, the children’s own decorations, 
stood in a bucket of earth close by. Around 
this they had danced on May Day, and still 
continued to tread their measure and sing 
their songs at play-hour through the early 
part of the month. 
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SWITHIN, THE PET DOG. 


The time of recess having arrived, the 
bright, clean, neatly-dressed scholars amused 
themselves according to their bent or partook 
of their eleven o’clock lunch. Some played 
on a heap of sand 
thrown down for 
the purpose; 
others frisked with 
Swithin, the big 
dog. His small 
playfellows are 
taught that he is 
to be cared for 
each day, combed, 
fed, watered, and 
treated with kind- 
ness. The house- 
cat is also made an 
object - lesson in 
thoughtfulness 
and attention to 
dumb animals, as 
are the rabbits, the 
doves, the fish, 
and all the live 
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things about the place. These the children 
are taught to tend, feed, and clean thoroughly 
and methodically. 

In the schoolroom I found a number of 
little pupils seated at lunch, a student super- 
vising their mode of eating and manners at 
table generally.. After the refreshment the 
children are sent to wash hands and face 
without aid from their elders, and are trained 
to fill the basin with clean water for the next 
comer. This obligation of service to their 
neighbours is impressed on the young minds 
through all the classes, lessons, and recrea- 
tions of every kind, being one of the main 
precepts of the system of education. 

To revert for a moment to the earlier part 
of the morning, in order to indicate its kind 
of work, I may say that among other things 
each child is given a chair, table, form, or 
other afticle of furniture to dust and make 
clean. The flowers in the vases—of which 
there are many—are arranged by them, the 
babies pulling out the faded ones and helping 
to make everything fresh and sweet. So the 
common, everyday details and duties of 
home-life are made lessons of pleasure and 
interest to the budding intelligence. 

After lunch, work was resumed. A student 
gave a lesson in brush-work to a group of six- 
year-old boys and girls, a tuft of grass, fresh 
from the playground, being their copy. 

At another table a group modelled little 
buckets in clay from the May-pole receptacle, 
carried in from the garden for study. With 
infinite patience the youthful eyes were made 
to observe that the shape was round, the 
bottom flat, the top hollow, and so on. 

At a third table a small class built a door- 





NURSERY WASHING, 
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way in wooden bricks, their model being the 
real one facing them as they sat. They were 
directed by a girl who is already a successful 
artist, who, wishing to bring some knowledge 
of practical life into her existence, has, for a 
time, put aside her own creations and come 
to Sesame House to learn. 

Passing from the schoolroom, in the com- 
pany of Miss Schepel, who appeared’ to 
welcome her visitors, this (Tuesday) being 
the morning set aside for receiving, I 
entered the kitchen, where the lady cook 
prepared the midday dinner, assisted by two 
students, who thus gained at once both lessons 
and useful experience in household cookery. 





A SCENE 


In the principal’s own pleasant sitting-room 
were to be seen some specimens of plain 
needlework, in the shape of useful articles of 
a child’s attire, done in the neatest and most 
finished style. Each student is expected to 
be able to produce such work before leaving 
the college. A 

Here, too, were an array of students’ note- 
books containing copious records of lessons 
and lectures on all kinds of subjects, ranging 
from cookery to literature and science, inter- 
spersed with well-executed drawings, illustra- 
tive of the themes dealt with, also pages of 
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well-copied music and other examples of the 
good work done. 

The dining-room was transformed for the 
time being into the scene of a sewing-bee, 
where the needle was being plied upon all 
kinds of material. Mattress-covering, chair- 
upholstery, the finest cambric work, and 
repawing of embroidery were all under the 
respective students’ hands, and very happy 
they looked in their various useful and 
homely occupations. 

Leaving the house for another part of the 
spring-lit garden more young students were 
discovered weeding the flower-beds and 
watering and furbishing with new plants 





IN IHE SCHOOLROOM. 


the numerous window-boxes. In this garden 
the poet’s wild blossoms are not only allowed 
to grow, but are carefully tended, because of 
their fame in verse. 

At Sesame House no dead science is 
taught; nothing but what in the learning 
betters and enriches life. The endeavour is to 
set open wide the soul of the student and of 
the child to Nature’s teaching, so that they 
may drink in with every faculty her beauties 
and truths, and make full with all spiritual 
and material good the life which they 
inherit from Nature’s God. 
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By Mrs. NEWMAN. 
Author of * Too Late,” ‘* The Last of the Haddons,” etc., ete. 


ie seems the only thing left 
me to do, unless No, that 
A sata be a way of slipping 
out of it at her expense not 
WE | open to my father’s son. I 
CS might as well tell her at once 
that = has been too ready to take my words 
seriously. There is but one course for me to 
take now—the only course any honourable 
man in such a position could take—and this 
must be sent,” Roland Grafton was telling 
himself. He put the letter, as to the sending 
of which he had been debating with himself, 
with two or three others he had written into 
envelopes, addressed them, and left them on 
the table ready for the post-bag. 

He sat gazing straight before him in a 
grave, spiritless way, different enough from 
what might be looked for in a man who had 
just written a love-letter offering himself and 
all he possessed to a young and beautiful 
girl. No mean possessions, and no mean 
personality. A young man of about eight- 
and-twenty, fine-looking, healthy in mind and 
body; the only son of his house, and 
endowed with an old family name and large 
property, which had been carefully nursed 
for him during a long minority after his 
father’s death. 

“Well, I’m not the first man who has 
drifted into matrimony in this easy, irrespon- 
sible fashion, I suppose. Sitting out in a 
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conservatory after supper, the perfume of 
flowers and the melody of one’s favourite 
Strauss in the air; real admiration for a 
beautiful face, a few soft nothings, and there 
you are! Not precisely one’s ideal to be 
making love to a pair of blue eyes, a well- 
shaped mouth, and the rest of it, instead of 
the woman ; but ideals are out of date, and 
how little I know of her, after all! She may 
possess every virtue under the sun for aught 
I know. She is certainly beautiful, and I 
think—yes, amiable. Beautiful azg amiable ! 
What on earth more would you have, Roland 
Grafton?” a little uncomfortably conscious 
the while that there was, in fact, something 
else—an indefinable something that he had 
hoped for, or at any rate dreamed of, which 
seemed lacking. 

Pushing his chair back from the library 
table, he rose and went towards the great 
oriel window having an outlook upon grass 
terraces, well-kept gardens and park beyond, 
with old trees massed about it here and there, 
stretching in wide sweeps and undulations 
down to where a church spire indicated the 
position of a town in the distance. 

His hands thrust deep into his pockets, he 
stood gazing at the scene so familiar, yet 
ever varying with the season’s changes, and 
always equally attractive in his eyes. It was 
steeped just now in July sunshine. 

“Will she come to feel as I do about all 
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this ; or will it have to be a house in town, 
and the best part of the year -spent away 
from here? Will she allow the mother to go 
to the jointure house, or oe 

He turned, went quickly towards the 
table, caught up the letter, and was about to 
tear it across and consign it to the waste- 
paper basket, but once more hesitated, and 
after another moment threw it on to the table 
again. 

“No; it has gone too far! At any rate, 
she must have thought it had when she used 
my Christian name and asked me to call her 
Margaret, whispering those parting words: 
‘You will write; I shall hear from you 
to-morrow!’ No girl would speak in that 
way if she did not think matters had gone 
pretty far. There must have seemed more 





in my tone and manner than I thought there 
Yes; she has a right to expect that 


was, 


The letter sent beyond recall, he strove to 
get used to the thought of what might be 
expected to follow. ; 

“Shall I tell the mother? Not yet, I 
think—not until I get the reply. I have 
half a mind to go over to lunch with the 
Hargraves, and get through the time that 
way. She would hardly come before four 
o’clock,” conscious that the restlessness he 
felt arose chiefly from the desire to have 
the matter settled one way or the other. His 
impatience was certainly not that of an ardent 
lover. 

As he walked down the drive he came upon 
his mother, who had been some time an 
invalid, taking her morning airing in a pony- 
chaise. 

“ I am going to walk over to the Hargraves, 
mother, and shall probably lunch there. 
Don’t wait for me.” 





oe “IAM GOING TO WALK GVER TO THE HARKGRAVES, MOTHER.” 


fetter, and it must go, come what may. I'll 
send it by a groom. He can easily go 
there and back in a couple of hours or so, 
and I shall know all the sooner whether it is 
to be ‘ Yes’ or ‘ No?” 

He rang the bell, and bade the man who 
obeyed the summons “ Tell James to saddle 
the mare, ride over to Wellends with this 
letter, and wait for an answer.” After a 
moment’s thought he added, to avoid making 
the errand too much like a special one: 
“These two others can be left in the town 


as he goes through.” 
Vol. xxii.—10, 


Digitized by Goc gle 


“Very well. My kind regards, and say 1 
am hoping to see some of them here soon ” 
With a smiling, half-questioning look up into 
his face she added, “Effie was to return 
yesterday, was she not ?” 

He saw that the hint he had given his 
mother that morning at the breakfast-table 
had had its effect in the way of setting her 
mind at work as to who the francée was to be, 
and that his going over to the Hargraves just 
after the return of the daughter had seemed 
to point to the conclusion that she was the 
favoured one. 
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“Oh, to-day, was it? I had forgotten,” 
he replied in a tone that showed his mother 
he was heart-whole so far as Effie Hargraves 
was concerned. 

“ Be sure to ask Mrs. Hargraves to drive 
over soon, Roland.” 

“ All right, mother.” 

He walked on a few steps, then halted, 
and, after a few moments’ hesitation, went 
back to where his mother sat watching him 
with tender pride. 

Quite aware that there would be no going 
on until the young master was out of sight 
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the groom stood motionless by the pony’s 
head. 

“ Mother,” began Roland, bending down 
and speaking only for her ears, “I think you 
will probably have some visitors this after- 
noon, and, if you are a little surprised at 
what comes of it, you will not, I hope, dis- 
approve, since it is for my—happiness.” 

Quick to note his momentary hesitation 
before the last word, she looked up with 
tender anxiety into his face as she replied :— 

“You may be sure I am more desirous of 
that than of anything in the world besides, 
Roland. But am I not to hear any more?” 

“Later on, mother. It would take too 
long to go into explanations now.” He gave 
her a reassuring smile and went on again. 

“Well got over, so far,” he was thinking, 
as he turned from the drive and struck across 
the park towards the east lodge, in the oppo- 
site direction to that leading to the town. 
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“The mother will be in some degree pre- 
pared now, and I shall not have to explain 
further until the matter is settled.” 

About half a mile from the park-gate, in 
the high road near the entrance to the town, 
there was a row of small cottages. In the 
little parlour of one of these, to which not 
all the dainty care bestowed upon it could 
give the appearance of more than decent 
poverty, sat Miss Bourne, a spinster of middle 
age, and her niece, a girl of about eighteen. 
The elder woman was engaged in darning a 
much-worn tablecloth, sighing now and again 
over some newly dis- 
covered weak place, 
and the niece in copy- 
ing a piece of music. 

The sister and 
daughter of a solicitor 
who had lived in the 
town, and had been so 
long an invalid that 
all his little property 
had dwindled away, 
so that at his death his 
daughter found herself 
penniless. He had, 
however, contrived to 
give her a sound 
education, which was 
of good help to her 
now. 

Miss Bourne owned 
the small cottage, and 
with her income of 
forty pounds and her 
niece’s earnings they 
had contrived to live 
so far. It was a colourless existence for a girl 
of eighteen, with refined, artistic tastes and 
keen, tntellectual appreciation. She felt the 
dreary monotony of her life all the more 
from the fact that her aunt was no companion 
in the way of sharing her tastes. It told 
much in the young girl’s favour that her aunt 
was quite unaware anything was lacking. 
Miss Bourne was under the impression that 
they were admirably suited to each other, 
her niece finding her as companionable as 
she believed herself to be. 

“We really must contrive to get a couple 
of new tablecloths soon, Margaret,” said her 
aunt, with a little sigh. 

“And I have set my heart on a frock for 
Molly. We can manage both out of the 
quarters money due from tne Watsons, 
auntie.” 

“ But I wanted you to have a new hat for 
the summer, Margaret, and it is July already. 
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It behoves us to make as good an appear- 
ance as we can. You must not forget your 
grandfather was a Mordaunt, you know.” 

There was a half-smile upon the young 
girl’s lips. She was in no danger of forget- 
ting what she was so frequently reminded of. 

At that moment the small servant, who 
came in to help clean at the cottage two or 
three times a week, entered the room, carry- 
ing a letter between a not very clean finger 
and thumb. 

“This is for you, miss. A groom brought 
it, and said it was from the Hall.” 

“From the Hall?” said Miss Bourne, 
looking up from her work, almost as much 
surprised as Molly herself ; repeating, as the 
maid went out of the room, “A note from 
the Hall, Margaret ?” 

“Yes; from Sir Roland, Aunt Mary. He 
promised to give one of the gardeners direc- 
tions to bring some palms and flowers for 
the platform of the schoolroom to-morrow 
night. I told him they would help to 
brighten the room, and he has written about 
that, I suppose”; the colour rushing to her 
cheeks, and her fingers closing tightly over 
the letter, as she rose and went towards the 
window. 

“ Very kind of him, I am sure, dear,” said 
Miss Bourne, bending over her work again. 
“ Does he know you are going to sing ? ” 

No reply. Margaret was gazing down at 
the address with guilty consciousness of the 
deep interest which any word from Roland 
Grafton had for her. As she stood with the 
morning light streaming in upon her, tall, 
slight, with reflective grey eyes, and the hint 
of well-controlled power in her delicately- 
curved mouth and chin, she looked capable 
of arousing, as well as feeling, interest in 
others. ` 

She glanced round at her aunt and, a little 
relieved to see that her attention was fixed 
upon the darning again, opened the envelope. 
It was courteous to write to her, but it would, 
of course, be only the few words which might 
be expected from one such as Sir Roland to 
tell her he had given the promised directions 
for the plants to be sent to the schoolroom. 

As she unfolded the letter she saw that it 
contained much more than the two or three 
lines she had expected to find —a letter 
carried on to the third page. 

At sight of the first words the colour died 
out of her cheeks, then flamed hotly into 
them again. There was an expression of 
bewildered surprise in her eyes, and her 
breath came in short, hurried gasps as she 
read :— 
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“DEAR MARGARET,—After our conversa- 
tion the other night you will be expecting 
this, and you will, I trust, pardon any short- 
comings in the manner of it when I tell you 
it is the first letter of the kind I have written. 
Will you be my wife, Margaret? I do not 
find it easy to write about myself, but this 
much I can say in all sincerity: if you will 
accept me, I will do my utmost to make your 
life a happy one. Myself, and all I possess, 
will be devoted to your service. If you can 
regard this favourably will you, remembering 
that my mother is an invalid, waive the 
conyentionalities and come over to see her 
this afternoon—you and your shadow, as we 
call her? My mother will be expecting you, 
and you will be welcomed as my future wife 
should be.—Yours, ROLAND GRAFTON.” 

Margaret stood gazing down at the words 
in dumb amazement for a few moments, 
hardly able to realize this great happiness 
had come to her. She caught up the 
envelope that had fallen to her feet. Yes, it 
was addressed to her. It was evidently 
intended for her. 

“What does he say, Margaret? Is he 
going to send the plants ?” asked Miss Bourne, 
beginning to wonder at her niece’s continued 
silence. Then, looking towards her and 
noticing the change of expression in her face, 
she added: “ Can he not send the flowers ? 
Those gardeners are so unwilling. Nothing 
unpleasant, I hope?” rising as she spoke and 
going towards her niece. 

Unpleasant! Margarei’ turned her eyes 
towards her aunt’s anxious face and gave a 
little laugh, which ended in a sob. 

“T thought you said it was from Sir 
Roland,” went on Miss Bourne, wondering 
what he could have written to affect her 
niece in that extraordinary way. Never 
before had she seen such an expression as 
that in the young girl’s face. Tears, smiles, 
blushes—what did it mean ? 

“Yes, it is from him ; but, it is so different 
from anything I could have imagined it 
would be, Aunt Mary.” 

“ Let me read it, Margaret ? ” curiously. 

The young girl’s hand tightened over the 
letter. Other eyes rest upon it, her first love- 
letter, and from Roland Grafton! But she 
presently had herself under control and, 
remembering what was due to her aunt, 
quietly replied : “Sir Roland has asked me 
to be his wife, Aunt Mary.” 

It was Miss Bourne’s turn to be amazed. 
“His wife!” she ejaculated. “Made you an 
offer, do you mean—are you sure? Sir 
Roland Grafton !” 
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“WHAT DOES HE SAY, MARGAREI 2’ 


“ Yes.” 

“My dear Margaret, what wonderful good 
fortune! You are, of course, worthy of the 
best and greatest in the land--but, really, 
you know——!” y 

‘It does seem wonderful he should choose 
me,” gently put in the young girl. 

“To think of your being in the best 
society in the county—mistress at the Hall— 
after the difficulty we have had to get on 
from day to day without being in debt.” 

“To think of his choosing me, Aunt Mary,” 
a little shrinking from the tone of her aunt’s 
congratulations. 

“And, good gracious me, Margaret; you 
will be Lady Grafton,” said the elder lady, 
far from seeing what was in the girl’s mind. 

“Don’t, Aunt Mary.” 

Miss Bourne looked a little puzzled. 
“ Are you to write or is he coming here, my 
dear?” 

“He asks me to go with you to see his 
mother. She naturally wishes to see me; 
but she is an invalid and never goes any- 
where, you know. Fortunately for me she is 
a good woman—everyone says she is; and 
since her son has chosen me she may not be 
inclined to make objections on the score of 
my lack of fortune or position” ; adding with 
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a half-smile, as she 
saw the words forming 
upon her aunt’s lips, 
“She may not even 
have heard of the 
great Mordaunt, much 
less of our being de- 
scended from him.” 

Miss Bourne looked 
a little grave. She 
had always felt that 
her niece was not suffi- 
ciently appreciative of 
her descent on her 
mother’s side, and the 
tone of her allusion to 
her grandfather now 
was not in the best 
taste, to say the least. 
It was not, however, 
the time to point this 
out. 

“You will go, of 
course, Margaret ?” 

“I think— yes—if 
we were inclined to 
stand upon our dig- 
nity, we could not do 
so with an invalid — 
and under the circum- 
stances. It is better we should go, if you 
don’t mind, Aunt Mary ? ” 

“Oh, not at all,” replied Miss Bourne, 
striving to speak in a matter-of-course tone, as 
though a visit to the Hall were an ordinary 
occurrence. “Since Sir Roland wishes it, 
we certainly ought to go, but —if we had only 
a little more time to prepare! We might do 
up your hat, Margaret”; hastily folding up 
her work, as she added: “ That little white 
feather, and a velvet bow, and 7 

“No. No, thank you, I would rather not. 
You see, it matters so little, aunty. Since he 
has chosen me, it must be for myself, I 
suppose” ; turning aside to lift the letter to 
her lips. “His mother knows what my 
position is, and she will not expect to see me 
attired in the latest fashion.” 

“He must have been a great deal im- 
pressed by what he saw of you, my dear. He 
has often seen you about the-town, I daresay ; 
and he was talking to you for some time at 
the schools the other day, was he not?” 

“Not for very long. He happened to 
come in while I was trying over the song I 
am to sing to-morrow, and we said a few 
words about the bareness of the room and 
the difficulty of being entertaining with such 
depressing surroundings. I told him he 
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might—I think I said he ought to—help us 
more than he has done. If he could get up 
a good hearty laugh for us he would be 
invaluable, or he might at least send us 
flowers. ‘Talking of flowers led to quoting 
the old poets and challenging each other's 
memories about ” ‘There was a soft smile 
in her eyes as she dwelt for a few moments 
upon the remembrance ; then she presently 
went on: “It was only an exchange of ideas, 
but some people seem to have the power to 
bring out the best in one, do they not?” 

“ He must at any rate have thought a great 
deal of what you said,” replied the elder 
woman, still more than a little surprised at 
the young girl’s quiet reception of the 
wonderful good fortune that had come to 
her. But she was presently seized with a 
sudden fear lest her niece might have some 
foolish scruples about not caring for him 
sufficiently, or something of that kind, which 
might cause her to refuse him. Margaret had 
always been a little different from other girls 
in her way of looking at things. 

Rather anxiously she went on; “ Most 
girls would think themselves highly honoured 
by such an offer, Dear Margaret, do you 
think you can come to care for him ? ” 

Come to care for him! ‘The young girl 
turned her eyes upon her aunt’s kindly, 
anxious face, and once more broke into a 
little laugh. Come to care for him— Roland 
Grafton! Was there another man in all the 
world to be compared with him? Ah, well; 
her aunt did not, of course, know how it was 
with her. She had kept her secret so far, and 
now perhaps the time was coming when 
there would be no necessity for further 
concealment. 

Roland Grafton had tried to persuade him- 
self that should Margaret Chetwynd accept 
him, their married life would be, if not the 
best that could be conceived of, at any rate 
of the average kind. No sooner had that 
letter been sent off than he began to have 
grave doubts as to whether marriage with her 
would be even of the average kind for him, 
attached as he was to the old home, and un- 
accustomed to find attractions elsewhere ; 
while she was constantly in society, and 
would perhaps take it as a matter of course 
that when they were not in town the house 
would be full of people with whom he would 
have little in common. 

He had made but a short stay at the Har- 
graves. Feeling, in his present state of mind, 
quite incapable of keeping up the ordinary 
topics of conversation, he had merely given 
his mother’s message and left before luncheon. 
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Captain Hargrave, with whom he was on 
intimate terms, the two having been together 
at Eton and Oxford, walked with him as far 
as the park-gates. A few jesting words from 
him, which Grafton afterwards believed had 
been spoken with intention, not only con- 
firmed his fears that he had too hastily com- 
mitted himself, but had opened his eyes to 
something he had not before suspected. 

“They say you were sitting out in the 
conservatory with the all too charming Miss 
Chetwynd, at the Lawrences’ ball the other 
night, old man. I know you can take care 
of yourself, but it seems to have got about 
that, failing the bigger title the old woman 
and she have been trying so hard to net, it is 
going to be you.” 

“Who says it?” curtly replied Grafton, 
reddening. 

“ Oh, don’t take it that way. Of course, I 
know you have your wits about you, and are 
not to be so easily caught. As to who set 
the ball rolling, I think it was the too lovely 
one herself. With the best intentions that 
way, she had not the old woman’s skill in 
diplomacy, and told her dearest friend, who 
told our dearest friend, who naturally told us, 
all in the strictest confidence, that you stood 
next to Lord Saletoun on the list.” 

Grafton had himself better in hand now, 
and made some indefinite reply, which the 
other took to be a parting jest, as the two 
shook hands at the gate. 

He turned into the wood at the lower end 
of the park and roamed restlessly about in 
troubled thought. Hargrave’s words had 
struck home. “I must take the consequences 
of that half-hour’s fooling, I suppose. ‘There 
will be no escape for me new,” he was 
moodily telling himself. 

Worse than all this, by one of those strange 
contrarieties of mind not to be easily ex- 
plained, he was beginning to see something 
else—something to which it would have been 
better for his peace to remain blind. ‘The 
difference between Margaret Chetwynd and 
the girl who had the courage to remind him 
of his responsibilities and to take him to task 
for not having sufficiently considered them ! 
How vivid now was his remembrance of the 
expression of those grey eyes as they bravely 
met his when she told him that he ought not 
to need such a reminder. 

Yes ; he recognised too late that he loved 
another woman as he could never have loved 
the one to whom he was pledged, and for 
whom his present feeling was becoming little 
short of aversion. 

“ But if it is too late, why should I torment 
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es THEY SAY YOU WERE SITTING OUT IN THE CONSERVATORY WITH 


THE ALL TOO CHARMING MISS CHETWYND.” 


myself by bemoaning the inevitable?” he 
was presently telling himself, turning away 
from the haunting memory. “I have asked 
Margaret Chetwynd to be my wife; and if 
she chooses to accept me I am in honour 
bound to act so that she misses nothing. 
Fortunately,” he added, a little grimly, ‘she 
does not seem to be exacting in the matter 
of love-making—a very little of that goes a 
long way.” 

He bared his head with a farewell bene- 
diction to the woman he had lost; then, 
turning into the open, walked across the park 
towards the house with firm steps and set 
lips. If she were coming—and he dared not 
now hope that she was not—she would have 
arrived by this time. 

“ Any visitors, Grant ?” he inquired, hoping 
for a negative reply, of a servant, as he 
opened the inner door and entered the hall. 

“Two ladies, sir.” 

Grafton drew a deep breath. 
drawing-room ?” 

“ In the morning-room, sir.” 

Not to give himself another moment for 
hesitation, Grafton hurriedly crossed the hall 
and entered the morning-room. He had 
taken but two steps into the room when he 
suddenly stopped, his eyes dilating with 
astonishment. Was it a trick of the senses ? 

No. The face that had so persistently 
presented itself to his mental vision during 
the last two hours: the girl he loved—he 
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knew now that it was love—sitting there with 
his mother and her aunt! The three turned 
smiling faces towards him as he entered. 

How had it happened—what had brought 
it about ? 

With a tremulous smile upon her lips 
Margaret Bourne half rose and extended her 
hand, then it fell to her side, and she sat 
down again, the soft colour that had suffused 
her cheeks fading out of them. Why was he 
looking at her in that way? she was asking 


herself. It seemed almost as though he had 
not expected to see her there! What did it 
mean ? 

Still in a whirl of astonishment, he 


advanced and shook hands with the aunt 
and niece, contriving to say a few con- 
ventional words. 

“You told me I might expect visitors, 
Roland,” smilingly said his mother. “It 
was very kind of Miss Bourne to come to 
see an invalid ; and I have already discovered 
that Miss Margaret and I have some tastes 
in common,” laying her hand gently upon 
that of the young girl seated by her side, 
and looking up meaningly into her son’s face. 

Lady Grafton had at first been not a little 
surprised when the aunt and niece had been 
ushered into the room, but she had very 
quickly arrived at the conclusion that these 
were the visitors her son had told her to 
expect. Why had he not been more explicit 
with her? True, he had said she would be 
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surprised, and had appealed to her good 
feeling ; but it would have made things so 
much easier for her, and indeed for them all, 
had she been better prepared. 

There was, however, but one course open 
to her, as a woman of gentle breeding and 
mistress of the house. The visitors were 
received with kindly courtesy, and, as they 
pleasantly exchanged the first few words, she 
was quick to recognise that if the aunt was 
somewhat nervous and ill at ease, the niece, 
who was in a much mote trying position, 
bore herself with the quiet self-possession 
of a lady. And how earnest and true she 
seemed — how intelligent, and simple, and 
strong—in comparison with the assertive type 
of girl with no reverence for anything, or the 
foolish one with nothing but her pretty face 
to depend upon. 

Nor was Margaret Bourne entirely un- 
known to her so far as report went. She 
had heard of the young girl’s devotion to her 
father during his long illness, and of the 
brave, cheerful way in which she had set to 
work to earn her daily bread after his death. 

Suddenly she had thought she understood 
her son’s motive in asking them to go there 
in that way. Ah, yes; that of course was 
what Roland had meant. He had chosen 
this young girl for his wife, and had wished 
his mother to see her in order to come to 
an unprejudiced judgment about her. He 
had trusted that she would win her way to 
his mother’s heart, and she already more 
than half satisfied Lady Grafton’s somewhat 
exigeant taste. 

He might have done better, perhaps, 
judging from the conventional point of view, 
but that was not hers. She was no slave 
to mere conventionality. It would not be 
Helen Grafton who would put obstacles in 
the way. Rather was she conscious of a 
feeling of relief after dreading a revelation 
so different. What would it have been if 
Roland’s choice had fallen upon Miss 
Chetwynd ?—who, she was obliged to acknow- 
ledge to herself, possessed almost everything 
that could be desired, with the exception of 
a heart. 

But how was it that Roland had not seen 
what her opinion was, as she meant him to 
do by the tone and manner with which she 
greeted him? He was generally so quick to 
read her thoughts, but now he seemed 
confused and unlike himself. 

She turned to the visitors, talking pleasantly 
on with them, and presently gave her son 
another opportunity for joining in. 

“Miss Bourne says she sketches some- 
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times, Roland, and I have just been telling 
her she must take the view from the west 
terrace that people think so much of.” 

“It makes a pretty picture.” 

Pretty! She looked at him in some 
surprise. It was unlike him to jerk out a 
sentence in that way, and have no more to 
say. There was, too, she noticed, a difference 
in Margaret Bourne since his entrance. 
“What does it mean?” she asked herself, 
beginning to feel that there was something in 
the situation which she did not quite com- 
prehend. To say something—the silence 
was becoming somewhat awkward and 
oppressive, each regarding the others with 
what seemed to be anxious expectation—she 
recommenced. 

“I received a note from Miss Chetwynd 
just after luncheon, inclosing one for you, 
Roland. She says you must have put a 
note, which you sent her this morning, into 
the wrong envelope. It could not have 
been meant for her. Here it is,” offering it 
to him. 

He hurriedly took it and crushed it up in 
his hand, reddening to the temples. No 
need to take it from the envelope which had 
been carefully closed. He saw at once what 
had happened. 

Another saw ! 

Margaret Bourne’s eyes were downcast, 
and she sat white and still and crushed by 
the blow which had fallen upon her. She 
had received the offer intended for another, 
and had accepted it all too readily by going 
there! However long she might live, no 
trouble could come to her bringing with it 
such humiliation as this. 

How to get away? How to say the few 
words that had to be said in the right way? 
Not for a moment did it occur to her to 
attempt to shield herself by making things 
appear what they were not. Rising to take 
leave, she said, in a voice that sounded 
strange to her own ears :— 

“Ves, there has been a mistake. I got 
the wrong letter and—I ought not to be 
here. Allow me to apologize, Lady Grafton, 
for the intrusion. I am more than sorry 
that——” 

“You got the letter you ought to have,” 
hurriedly put in Roland, “and you are in 
your right place here, if you will honour us.” 

He meant that he would sacrifice himself 
for her. Allow him to do that? Ah, no! 
It was for her to act, and so to act that there 
could be no misunderstanding her. 

“You are generous, Sir Roland. But I 
cannot take advantage of such generosity—I 
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inclosed with that 
to her son, and 
her face bright- 
ened witha smile. 
Yes ; that young 
woman had her- 
self cut the knot 


for them. 
“Miss Chet- 
wynd gave me 


some good news, 
Roland. She 
says she has pro- 
mised to be the 
wife of Lord Sale- 
toun.” 

A wonderful 
change came into 
his face, and his 
bearing became 
that of one who 
had been sud- 
denly relieved of 
a great burden. 

“That is grand 
news, indeed, 
mother !” Turn- 
ing towards Mar- 





“YES, THERE HAS BEEN A MISTAKE.” 


will not! I too have made a mistake, and I 
prefer to take the consequences.” 

Her aunt had also risen, and was looking 
anxiously from one to the other. Although 
not so quick as her niece to recognise exactly 
what had occurred, she saw that it would 
involve a return to their old life of poverty 
and drudgery again. Her efforts to accept 
the situation with the dignity proper to a 
Mordaunt, notwithstanding, she had some 
difficulty in keeping back her tears. But in 
her loyalty to her niece she said : ‘Oh, yes ; 
we prefer to take the consequences.” 

“You must not go!” ejaculated Roland. 
Turning anxiously towards his mother, he 
added : “Say a word for me, mother! You 
know me, and you will believe me when I 
say that my future happiness depends on my 
winning Miss Bourne for my wife.” 

Lady Grafton laid her hand upon the 
young girl’s arm and was about to speak, 
when Margaret quietly repeated :— 

“Tt cannot be. There must not be 
another mistake—in justice to Miss Chet- 
wynd, there must not.” 

Miss Chetwynd! Lady Grafton under- 
stood it all now. She glanced again at the 
note that had been written to her and 
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garet, he went 
on with almost 
boyish eagerness, for the first time address- 
ing her by her Christian name: “ You 
are not going, Margaret; do you think we 
will let you go—now? There is much to 
say—to be explained. And—yes, I want to 
show you the view and—the flowers. It is 
of the greatest importance that you should 
yourself choose the plants and flowers for the 
school concert to-morrow night, you know,” 
endeavouring to look into her eyes, downcast 
but not in humiliation now. 

“Oh, yes, pray give us the pleasure,” as 
earnestly put in Lady Grafton. “I, too, 
have something to say, Margaret. I must 
try to prove to you that my son’s happiness 
will be mine.” To the aunt she added, 
“Pray sit down, Miss Bourne; they will be 
bringing in tea, and you really must stay.” 

They could no longer demur ; and when, 
later on, Roland induced Margaret to accom- 
pany him to the conservatories to “look at 
the flowers,” he made his confession. 

She could not be, and did not affect to be, 
blind to the fact that his offer to the other 
Margaret had been made solely because he 
feit in honour bound to make it. For the 
rest, she was the happiest girl in the three 
kingdoms. 
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The Flow of Rocks. 
AN IMPORTANT SCIENTIFIC THEORY PROVED TRUE. 
By FREDERICK T. C. LANGDON. 


IT is a well-known scientific 
theory, and one of great and 
far-reaching importance, that 
the solid rocks of which the 
earth consists become, under 
the enormous heat and pres- 
sure of the interior, semi-liquid and mobile, 
so that they may be said to flow like treacle. 
This astounding fact, long suspected, but 
never before demonstrated, has been proved 
at last by Professor Frank Dawson Adams, 
M.Sc.Ph.D., F.G.S., Logan Professor in Geo- 
logy at McGill University, Montreal. With 
machinery especially con- 
structed for applying tre- 
mendous pressures, even 
up to ninety tons per 
square inch, during 
periods varying from 
fifteen minutes to 128 
days, Professor Adams 
has squeezed columns of 
marble until the mole- 
cules have slipped and 
twisted, separated and re- 
united, changing entirely 
the granular appearance 
of the structure, while 
weakening it but com- 
paratively little. 

These experiments have 
clearly shown why the 
rocky strata of the earth 
are so irregular, why they 
are rent asunder by earth- 
quakes, why mountains have taken shape, why 
some of the greatest of geographical changes 
have occurred. It is a far cry from the flow 
of liquids to the flow of rocks, but Professor 
Adams’s experiments have demonstrated that 
the one resembles the other; that rock- 
structure under extreme pressure seeks relief 
along the lines of least resistance and flows 
in those lines, just as it is known that liquids 
flow. 

A drop of rain-water on a window-pane 
moves downward through a zig-zag course, 
the deviations being due to tiny causes in the 
shape of bits of dust, imperfections in the 
glass, etc. That drop of water follows the 
line of least resistance. A mass of rock deep 
in the world-crust, pressed down upon 
by countless tons of like material, seeks to 
get away from the overpowering force and 


moves—infinitely slow though the motion be 
Vol, xxii.—.1 
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PROFESSOR FRANK DAWSON ADAMS, 
From a Photograph. 


—along paths of the smallest opposition. 
The cases are parallel. Immense masses of 
rock strata are thus moved during incon- 
ceivable periods of time, being slowly forced 
along beneath the surface of the globe, or 
projected outside in the form of mountains 
or hills. When the “overhang” weight of 
the hard-pressed strata becomes too great for 
the cohesive force of the molecular structure 
there is a toppling, a settling towards the 
centre of gravity, a rupture at the “ fulcrum,” 
and then an earthquake. 

Although these complicated bendings and 
twistings have long been 
recognised by geologists, 
there has been much dis- 
cussion as to the way in 
which this “flow” has 
taken place and a wide 
divergence of opinion. In 
some quarters the process 
has been considered as 
purely mechanical ; in 
others the possibilities of 
solution and redeposition 
of material were taken 
into the equation. With 
so much opportunity for 
doubt the problem was 
one which might be eluci- 
dated by experiments 
upon rock movements— 
if movements could be 
induced in rocks under 
known conditions. And 
if the results thus artificially obtained corre- 
sponded with the structures of deformed 
rocks found in Nature, a great deal might be 
learned not only about the character of the 
movements, but also about the conditions 
necessary to produce those movements. 

It is almost universally agreed among 
geologists that there are three principal 
factors needful to bring about those con- 
ditions to which, in the deep parts of the 
earth, rock structure is subjected, and that 
these conditions are: First, tremendous 
pressure ; second, high temperature ; third, 
percolating waters. 

As regards the question of pressure, let it 
be said that mere cubic compression does 
not result in a flowing motion, although it 
may effect a change in the molecular structure 
of the rock. That the mass may have move- 
ment, a differential pressure is necessary ; and 
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to obtain this differential pressure under the 
conditions prescribed, inventive genius must 
needs get to work. In the evolution of a 
proper machine for his experiments Professor 
Adams was aided by Professor John T. 
Nicholson, D.Sc., M.Inst.C.E. The studies 
were conducted in the Mining Building 
at McGill University. 

That the interesting way in which the 
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out the core. The consequent tube of Low 
Moor iron was one-fourth of an inch thick, 
with the fibres of the metal running around 
the tube instead of parallel to its long axis. 
Small columns of marble, varying in 
diameter from eight-hundredths of an inch to 
one inch, and about one and five-hundredths 
of an inch long, were accurately fashioned 
and polished on a lathe. Then the Low 
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PLANT AT MCGILL UNIVERSITY, WHERE THE FLOW OF! ROCK WAS DEMONSTRATED. 
The machine or. the extreme left of the photograph is ready to make a ‘‘ cold dry crush” ; the machine in the middle is 
ready to make a ‘hot dry crush ” (the asbestos packing which would be wrapped about it to keep in the heat being 
removed); and the machine on the right is prepared for a “‘ hot wet crush.” 


experiments were carried on may be clearly 
explained for readers of THE STRAND it will 
be advisable to begin with a description of 
the preparation of the blocks of pure Carrara 
marble used in the tests, and gradually to 
lead up to the machinery with which the 
squeezing is accomplished. ‘To subject the 
marble toa differential pressure it was sought 
to inclose it in some metal with a greater 
elasticity than the marble, but at the same 
time ductile to a considerable degree. Heavy 
tubes of wrought-iron were adopted. ‘These 
were formed after the plan used in making 
big guns, by wrapping thin strips of Low 
Moor iron about a soft iron bar, welding 
each strip in succession, and finally boring 
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Moor tube was fitted about the marble, both 
the column itself and the interior of the tube 
being tapered very slightly, and so contrived 
that the marble would pass only half-way 
into the tube when cool. The tube, being 
subjected to expansion through the agency 
of heat, increased in diameter enough to 
allow the marble to pass completely into it, 
leaving at either end about an inch and a 
quarter of the tube free. When the tube 
cooled a uniform contact between the metal 
and the rock was obtained. 

The subject was then in readiness for the 
next step. Into either end of the tube con- 
taining the marble column was inserted an 
accurately fitting plug or piston of steel, and 
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Scale :- 14 in. = 7 ins. 


DIAGRAM OF THE ‘“‘ HOT DRY” CRUSHING PRESS. 


A. Tube inclosing column of Carrara marble. 
thermometer. 


space. G. Gas pipe. 


pressure was applied by means of these. 
This pressure — and a most extraordinary 
pressure, too — was brought about by a 
powerful double hydraulic “ intensifier ” press, 
by means of which (in earlier experiments 
when water from the city mains was used) 
forces as high as 13,000 atmospheres were 
exerted on the marble, which forces were 
easily regulated and maintained at a con- 
stant value for months at a time, if needed. 
Having learned that columns of marble, 
1in. in diameter and 1%in. high, were 
crushed at from 11,430lb. to 12,026lb. to the 
square inch, the column in its wrought-iron 
casing was placed in the squeezing machine 
and pressure applied gradually, the extreme 
diameter of the tube being accurately 
measured at frequent intervals. Until a 
pressure of 18,ooolb. to the square inch was 
reached (varying slightly with the thickness 
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B. Cast-iron jacket bored to 
receive tube. C. Place for insertion of a Callendar’s platinum resistance 
D. Channel for circulation of hot gases. E. Air space, into 
which thermometer bulb projects. F. Wall separating gas space from air 


of the tube) no effect was notice- 
able, but at that pressure the tube 
was found to bulge slowly and sym- 
metrically, the bulge being confined 
solely to that part of the jacket 
surrounding the marble plug. The 
distension was permitted to continue 
until the tube showed signs of rup- 
ture, when the pressure was removed. 
The marble was submitted to pres- 
sure under the following four con- 
ditions: (a) At the ordinary tem- 
perature in the absence of moisture 
(cold dry crush). (4) At 300deg. 
Centigrade in the absence of mois- 
ture (hot dry crush). (c) At 40odeg. 
Centigrade in the absence of mois- 
ture (hot dry crush). (d) At 300deg. 
Centigrade in the presence of mois- 
ture (hot wet crush). 

On columns of marble at .the 
ordinary temperature eight experi- 
ments were made in the absence of 
moisture, the rate at which pressure 
was applied varying in different 
cases, and the consequent malform- 
ation being in some cases extremely 
slow and in others more rapid, the 
extremes being ten minutes and 
sixty-four days in those particular 
cases. On the completion of the 
experiments a narrow cutter in a 
milling machine was used to slit the 
tube longitudinally along two oppo- 
site lines. The marble was found 
to be still firm and compact, and 
so to cling to the two now distinct 
sides of the jacket that mechanical 
aid in the shape of wedges was 
necessary to tear them asunder, and even 
then the marble was split through the vertical 
axis. So firmly did the deformed half- 








At the left is shown the Low Moor iron tube inclosing a column 

of Carrara marble ready to be placed in the machine. On the 

right is the same tube after having been slowly deformed 
during a period of sixty-four days. 
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On the right is the piece of deformed marble after removal from 
its jacket. On the left is a column of marble of the dimensions 
its partner originally possessed. 
columns then cling to the halves of the 
jacket that a vice had to be used to set them 

free. 

While compact and firm, the squeezea 
marble differs from the original iu possessing 
a dead-white, chalky hue, the glistening 
cleavage surfaces of the calcite being no 
longer. visible. This difference is extremely 
well shown in certain cases where some parts 
of the original marble remain unaltered by 
the pressure. 

That the strength of the rock might be 
tested, three of the half-columns obtained in 
different experiments after the manner de- 
scribed above were selected. The first of 
these, which had undergone a slow deforma- 
tion extending through a period of sixty-four 
days, gave way under a load of 5,350lb. per 
square inch; the second, compressed for 
one and a half hours, broke down under a 
pressure of two tons per square inch; and the 
third, which had been squeezed but fifteen 








Tube containing the 
marble split in tw 
marble column ws 


, milled open, and the 
ular case the 
ts origimal height in four 





minutes, crushed under 2,776lb. So that, in 
spite of allowances made for variance in shape 
of specimens tested, the marble after defor- 
mation is weaker than the original rock, for 
it has been previously mentioned that 
columns of marble such as were tested in the 
way described above exhibited originally a 
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crushing weight of between 11,430lb. and 
12,026lb. to the square inch. Hence when 
deformation is conducted slowly the resultant 
rock is stronger than when deformation is 
rapid. 

As has been said, some portions of the 
tested marble columns were found unaltered. 





The result of seventeen days’ pressure ; Selbernation only 
slightly marked. 

It was, therefore, possible to get thin proxi- 
mal sections of changed and unchanged 
material and to examine them beneath the 
microscope, when the nature of the movement 
which had taken place was clearly discern- 
ible. The deformed part was distinguished 
by its turbid appearance, differing most 
markedly from the clear, transparent mosaic 
of the original. This turbidity was of 
greatest strength along a series of reticulating 
lines running through the sections, which 
lines, when highly magnified, are seen to 
consist of bands of tiny calcite granules. 
The calcite individuals along these lines— 
the “lines of shearing ”—have broken down, 
moved past one another, and come to be 
compactly massed after the movement ceased. 
‘The resultant structure is identical with that 
seen in the felspar of many gneisses. 





At the left is a column of marble whose deformation occupied 

124 days, during which a temperature of 300deg. Centigrade 

maintained, The column at the right represents the 
origina al size of the other. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE FLOW OF ROCKS. 85 


Professor Adams next ex- 
perimented with the effects of 
heat, and after putting the 
marble into the machine (sup- 
plied with suitable apparatus 
for the generation of heat) he 
learned that the crushing load 
of the column deformed under 
those conditions was equal to 
10,652lb. per square inch. So 
that, while marble deformed 
under the influence of great 
heat is not quite as strong as 
the original rock, it is, to say 





fact; namely, that an examina- 
tion of marble deformed at a 
temperature of 300deg. Centi- 
grade, or better at 46o0deg., 
indicated an internal mole- 
cular motion precisely identical 
with that observed in metals 
changed by impact or com- 
pression. ‘The agreement be- 
tween the two is so close that 
the term “flow ” is as correctly 
applied to the movements of, 
marble under the conditions 
of pressure, previously de- 


the least, very strong. In this case the pressure on the marble scribed, as it is to the move- 
The third factor which it a oie he ming Ment which takes place in a 
was believed might have an marble within rent asunder the metal button of gold, for example, 


influence on rock formation 
—moisture—was next considered, and yet 
another modification of the machine was 
needful. For sixty-four days water was 
forced through the marble column at a 
pressure of 46olb. to the square inch. The 
column was heated to 300deg. Centigrade. 
Under these conditions the marble yielded 
by molecular slipping, but the deformed 
column was found actually to be slightly 
stronger than an unchanged bit of the original 
rock. The structure was identical with that 
developed at 300deg. Centigrade without the 
presence of moisture. Water therefore did 





Microphotograph of the Carrara marble used in the experi- 
ments. The rock as found in Nature. The individual grains 
have very nearly the same diameter in every direction, although 
differing somewhat in size among themselves. 

not affect the character of the deformation. 
The remarkable strength of the modified rock 
may have been due, however, to an infini- 
tesimal deposition of calcium carbonate along 
very minute cracks or fissures. 

All of which leads up to a most interest- 
ing and, at the same time, a most astonishing 
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jacket inclosing it. 


when squeezed in a vice, or in 
a rod of iron when jammed between rollers. 
That it might be known definitely whether 
the structures shown by artificially malformed 
marbles were to be found in Nature’s con- 
torted crust, a series of forty-two specimens of 
marbles and limestones from various portions 
of the globe were chosen and examined with 
the minutest care. Of these, sixteen showed 
structures like those in the artificially de- 
formed rock, and the movements of the 
granules had been absolutely identical with 
those superinduced in the Carrara marble. 
In six other cases there was a greater or less 





Microphotograph of the Carrara marble after having been 

slowly deformed during 124 days at a temperature of 300deg. 

Centigrade. The individual grains can be seen to be flattened 
ir a horizontal direction, 


resemblance, and in the remaining twenty 
specimens the structure was different. 

It is believed from the results of other 
experiments now being carried out, but not 
yet completed, that similar movements can 
be induced in granite and other harder 
crystalline rocks. 
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; 7, children, 
AA do be quiet !” 
A said Mrs. Digh- 
ton, with a 
feeble effort at 
protest, as two small figures 
scrambled on the window- 
sill, framing their fair heads in a bower of 
blossoms. 

Roses encircled every window in Hume 
Cottage—roses strong, healthy, sweet as the 
pink-cheeked twins, Jack and Millicent. 

Jack looked round with beaming blue 
eyes, while anxious maternal fingers clutched 
his linen coat and Millicent’s white frock. 

“We can’t very well be quiet to-day, you 
see,” he said, half penitently, yet with no 
intention of reforming, ‘ because Aunt 
Lettice is coming to stay.” 

A visit from Aunt Lettice proved always 
an event in the lives of the twins. Lettice, 
Mrs. Dighton’s youngest and only unmarried 
sister, was well known in London society as 
“the pretty Miss Leith.” Many were the 
offers of marriage this fastidious young 
person declined, enjoying her freedom to the 
full. With the children she was an immense 
favourite, owing to an indomitable spirit of 
fun which ruled her happy young life. 

“T see the carriage coming,” cried Milli- 
cent, tossing herself forward. “Look, it’s 
turned the corner, and Aunt Lettice is 
driving the ponies.” 

The twins sprang down from their perilous 
perch, racing each other to the flower-laden 
entrance, in which warm greetings became 
the order of the day, much kissing and hug- 
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== IN THOSE DAYS 


By WINIFRED 


GRAHAM. 


ging, to the disadvantage of Lettice’s 
white muslin gown and delicate lace 
fichu. 

“How well you look !” gasped Mrs. 
Dighton, with a sudden thrill of ad- 
miration. She had always considered her 
sister pretty, but somehow Lettice seemed 
changed. The former prettiness had deve- 
loped into beauty ; her eyes possessed a new 
sparkle, her face an enchanting blush ; her 
whole manner spoke mysteriously of inward 
happiness and contentment. On the other 
hand, Mrs. Dighton bore signs of worry and 
depression. Directly they were alone Lettice 
asked if anything were the matter. 

“We had such a shock about this house,” 
said Mrs. Dighton. ‘ You know how dearly 
I love the little place ; the children were born 
here, and it is associated with the happiest 
years of my married life. Well, we grew to 
look upon it as our own, never dreaming that 
the lease would not be renewed. But, alas! 
we built our hopes on sand! The landlord, 
Sir Charles Carrick, has suddenly taken it 
into his head to make a private steeplechase 
course on this very ground. The fields all 
round us are admirably adapted for his 
purpose. So poor little Hume Cottage, with 
its lovely flower garden and exquisite views, 
is to be laid low—destroyed—for a whim. 
Sir Charles cares nothing about this neigh- 
bourhood. Colbrand Castle lies empty from 
year to year; if he spares a week of his 
valuable time to the old place he considers 
his duties fully completed. The steeple- 
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chase course will be of little use to him. 
Hume Cottage means a great deal to us.” 

“ What sort of a man is Sir Charles?” 
asked Lettice. 

“ My dear, I have never met him, but I 
think he must be a horrible creature. It is 
a standing disgrace the way he neglects his 
property. His tenants are in the direst 
poverty; it would be far better if he let 
Colbrand Castle than allowed the estate to 
run to rack and ruin.” 

“Perhaps he is thoughtless ; perhaps it has 
never struck him that his duty lies here,” 
said Lettice. “After all, you know, it would 
be lonely for an unmarried man to live by 
himself in that gloomy old giant’s house.” 

Lettice glanced towards the grey castle— 
just visible through the trees. In olden 
times a most powerful race of giants were 
supposed to have inhabited the great Col- 
brand mansion. The doors were built 
tremendously high for the convenience of 
the gigantic owners, while horrible tales 
of cannibalism and crime still clung 
to the place. Children’s bones had been 
found beneath the cellars, and fierce spikes 
remained on the walls as evidences of 
past torture. It seemed fitting that the pre- 

sent owner should be a 
A phenomenally tall man. 
' The children crept up and 
caught Lettice’s words 







& i CAN FIND NO EXCUSE FOR SIR CHARLES'S NEGLECT.” 
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“She is talking about the giant,” whis- 
pered Jack, putting his finger to his lip to 
silence Millicent. 

“I can find no excuse for Sir Charles’s 
neglect,” declared Mrs. Dighton, emphati- 
cally. “If only his younger brother were in 
his shoes things would be very different. 
The brother is a steady married man, most 
charitable, and ambitious for the country’s 
good. I can only hope rumour may prove 
right, and that he will soon take the place of 
Sir Charles, who, I hear, is drinking himself 
to death as fast as he can. All the poor 
people would welcome the change.” 

Lettice had grown suddenly pale ; her calm 
eyes flashed and darkened, like a black 
squall passing over the blue of the summer 
sea. 

“How unfair to say such things without 
knowing !” she exclaimed, hotly. “ Rumour 
always jumps at unkind conclusions, and is 
generally wrong. I am sure Sir Charles 
cannot be a drunkard. I—I have met 
friends of his. As to his never coming down 
here, he is expected at the castle this very 
day. Your coachman told me on my way 
from the station.” 

“ Probably he is coming for one night just 
to look at a horse. His visit won’t do anybody 
any good, except, perhaps, the man from 
whom he buys the horse.” 

Mrs. Dighton barely remarked the resent- 
ful glitter in her sister's eyes. She was think- 
ing of her own grievance, of Hume Cottage 
lying in ruins, with all its sweet associations 
for ever dead. 
She mournfully 
contemplated 
the destruction 
of the honey- 
suckle porch, 
the wooden 
steps with their 
banisters of 
clematis, the 
roof tiled with 
Virginia creeper 
and purple wis- 
taria, round 
which the bees 
loved to gather. 
All the sweet- 
ness laid low, 
converted into a 
burial - ground 
of bricks and 
mortar, crush- 
ing the stately 
Madonna lilies, 
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the bold hollyhocks, and beaming sunflowers. 
To Mrs. Dighton the mere idea of such a 
massacre seemed little less than a crime. 

The children, overhearing the conversation, 
wandered away dolefully hand in hand, even 
their light young hearts saddened at the 
thought of losing their summer home. 

“ You heard what mother said ? ” whispered 
Millicent, resting her chin 
against the surface of a 
venerable sundial. 

“Yes; if the giant died 
what a good thing it 
would be! But I don’t 
believe giants ever die; 
they have to be killed.” 

“T wonder what he is 
like !” sighed Millicent, 
kicking the moss off the 
base of the sundial with her 
small, square-toed shoes. 

“Oh! I know all about him,” 
replied Jack, with pride. “He 
grows nine inches every month, 
and is stronger than forty men 
all put together. He has only 
one eye, right in the middle of 
his forehead. He has set that 
eye upon our house, Millicent, 
and some day soon he is 
coming to tear it all down. 
Mother is very unhappy ; I wish 
I could make it all right for 


her. I asked father to go and 
kill the giant, but he only 
laughed. I think it was just a 


little unkind of him to laugh, 
when mother minded so 
much.” 

Millicent shook her yellow 
curls in nodding approval. 

“Your name is Jack,” she 
murmured, enigmatically. 

“Well, I know that!” replied the boy. 

“Jack dug a deep pit, and put grass and 
gravel over it—the giant fell into the pit! 
That was Jack the Giant-Killer.” Her voice 
sank. She fancied the giant poppies were 
listening, and that they might be mysteriously 
in communication with the wicked owner of 
Colbrand Castle. 

A strange light came over the boy’s face, yet 
the sun had hidden itself behind a tall copper 
beech. He took his little sister by the hand 
and made her sit down amongst the daisies. 

Side by side under the sundial the two 
small figures remained in long and earnest 
conversation ; Millicent with her bare legs 
crossed, her socks sunk to her ankles. 
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The boy’s cheeks were red as the crimson 
ramblers which showered their brilliance 
over a dead tree-stump. Every now and 
again the children would pause, a reign of 
short, breathless silence taking up the thread 
of eager, anxious talk. 

As the sun sank they 
towards the red sky. 


rose, looking 

“I think we 
might go now,” 
said Jack. 

Millicent 
placed her tiny 
fingers on his 
arm. 

“We sha’n’t 
be seen in the 
twilight,” she 


“THE TWO SMALL FIGURES REMAINED IN LONG AND EARNEST CONVERSATION.” 


whispered, confidently, as they crept under 
the shadow of the box-hedge to the little 
garden-gate leading to the fields. 

The twins spoke little as they marched 
steadily in the direction of Colbrand Castle ; 
they felt it was not an occasion for speech. 

Jack’s face wore a very determined 
expression, and he hustled Millicent along 
ruthlessly whenever her short strides showed 
signs of lagging. 

As they neared the giant’s domain their 
hearts beat fiercely; the picturesque sur- 
roundings became part of a weird dream, a 
fairy land invented by imaginative minds, 
wherein lurked spirits and hideous monsters. 

A gasp of long-drawn tension escaped 
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them as, turning into the castle grounds, the 
handsome stone mansion broke upon their 
view, silhouetted against the sky-line in a 
summer sunset. 

A noble castle this, built of cut stone, with 
colonnaded wings on either side, the parapets 
formed of open stonework, and the colon- 
nades furnished with rustic seats. The wide 
doorway stood open, looking to the children 
like the entrance to a tomb—a cave of dead 
men’s bones and terrors innumerable. 

Millicent shivered slightly. She clutched 
Jack’s arm. 

“You are not frightened!” he said. It 
was more an assurance than a question. 

“Oh, no; not at all, thank you,” replied 
Millicent, with chattering teeth. 

“I hope you understand,” continued Jack, 
“that I am only doing this for mother’s sake, 
and all the poor people who are oppressed 
by the giant. I don’t want to kill him at all 
myself ; in fact, it is rather unpleasant. You 
won’t forget that, Millicent ? ” 

“ No,” she whispered, “I won't forget. It 
has got to be done.” 

“I think we had better walt straight into 
the castle; it would be no good trying to 
storm it from outside—we haven’t enough 
hands.” 

Millicent agreed as she looked down at her 
minute fingers, very grubby from their 
wanderings through the moss of the sundial. 

Side by side the juvenile warriors passed 
between two cannons, relics of the Crimea, 
through the great doorway to a lofty square 
hall. 

How dead and desolate the place looked 
with the evening shadows creeping through a 
stained-glass window, making patterns on the 
walls covered with a bewildering collection of 
weapons, from a blunderbuss to an assegai. 
Above the high door in big bold letters an 
inscription was carved :— 

“ There were giants on the earth in those 
days.” 

Jack read the intelligence, but made no 
allusion to it; he fancied Millicent seemed 
somewhat nervous. 

“ I don’t think the giant will be very big,” 
he told her, cheerfully, glancing up at the 
ceiling, which looked a long way off to 
Millicent. 

“ Why not ?” she asked. 

“Oh ! because he could not live in this 
house if he were like the giant who put his 
feet on two mountains and then stooped to 
drink from a stream in the valley between.” 

“No,” said Millicent, and the thought 


brought comfort to her soul. 
Vol. xxii.—12. 
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“ Come along, we had better look for him ; 
it’s no good wasting our time,” declared 
Jack. 

Now that they were actually within the 
walls of this “ Castle Perilous” the would-be 
giant-killer recollected he was not very clear 
about his plans. 

It had sounded easy enough as they wove 
wild schemes of conquest under the sundial 
in the peaceful garden. A thousand splendid 
ideas and brilliant suggestions made this 
pilgrimage to the giant’s domain a delight- 
fully thrilling and noble undertaking. The 
elements of romance, founded upon childish 
folk-lore and nursery tales, inflamed their 
hearts, set pulses beating, quickened zeal. 
Now the cold mists of reality crept over 
Jack’s ambitious dream and made Millicent 
remember she had foregone her tea. 

Slowly the little besieging party advanced, 
walking with noiseless tread across the thick 
carpet, Jack leading the way to another high 
door on the opposite side of the inner hall. 
The door stood ajar—very softly Jack pushed 
it open, and two pairs of curious blue eyes 
peered cautiously into the room. A long, low 
apartment, lighted by three windows with a 
western aspect, through which could be seen 
the crimson sky, radiant with the glories of 
an exquisite sunset, a sea of flaming carmine, 
streaked by lines of darkest velvet, piercing 
grey, plume-like masses of cloud. 

In the big bow window, lying back between 
the arms of a great chair, with eyes closed 
and feet propped up ona handsome buhl 
table, lay the giant himself! At his side a ` 
pile of newspapers indicated that he had been 
reading. A silver cigar-box stood open ; 
evidently the giant was not above a human 
weakness for the Goddess Nicotina. 

Jack grasped Millicent’s shoulder con- 
vulsively ; his heart beat like a steam-engine, 
but his courage ran high. “See,” he 
whispered, “the giant is asleep ; what luck! 
That’s always the time to kill a giant, you 
know.” 

Millicent steadied herself against an old 
Musherbyah screen which once ornamented 
a Cairo harem, her bare knees shaking and 
her anxious gaze cast in the direction of the 
sleeping monster. 

She had expected a hideous apparition, and 
lo! the creature’s hair was curly—auburn ; 
his profile showed classically chiselled features. 
Millicent saw something attractive in his 
very pose—the abandonment of a tall, loose- 
limbed figure under the refining influence of 
sleep. 

As she looked the woman’s heart in that 
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baby frame softened and quailed. She forgot 
the ennobling instincts which had driven 
Jack to the castle on his murderous errand ; 
forgot that Hume Cottage, her mother’s 
happiness, and the well-being of the poor 
hung in the balance. The giant must be 
saved from destruction—the giant with the 
fair moustache and curly head. 

“I know what we will do,” said Jack. 
“Give me your 







sash, and Pll 
creep up and tie ee 
it round his neck. ee 


Then we will each 
take one end, and 
pull just as hard 
as ever we can 
till his head falls 
off!” 

The mere idea 
filled Millicent 
with unspeakable 
horror. Pushing 
Jack aside, she 
rushed frantically 
across the room, 
flnging herself 
with a cry of 
warning upon the 
man’s powerful 
chest. 


“Wake up!— 
wake up !—wake 
up!” she cried 


three times in 
her shrill, small 
voice, shaking 
the lapel of his 
coat vigorously. 
Sir Charles Car- 
rick started so 
violently that he 
sent her tumbling 
on the floor; then 
he rubbed his 
eyes, uncertain if 
he were still 
dreaming, and 
stared round. 

What he saw certainly perplexed him. 

A tiny white figure with a frightened face, 
in a crumpled heap on the rug; a crestfallen 
boy, helping the thing in socks to rise, and 
muttering reproachfully :— 

“Oh! Millicent, you have spoilt every- 
thing !” 

At last, fully convinced he was awake, the 
Lord of the Manor stopped blinking his 
eyes and addressed the intruders. 
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“on! MILLICENT, YOU HAVE SPOILT EVERYTHING !” 


“How do you do?” he said, simply, 
holding out a big hand to these strange 
guests. “What on earth are you playing 
at?” 

His calm tone reassured Millicent, who 
had been dangerously near tears. She 
advanced timidly, offering her chubby fingers 
in return for the giant’s proffered palm. By 
way of introduction she whispered in a grave 
undertone, nodding towards her brother :— 

“ That’s Jack the Giant-Killer !” 

Sir Charles controlled a smile. 

“Oh! I see; you’ve come to explore 
the giant’s house ?” 

“ No,” she explained, “we didn’t care 
one bit about the house, but we thought 
you were much, 
much bigger, and 
only wore one eye 
in the middle of 
your forehead, so 
Jack decided to 
kill you.” 

“Really! Now, 
that’s very inter- 
esting,” replied 
the giant, good- 
humouredly, as 
he lifted Millicent 
on his knee; 
“very interesting 
indeed! But 
why a poor beg- 
gar should be 
killed because he 
has only one eye, 
I can’t imagine. 
Of course, I know 
I am very igno- 
rant, and I should 
be much obliged 
if you would tell 
me——” 

Jack came for- 
ward with words 
of wisdom to save 
the situation. 

“ Millicent has 
muddled it all 
up,” he said. ‘The eye did not matter, but 
if I had killed the giant everybody would 
have been so pleased, especially mother.” 

“ Mother must be a charming person!” 
said Sir Charles. 

“ Yes, she’s just a dear!” murmured Jack, 
enthusiastically. Millicent and I would do 
anything for her—wouldn’t we, Millicent?” 

Millicent signified approval by emphatically 
nodding. 
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“But why should your mother desire my 
destruction ? ” 

The giant put the question kindly, a 
puzzled expression on his brow. 

With the sincerity of childhood, Jack 
hastened to explain. 

“You see, it was this way,” he said. 
“ Mother was telling my aunt that if you 
died your brother would come to the castle, 
which would be so much better for every- 
body, because he’s good and thinks about 
the poor people. Your tenants are not a bit 
happy; their houses are tumbling down, ‘ pig- 
sties’ father calls them—the houses, I mean. 
Of course a giant can’t understand what it’s 
like to live in a pig-sty.” 

Jack spoke innocently, his searching gaze 
riveted upon Sir Charles, his little hands 
thrust in the pockets of his 
linen coat. 

The giant fidgeted un- 
easily and pulled at his big 
moustache, then he turned 
his eyes away, 
staring through 
the open win- 
dow. 

The wonders 
of an after-glow 
painted the 
sky innumer- 
able colours. 
Sheaths of rays 
shot up from 
the vanished 
sun, but Sir 
Charles was 
not looking at 
the glory. 

For the mo- 
ment his mind 
travelled back 
to the old 
school - days, 
when he was 
always in dis- 
grace while his 
brother Mau- 
rice carried off 
the good -con- 
duct prizes. 
Maurice, the 
poseur, the would-be saint, had made for 
himself the motto: “ Thou shalt not be 
found out,” and kept to it with the utmost 
rigour. 

Millicent, adopting the enemy’s knee for 
an arm-chair, leant comfortably against Sir 
Charles’s broad chest. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


“IT WAS REALLY RATHER CRUEL OF YOU TO WANT TO KILL ME!” 


“It is a pity you are going to take 
our house away,” she said. “You don’t 
know what lovely mud-puddings we make 


where the tadpoles live! It is right 
at the end of the garden; the rushes 
grow all round the pond. We found 


Moses there. Somebody had thrown him in 
the water, and he mewed dreadfully. We 
named him ‘ Moses’ because of the rushes, 
and it was Sunday, too. Are you m Bo 
with cats? We love them very much. 
can’t think what Moses will do, because he 
is very fond of the house, and cats simply 
can’t bear new places. I was wondering if 
you could leave just a little bit of the yard, 
enough for a few kittens to live in. Oh, and 
I do hope you won’t come before my birth- 
day ; you see, we couldn’t have a party if we 
were moving—could 
we, Jack?” ; 

“ No,” replied the 
boy. 

“Tt is a pity,” 






continued Mil- 
licent, dangling 
her sunburnt 
legs and heav- 
ing a deep sigh. 
“Jack and I 
won't ever love 
another garden 
quite so much. 
We heard you 
had decided 
to tear every- 
thing down, 
and that is why 
we expected 
you to be 
bigger. You'll 
have to get 
some other 
giants to help 
you—the trees 
are very tall.” 

“Why do you think I want to tear down 
your home ?” he asked, gently. 

“Oh! because you are going to ride 
races,” put in Jack. “Mother called it ‘a 
whim, but father said it was a steeplechase 
course, and I am sure he knew.” 

Light broke over the giant’s groping senses. 
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“T see, I see; you live at Hume Cottage, 
and they have a pretty bad opinion of me 
there, eh? But it was really rather cruel of 
you to want to kill me!” 

“I did not want to, really, a bit,” Jack 
confessed, half-ashamed of the admission. 
“T told Millicent I was only doing it for 
mother’s sake ; you see, mother cried when 
she heard you were going to destroy our 
house. She thinks you will die, because you 
drink such a lot; she doesn’t understand 
that giants can drink whole rivers !” 

Sir Charles for the first time broke into a 
hearty peal of laughter. The disastrous 
revelation as to his moral character flowing 
thus glibly from the tongue of a child 
amused him by its very falsity. 

“Tt is funny, isn’t it?” said Jack, joining 
in the laugh, and mistaking its real signifi- 
cance. 

“Aunt Lettice said people were very 
unkind to jump at—at—-—what did she call 
it, Jack ?” asked Millicent. 

“Conclusions.” 

“Yes, conclusions,” echoed the small 
voice, and looks of pride were exchanged at 
mastering the long word. 

“Aunt Le/tice, did you say?” The giant 
spoke excitedly, sitting bolt upright in his 
chair, a strange expression lighting his eyes. 
A moment ago he had been lazily enjoying 
the slaughter of his own reputation ; now he 
looked both eager and anxious. The children 
were not slow to notice the change. 

“ Yes, dear Aunt Lettice, she’s so beautiful ! 
We like her best when her hair hangs down 
at night, then we call her ‘Golden Hair,’ 
and Millicent thinks the plaits are fairy 
ladders. Aunt Lettice came to-day ; we were 
awfully glad!” 

“Ts her name Lettice Leith?” asked Sir 
Charles, and his voice trembled. Jack 
nodded. 

There was a pause. The twins stared at 
him curiously. For the moment he seemed 
to have forgotten their presence, as he drew 
a letter from his pocket and re-read its 
contents. 

“Tam so sorry at your having to go into 
the country on business,” the letter ran. 
“ It will indeed be dull and boring all alone 
in that great castle; no wonder the place 
depresses you. As you have to be away for 
two or three days I think it would be better 
to carefully guard our secret till your return. 
Then you must come to dinner, and have a 
long talk with my ‘stern parent ’—I am sure 
you will like him, and I have not the faintest 
doubt that hewill like you! Your wail at being 
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called to Warwickshire would have made me 
quite sad, but I’ve thought of a surprise for 
you (rather a nice surprise, 1 am conceited 
enough to tell myself). Prepare for the un- 
expected, but don’t expect too much !” 

So Lettice’s presence at Hume Cottage 
must be the surprise! He, then, was her 
sister’s landlord, about to lay low her sister's 
home, while evil rumour sported with his 
name. 

Sir Charles looked down at his future 
nephew and niece with a new interest, in- 
voluntarily bending to kiss Millicent’s hair. 
In colour and texture it was like Lettice’s. 

“Come,” he said, “I will take you home. 
Let us go to Aunt Lettice.” 

“Do you know her ?” asked Jack. 

The giant smiled. He gave each of the 
children a hand, and, trotting beside him, 
they passed out to the dusky garden. The 
faint rays of glory above were just fading in 
mist, while the thinnest crescent moon floated 
between two crimson clouds, like a dis- 
embodied spirit. 

As they walked towards Hume Cottage 
he drew them on to talk of Lettice. 

“She spoke up for you,” said the boy. 
“I heard her, but I don’t think she told 
mother you were her friend. Of course a 
person would have to be nice about a friend, 
whatever he did, even if he destroyed ever 
so many houses.” 

“What did Aunt Lettice say?” asked Sir 
Charles. Jack thought a moment. 

“She called it ‘unfair’; she supposed 
people talked without knowing,. and that 
perhaps you were only thoughtless. Mother 
mentioned the word ‘duty’ more than once, 
but I can’t remember all; you see, I was 
planning to go to the castle myself.” 

“Yet, after you had found the giant, you 
let him live! But never mind, old boy, 
I won’t lay a finger on Hume Cottage, in 
gratitude to you for sparing my life.” 

“ Oh ! that 2s good news !” said his young 
assassin ; “only it was really Millicent’s doing, 
because she woke you up.” 

“ Then how am I to repay Millicent ? ” 

The little girl looked up at him with wide, 
trustful eyes. 

“ Make the pigsties a little less piggy,” 
she said. 

The unselfish request touched him. He 
patted her on the head. 

“ All right,” he murmured, gazing fondly 
at the tiny philanthropist ; “I daresay Aunt 
Lettice will help me. I am going to ask her 
to stay at the Castle. Perhaps she may like it 
so much she will want to live there altogether.” 
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This seemed a very strange remark, but 
the children did not like to disbelieve, for 
the giant had won their respect ; they were 
even getting a little fond of him. 

As they neared Hume Cottage, with its 
rosebuds closing for the 
night and languid evening 
primroses expanding be- 
neath the moon, their com- 
panion became strangely 
silent, hastening his steps 
till the twins found them- 
selves running to keep 
pace with him. 


‘f SOMEBODY OPENED THE GARDEN-GATE. 


Somebody opened the garden-gate and 
came towards them with a bright smile—a 
girlish figure clad in white. 

The children’s hands were suddenly re- 
leased, and the giant bade them run indoors 
in a voice they dared not disregard. 

With swift steps they bounded up the 
clematis staircase, seeking their mother 
breathlessly. 

“Weve been to the castle,” they cried, 
“but we didn’t kill the giant, and he’s going 
to let us stay here, and Aunt Lettice is to 
see to the poor people’s pigsties. Wont 
that be lovely? And—and—he is outside 
in the garden with her, because they are 
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great friends. If she likes the castle she is 
to live in it always.” 

The twins spoke rapidly—both together, 
till the stream of words became incoherent, 
and were only stayed by the welcome sight 
of nursery tea awaiting 
the truants’ return. 

Meanwhile the giant 
laughed to think he ever 
called the country “ de- 
pressing ” — as he and 
Lettice discussed their 
future in the sweetly- 
scented garden. 

“ You told me not to 
expect too much. I 
could hardly have 
expected this,” he 
whispered, drawing 
her to his arms. 
“Those children 
burst upon me in a 
fairy-tale spirit, and I 
can still fancy myself 
treading enchanted 
ground! Perhaps 
they were purposely 
sent to teach me my 
duty ; they certainly 
fulfilled their mis- 
sion. We will build 
up the old place to- 
gether, darling. If I 
had known you 
sooner I should 
have been a better 
man.” 

But Lettice did not 

i believe this. In the 

eyes of love there can exist no “ better” for 

the ideal already enthroned upon a pinnacle 

of perfection. So the idle moments drifted 
and became precious. 

Jack, peeping out at the starlit garden, 
whispered as he caught the glimmer of a 
white dress under the beech tree :-— 

“Doesn’t she look like a fairy princess, 
Millicent? I believe they are going to ‘live 
happy ever after !’” 

“Its very queer, isn’t it?” answered 
Millicent. “I think I should like to marry 
a giant !” 

With this startling assertion she toddled 
off to bed. 
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Natural Optical Illusions. 


IN our issue for October, 1897, 
appeared an article on Optical 
Illusions, which consisted 
2] chiefly of those of a scientific 
nature, in which diagrams of 
— different kinds formed figures 
which deceived the s 
eye. The examples i 
treated in the follow- 
ing article, however, 
are of quite a different 
kind, as they consist 
of what may be called 
natural optical illu- 
sions, in which photo- 
graphs of the actual 
subjects present ap- 
pearances which the 
eye finds it difficult 
to explain. Such ex- 
amples are quite as 
interesting as those 
of the scientific kind 
and, so far as we are 
aware, have never 
before been treated 
of in any magazine. It is possible that 
many more examples exist as interesting 
as those which we are here able to. present, 
and we shall be glad if the possessors 
of any such will forward them to us for 
inspection, so that if sufficient come to hand 
we can follow up 
this article with 
another possibly 
even more 
striking. 

The first ex- 
ample, which was 
sent to us by 
the Rev. J. Mar- 
shall, LL.D., 
Royal High 
School, Edin- 
burgh, shows 
what is appar- 
ently a sheet of 
water in the fore- 
ground. We do 
not think that 
any of our rea- 
ders would in 
fifty guesses ar- 
rive at the cor- 
rect solution of 
what this seem- 
ing sheet of water 
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WHAT IS THIS WHICH SEEMS A LAKE? 





AND WIAT IS THIS WIIICH SEEMS A WEIR? 


really is before reading the following expla- 
nation, which Dr. Marshall sent us with the 
photograph : “It is an ordinary snap-shot 
by one of my boys of my house at North 
Queensferry, close to the sea. Everyone 
imagines the water in the foreground is the 
sea. The difficulty is 
that this is the side of 
the house away from 
the sea, and in this 
formal garden there is 
no pond of water at 
all. The photograph 
was taken by resting 
the camera on a large 
sun-dial with a brass 
plate on the top. The 
plate was wet with 
rain, and the apparent 
pool is simply the re- 
flection of the house 
in the brass plate.” 
Our next example 
is one of very much 
the same kind, and it 
will, we think, be 
found at least as hard to make a correct 
guess at its true character. To all appear- 
ance it is a level piece of water forming a 
kind of weir, overflowing a bar at the left- 
hand side of the picture, while in the back- 
ground rises a bank with rocks and trees. 
To arrive at the 
solution the pic- 
ture must be 
turned round so 
that the right- 
hand side be- 
comes the bot- 
tom, when it will 
be seen that what 
seems a sheet of 
water is in reality 
the polished side 
of a railway car- 
riage, in which 
the wooded 
landscape is re- 
flected. This 
curious photo- 
graph was sent 
us by Mr. A. E. 
Rex, of Des- 
moines, Iowa. 
In the illustra- 
tion at the top 
of the next page 
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ties, but never, we think, one quite so 
striking or so absolutely deceiving to 
the eye as the photograph of the piece 
of wood-carving which we reproduce, 
This was executed by Mr. James Hakes, 
of Aigburth Road, Liverpool, who, 
being also a photographer, was much 
struck, on looking at the print which 
he had taken of the carving, by the 
extraordinary way in which it appeared 
to be cut into the wood, instead of 
standing out in relief. The reader will 
observe that the figures of the poultry 
: nae, ; and rabbits and the other details of 

THE GIRL APPEARS RS TWO ae HANDS AND THE BOY the carving appear, when ` the pic- 
ture is turned upside down, to stand 
nothing curious, at first sight, is visible. out strongly, which is the way they are 
The point which renders it so remarkable actually carved, while if looked at the right 
will, however, become apparent on reading way up, as here printed, it is impossible to 








DO THESE FIGURES STAND OUT OF THE WOOD OK ARE THEY CUT INTO IT? 


the following explanation, sent by the gentle- avoid the impression that the figures are 
man who took the photograph, Mr. Alfred sunk below the level of the wood. 
Priest, of 379, Hagley Road, Edgbaston, An unintended effect of light and shade is 
Birmingham : “The two children depicted also the cause of the deceptive appearance 
here I discovered reading of a dog’s head in the 
in the garden like this, indentation of a felt hat 
and it struck me as look- which is reproduced in 
ing very droll to see the our next illustration. “I 
one with apparently two think,” says the sender, 
right hands and the other Mr. J. C. Trickett, Trewyn 
with two left hands. So College Road, Dulwich, 
I got my brother to photo- “the effect produced by 
graph them, while posing the hat very remarkable, 
for the purpose. Of course the more so as at the 
one can easily see that the time I simply intended 
girl’s left hand is support- taking a photograph of 
ing the boy’s head, while the dog.” It is certainly 
the boy’s right hand sup- a remarkable coinci- 
ports the girl’s head.” dence under the circum- 
The class of optical stances that the hat 
illusion to which our next should have happened to 
example belongs is one of have taken the appear- 
which we have given speci- ance of a dog rather 
mens from time to time ae r than that of any other 
in our section of Curiosi- TWO DOGS. creature. 
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Our last example is sent us by 
Mr. R. F. Prideaux, of 4, Elm Grove, 
Salisbury, and it is, we think, in 
some respects the most extraordinary of 
our present series. “It forms,” says 
Mr. Prideaux, “an interesting photo- 
graphic optical illusion. On looking at 
the face of the man on horseback the 
eyes will be seen either to be open and 
cast upwards (as I think they must have 
been) or to be closed with the eyelids 
down as if the man were asleep. In 
whichever way they first present them- 
selves, e.g., as open, they will, by steadily 
looking at the face for a few moments, 
dissolve and become the opposite, że., 
closed ; and wice versd. This optical 
illusion appears to be very similar to 
that published by Messrs. Pears and 
Co. some time ago of two cubes upon 
one cube.” For our own part we 
have not been able to make up our 
minds with any certainty as to 
whether the horseman is looking 


we Se ee T 


ae straight forward and a little upwards, 
Pe A ii: as Mr. Prideaux thinks, or whether 
EA T his gaze is directed towards the horse’s 
A ñ we, t neck. 


THIS LADY'S PAKASOL SEEMS INSIDE 
ovT. 


Our next illusion is one 
which, so far as we know, 
is quite unlike any other 
which has ever appeared. 
It will be observed that in 
the photograph of the lady 
carrying a parasol the 
parasol appears to be inside 
out. Mr. J. C. R. Watson, 
of the National Bank 
House, Burntisland, Fife, 
who took the photograph, 
believes that this singular 
illusion is caused by the 
parasol being striped. We 
think, however, it is more 
probably due to the fact 
that the material of the 
parasol being transparent, 
and allowing the light to 
penetrate it, the upper side 
of the parasol appears to 
be light and the lower 


side in shadow, when thi 





eve expects the reverse, 
which would bn the 
case if the material were pee 
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IS THIS HORSEMAN LOOKING UP OR DOWN? 
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dak-gharree fashion through 
Northern India. It was no un- 
+ common thing, then, to travel 
thus for weeks together, resting by day, if 
hot, in dak-bungalows, and moving along at 
night, packed side by side in a rattle-trap 
vehicle resembling a large, square box on 
wheels. ‘The inside of this was fitted with 
boards, so that you could lie and sleep. 
Behold Colonel Ward and my, Aunt Eve, his 
bride (for this is a true story), being jigged 
along thus, one exquisite moonlight night, 
Uncle James snoriny loudly ; or so says Aunt 
Eve, who was therefore unable to get to sleep. 

They stopped about one a.m. at a native 
village to change ponies, and Aunt Eve, 
without disturbing her spouse, got out of the 
ghairee to request a drink of milk from a 
native woman standing sleepily at the door 
of her mud hut. 

If you know dak-gharree ponies you won’t 
be surprised to hear that first (although dead 
tired) the old ponies refused to be moved out 
of their shafts, and then the new ones refused 
to be put in. 

The whole village awoke and turned out. 
Yells, hoots, and much jabbering were ex- 
pended upon the ponies, who always take it 
quite quietly and refuse to budge, but just 
shut their eyes and sleep until the fancy 
seizes them, when, whether you're back in the 
gharree or not, they start off without a 
moment’s warning and you are left in the 
road, and no power will stop them. 

Aunt Eve got so tired of watching opera- 
tions (and so far the old ponies had refused 
to leave the shafts) that, finding a comfort- 
able spot under a banana-tree, and the night 
being hot, she sat down, leant her head back, 
and must have fallen asleep. 


She woke with a jump, fearing the dak- 
Vol, xxii. —13. 


£ ORTY years ago my Uncle 
AA James and Aunt Eve were 
ths) travelling by the good old 
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gharree might have departed. But, no, there 
it was, and the same noise going on; and 
when the new ponies finally consented to 
enter the shafts she, knowing their ways, 
jumped quickly in, found her husband still 
slumbering fast, dropped a light kiss upon 
him in the dark to make sure he was there, 
and then she laid her head back, and was 
soon in the land of dreams herself, and the 
ponies galloped them along and along, 
through mile upon mile of silent jungle, 
fields of maize, and wastes of feathery white 
pampas grass. 

Uncle James had ceased snoring, but after 
some hours he began again, but in a way he 
had never snored before. Uncle James, it 
appears (according to this chronicle), always 
snored in jerks. But now he kept up a loud, 
deep, regular refrain, more like a pig grunting, 
and so unlike himself that Aunt Eve began 
to think he might be in for some kind of 
apoplectic fit. 

He next breathed the name “Julia ”-— 
several times. 

Aunt Eve knew that none of Uncle James’s 
sisters, cousins, or aunts were called Julia. 

“ Kiss me, Julia,” whispered Uncle James, 
“and let bygones be bygones.” 

Aunt Eve sat up. 

The moon had gone behind the jungles, 
and it was pitch dark. She drew a box of 
matches from her pocket, lit one, and exam- 
ined Uncle James. Aunt Eve says it is no 
exaggeration to state that her hair (which fell 
to her knees) stood upright on her head. I 
always doubt this, for it would have knocked 
the gharree roof off. 

However, I’ve no doubt it wazed to stand 
up, for instead of Aunt Eve’s husband in the 
gharree, with whom she thought she had 
been travelling all night, there was someone 
else’s husband, or, at any rate, a strange, fat 
Englishman she had never set eyes on before. 

Trembling with horror and bewilderment, 
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Aunt Eve lit so many matches, the better to 
examine her companion, that the scraping 
and fizzing woke him ; he opened his eyes, 
and then Že sat up with a bound. Here the 
last match went out. They sat in the dark 
facing each other. The ponies were going 
as they had not gone all night. 

It was plain, relates Aunt Eve, that the 
stranger seized the opportunity to make a 
few rapid alterations in his toilet, which 
had been meagre. She did the same, thrust- 
ing her curl-papers under a rug, and feeling 
glad that a certain complexion-improver, con- 
sisting of a thick layer of phosphorescent 
blue grease, had not been applied to her 
countenance overnight as usual, although it 
certainly possessed the advantage of shedding 
a kind of corpse-light upon surrounding 
objects. 

“ I cannot 
paused. 

“ Neither can I,” said he. 

“ Imagine,” said Aunt Eve. 

“ How this happened,” said he. 

“I don’t know India well,” said Aunt Eve, 
as if to imply that this kind of thing might 
be a national custom. 

“ Nor I, and don’t want to,” said the man, 
breathing hard, for it was evident he was 
trying to get himself into some garment more 
imposing than a dressing-gown ; “but don’t 
excite yourself.” 

“But I must,” said Aunt Eve; “I must 
excite myself. My husband will be furious, 
and he has a terrific temper.” 

This startled the stranger to such a degree 
that, regardless of not having yet removed his 
nightcap, he hastily sought some matches, 
and lit up a whole bunch of them, the better 
to look at Aunt Eve’s face. 

Seeing a very pretty woman, of whom a 
husband was likely to be unreasonably 
jealous, he gave a groan and out went the 
light. 

“I know not how it occurred,” said Aunt 
Eve, adopting the tone of the heroine in 
melodrama, “ but we must stop the gharree ; 
my life’s happiness may be wrecked.” 

“And mine!” said the hero ; “ Julia would 
never let 47s be a bygone.” 

“Did I get into your gharree,” sobbed 
Aunt Eve, “believing it to be mine?” 

“Or did I get into yours, believing it was 
mine?” 

“And if so, where is my gharree, and my 
innocent, unconscious husband ? ” 

“Tt has for certain gone on with my trust- 
ing wife in it.” 

“What!” cried Aunt Eve, “ your wife?” 





” said Aunt Eve, and then 
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“ My Julia,” said the man; “her terror at 
finding herself alone will be pitiable.” 

“She wont be alone,” said Aunt Eve; 
“my husband is in our gharree—I told you 
so.” 

“Here! hi!” cried the gentleman. 
the gharree ! stop !” 

“Irs all very fine to cry stop,” said Aunt 
Eve. “But the driver is asleep, of course, 
and we are going at a terrific pace.” 

“But how can he sleep and drive? Oh, 
this horrible country !” 

“They aéways sleep. The ponies drive 
themselves. I wonder whether we are in 
the mountains yet, on the edge of some 
precipice ? ” 

“ Precipice? This comes of choosing 
India for one’s wedding tour... .. Where 
was your dak-gharree bound for?” said the 
man, tearing the nightcap off his head, and 
sending it flying through the open door as if 
to intimate that until he found his Julia he 
forthwith renounced every comfort connected 
with this mortal life. 

“ Ralka,” replied Aunt Eve, wiping away a 
tear. 

“ My Julia is many miles from me, then, 
for this one is bound for Sikkooree, and we 
must have parted ways hours ago.” 

Aunt Eve at this news burst out crying 
loudly, and felt in such a fury with her com- 
panion and his idiotic Julia that she could 
have scratched his face. 

“Stop!” bawled the stranger to the driver 
outside. 

“Beito!” cried Aunt Eve; and at last 
the driver woke and beitoed, and appeared 
rather scandalized at the change of partners 
that had taken place while he slept. 

The dawn was breaking. They were out 
on an open plain extending as far as eye 
could reach. No other dak-gharree was in 
sight. A few mud villages were waking, a 
string of goats being driven along by a small 
black urchin, and it was going to be a roast- 
ing hot day. 

“Oh, oh,” cried Aunt Eve, surveying all 
this through the open gharree door, “1 
expected to wake and find myself in the cool, 
blue hills.” 

“Well, my wife’s in the cool, blue hills 
instead of you,” said the stranger, ill- 
temperedly, standing in the dusty road and 
scratching his bald head; “and all I can say 
is, I'd have given a hundred pounds for this 
not to have happened.” 

“ You need not talk in that tone,” said my 
aunt, “for it’s quite certain it was your wife’s 
fault.” 


“Stop 





UNCLE JAMES AND AUNT EVE. 99 










LA 


“WELL, MY WIFES IN THE COOL, BLUE HILLS.” 


“Don’t let’s waste time in bickering,” said 
‘the stranger, fretfully, “ but decide what’s to 
be done.” He was a short, stout, and very 
ugly individual by daylight. 

“T cannot collect my ideas,” said Aunt 
Eve, who had now got out into the road, and 
looked limp, and felt almost improper 
without her crinoline. Remember, it was 
forty years ago. You can’t lie down in a 
dak-gharree in a crinoline, so she had 
removed it on starting the journey the 
previous evening. She had on a brown 
holland dress out of which the starch had 
departed. 

“I keep trying to picture my husband’s 
face when he wakes up and finds your wife 
there,” said she. 

“It'll closely resemble mine, I should 
think, when I woke up and found you.” 

“ Is your wife—er—at all pretty ? ” inquired 
my aunt at this juncture, with a rather natural 
thrill of jealousy. 

“ Pretty!” said the man. “Where have 
you lived not to have heard of the beautiful 
Miss MacDowd of MacDool ?” 

“It isn’t stuck on your back who you 
married,” said Aunt Eve; “and if it were, 
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I've never heard of a beautiful Miss Mac- 
Anything—and ” (aside) “ don’t want to.” 

“ Her father, Ze MacDowd, is a Scotch 
laird.” 

“I do know him,” said Aunt Eve. “He 
wears a kilt and a tam-o’-shanter ; says ‘varra 
weel’ and ‘dinna forget’; and 
is generally depicted in the 
comic papers sitting sliding 
down a Scotch precipice or 
drinking Scotch whisky with 
Weary Willie and Tired Tim.” 

“That'll do,” said the 
MacDowd’s son-in-law, “I’m 
in no humour for jokes. I’m 
worrying frightfully about my 
wife. Your husband, by-the- 
bye—what sort of chap did you 

say he was to look at?” 

“ Where can you have lived,” 
said Aunt Eve, “not to have 
heard of the handsome and 
fascinating voué, Colonel Jimmy 
Ward, of the 80th Royal Blood- 
suckers ? ” 

“You're joking, for certain?” 
said the stranger. 

“Pm not,” said Aunt Eve; “his 
father’s an Irishman——” 

“ I know him,” said the man, look- 
ing through a field-glass at the horizon. 
“He comes on to the stage with a 
shillelagh, says ‘ Begorra’ and ‘ Be aisy,’ and 
sings ‘ Killaloo.’” 

“ All quite true,” said Aunt Eve, “and his 
son would think nothing of running off with 
your wife, and potting at you from behind 
a hedge for carrying away his.” 

“ And it is in the company of this moon- 
lighting ruffian my sweet, unsophisticated 
Julia now finds herself!” murmured the man, 
relapsing into his usual cross tone. 

“My husband, I’m certain, is saying just 
the same of you. And now, what nationality 
are you? Will you tell me your name, as 
Tve told you ours ?” 

“Tm a pure-bred Norman. My name’s 
De Wynne,” said he. “We came over with 
the Edict of Nantes.” 

“With the idiot of Nantes?” said Aunt 
Eve ; “ was he really an ancestor of yours ? ” 

“Never having heard of him, I can’t 
inform you,” said Mr. De Wynne, shortly ; 
“and now to return to business, and as we 
can’t stand talking in this road all day, what 
are we going to do?” 

All this while Aunt Eve had sat on the 
gharree step, and Mr. De Wynne had stood in 
front of her, in the white dusty road, ina 
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mixed garb, consisting of pyjama trousers, a 
tennis shirt, a long white waterproof coat 
reaching to his knees, and a solar topee 
crammed upon a very red and cross-looking 
face. 

After long discussion with the gharree- 
wallah, who, having made up his mind to an 
elopement, could not at first understand why 
the parties had so soon repented of their 
bargain, it was decided that the most sensible 
thing to do would be to return to Shirreedar, 
where the ponies and wives had been 
changed, and there await developments. 
Aunt Eve was sure Uncle James would at 
once do the same. 

Neither my aunt nor Mr. De Wynne had 
been long enough in the country to have 
mastered any Hindustani save 
the most quietly-domestic sen- 
tences such as “Bring me 
water,” “ Take off my 
boots,” ** Son of an owl, 
is breakfast ready ?” etc. 
Nothing meeting the 
present emergency 
exists in the “ Higher 
Standard.” It was next 
door to impossible to 
make the gharree- 
wallah, who seems to 
have been a deeply 
moral and sympathetic 
person, understand what 
was required of him. 

The sahib and the 
mem-sahib had stood 
and quarrelled in the 
sun for half an hour, and seemed determined 
to part. The sahib said a lot about “ another 
mem-sahib” and pointed frantically to the 
horizon, but whether he meant that his own 
mem-sahib was after him, or whether in that 
direction he expected to find a third lady, the 
poor gharree-wallah could not make out. 

‘The sahib’s temporary mem-sahib looked 
very sad, and the gharree-wallah (melted at 
her youth and beauty) clasped his hands and 
salaamed, and prayed earnestly of the fat 
sahib to forgive her her shortcomings and 
allow her another trial. 

On being bellowed at to “start for 
Shirreedar and ‘chuperau’ his fat tongue” 
Ismail Khan spread out his hands and 
hunched his lean shoulders, and gave up this 
ferocious Henry the Eighth as a bad job. 

But the Shirreedar ponies were tired—tired 
—tired! New ones must be fetched from 
the village three miles off, and the gharree- 
wallah departed, leading the drooping, thirsty 
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steeds, and leaving the gharree and its occu- 
pants in the middle of the road. 

By the time that Aunt Eve was in hysterics 
and Mr. De Wynne almost bursting out of his 
clothes ; by the time the distant village had 
been searched and Ismail Khan discovered 
intoxicated in a hovel ; and by the time fresh 
ponies and a fresh driver had been procured, 
the sun was dropping like a ball of fire on 
the edge of the plain, and the gharree once 
more started back along the road they had 
come, with another Indian night fast falling 
around them. 

Aunt Eve sat with her feet hanging out at 
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“ISMAIL KHAN WAS DISCOVERED INTOXICATED IN A HOVEL.” 


one door, and Mr. De Wynne with his back 
turned to her at the other. 

Dak-gharree doors s/ide back, so that you 
can do this, and it relieved the awkwardness 
of the situation. 

The evening wore slowly away, and having 
both decided that they hated each other, 
very little conversation was indulged in. 
Soon the sky became heavily overcast, blot- 
ting out the brilliant Indian stars. 

“I know what’s going to happen now,” 
said Aunt Eve; “the monsoon is on us. It 
ought to have burst ten days ago.” 

“What do you mean?” said Mr. De 
Wynne, in a most snappish tone; “in this 
beastly land there’s no moderation. ‘The 
monsoon, I suppose, is the rains. Doesn’t 
your rain come down in an ordinary quiet 
way like ours? What bursts? ‘The sky?” 

“ Everything bursts,” replied Aunt Eve, 
crossly ; “the sky, the rain, the ground, the 
rivers, everything !” 
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It got more and more dark, and the wind 
shrieked, and the ponies could hardly go. 

All of a sudden the new gharree-wallah 
drew up. 

They had arrived at a tributary of the 
Ganges, which they must have crossed in the 
night over a bridge, and here, in the tempest 
and gloom, an excited crowd of natives was 
collected, and Aunt Eve, looking out, gave 
one scream. 

The bridge had given way ! 

It had been giving way, said the natives, 
for days (“ And we came over it a few hours 
ago,” whined Mr. De Wynne). 

A bullock-hackaree, too heavily laden, had 
passed over it this evening, and with that, 
and the wind, the whole structure had col- 
lapsed, as Indian bridges are apt to do. 

Two half-drowned bullocks could be seen, 
by torches, lying on the bank, having swum 
to shore ; and the hackaree-wallah stood and 
wept, and recounted the tale, and how he 
had cut the bullocks free from the sinking 
hackaree. 

“Which is the nearest other bridge?” 
loudly demanded Mr. De Wynne of nobody 
‘n particular. 

A native policeman, pigeon-English-speak- 
ing and intelligent-looking, came up. 

“Can I assist the sahib?” 

“Yes, you can. Which is the nearest 
other bridge to this in- 
fernal spot ?” 

“Infernal spot? 
such place near here.” 

“ You pretend you know 
English, foo/?” 

“ Sometime, little, sahib,” 
said the Intelligent Police- 
man. 

“Try then to under- 
stand, you blockhead. 
Which is the nearest 
bridge to this ?” 

“ Oh, dridge/ Oh, yes ; 
twenty mile away ; but no 
pucka road.” 

“This is nice. What 
are you doing, you idiot ?” 

“Sahib make statement 
—writing ; I report com- 
plaint Commissioner.” 

“ Ah, yes—I wil report 
it—and get someone into 
trouble!” assented Mr. De 
Wynne, furiously ; “ first I 
wish to report our gharree- 
wallah, who bolted and 
left us in the road.” 


No 
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“ Bolted?” inquired the guardian of the 
law. 

“ Scooted, then.” 

“ Scooted ? ” 

“Oh, lor—he left us—he deserted us— 
sumja? Deserted me and the mem-sahib” 
(waving towards Aunt Eve). 

“Oh!—Ah! I comprehend. 
away from you and your wife? 
entering this into his little book. 

“That lady is ot my wife,” said Mr. De 
Wynne ; ‘‘she’s—she’s——” 

- “That not necessary to explain, sahib,” 
said the Intelligent One. 

“ But, I tell you, it is necessary. It’s the 
pith of the whole story. If you write anything 
you shall write all. Zy wife has gone away 
with another gentleman.” 


He ran 
Just so,” 


“Yes, sahib? That often happen. That 
not our department.” 
“He totally misunderstands you,” cried 


Aunt Eve; “this is too dreadful.” 
“The other gentleman — do you under- 
stand ?” bellowed Mr. De Wynne, pausing. 
“Certainly, sahib. Yes? Zhe other 
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“Ts ¢his lady’s husband.” 

“ Tut—tut—tut,” ejaculated the official, 
writing it down; “that very bad.” 

“And my wife got into his dik-gharree in 
the night and drove away with him, and 
this lady got into 
mine.” 


“SON OF AN OWL, HOW AM I TO EXPLAIN MYSELF?” 
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“ And why wishing to cross river again and 
make fresh unpleasantness?” inquired the 
policeman. ‘ You each got lady you like.” 

“ But that’s just it. We haven’t/ Son of 
an owl, how am I to explain myself ? ” 

“You not like this lady?” 

“No, Ido not. Now /” 

“That very quick tiring. What she done?” 

“ She has done nothing. I never did like 
her. She wants to return to her husband, 
and I want to return to my wife. It’s alla 
beastly mistake.” 

“Yes. These mistakes very much nasty, 
sahib, but no patch up so easy.” 

“Take that,” remarked Mr. De Wynne, 
fairly losing his temper at the policeman’s 
intelligence and kicking him down the river- 
bank. 

“ Here comes the rain,” said Aunt Eve. 

Down it came. The thunder clapped 
overhead, vivid flashes of forked lightning 
rapidly dispersed the knot of natives, police- 
man and all, and the rain was as if the 
heavens had opened. ‘The gharree-wallah 
got under the gharree, and Mr. De Wynne 
and Aunt Eve got inside it, and had to shut 
the doors, and there they sat all night, for the 
storm never once abated. 

When morning came the outlook was 
still more hopeless. 

The river, frightfully swollen and quite 
impassable, raced along, dirty, yellow, and 
turbulent ; not a native would venture on it, 
and as the daylight grew there was revealed 
upon the opposite bank another dak-gharree, 
with Uncle James and the MacDowd’s 
daughter inside! 

“My James!” cried Aunt Eve, looking 
out, much as Noah must have done during 
the flood. 

“My Julia!” said Mr. De Wynne, 
scrambling down with a field-glass ; “let me 
behold her sweet features.” 

“ Tell me what my James looks like, for 
pity’s sake!” 

“ He talks to my Julia. He smiles. She 
laughs. I am glad they are happy,” said 
Mr. De Wynne, in a tone that would certainly 
not have reassured Uncle James. 

All that day the four severed lovers gazed 
at each other across the angry waters, which 
widened and widened, so that the gharrees 
had to be dragged farther and farther back, 
until, by nightfall, quite half a mile of 
Ganges water separated them. The ponies 
had long ago been led away to a neighbour- 
ing village consisting of a handful of mud 
huts. 

No one who knows the Indian monsoon 
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season will be surprised to hear that this 
state of affairs continued for four days and 
four nights. 

The ladies spent the nights in the gharrees. 
The gentlemen retired underneath the 
gharrees, sheltering themselves from the 
weather by blankets and besatees hung 
around, though these were occasionally blown 
away by morning. 

“Oh, Mr. De Wynne,” cried Aunt Eve, the 
second morning. “Oh, come here quick. 
What has happened to my husband? He 
has been bitten by a cobra, and is walking 
along the bank swollen to a frightful size.” 

“ A cobra!” shouted Julia’s spouse, strug- 
gling from under the gharree ; “how, when, 
where? Alas, Julia, that I should ever have 
brought you to this forsaken country !” 

“Js it my James?” cried Aunt Eve, “or 
has he disappeared? And if so, wha? is that 
huge, walking monster like an animated 
balloon, with a human head at the top and 
human legs underneath, at this moment 
looking into the gharree for your wife?” 

“Merciful Providence!” cried the dis- 
tracted husband, rushing for a field-glass, 
“ what new misfortune is this? What jungle 
monster has perhaps devoured your James 
(hence the swelling) and will next start on 
Julia?” 

A few agitated moments passed, during 
which Aunt Eve declares it is no exaggera- 
tion to say that her blood congealed in her 
veins, her heart leaped into her mouth, and 
her eyes sprang from their sockets. 

These miracles in her anatomy having 
taken place, leaving Aunt Eve apparently 
just the same to look at, it transpired that the 
balloon was Uncle James, who, to keep him- 
self dry when walking about, had hit upon 
the notion of getting bodily into Aunt Eve’s 
crinoline, which she had left in their gharree ; 
tied the string round his neck, and with a 
waterproof sheet pinned round, defied the 
weather and promenaded their bank all day. 

“What an excellent idea,” said Mr. De 
Wynne, hunting for zs wifes crinoline, 
which she had also shed, and, having found 
it, he got into it, and the two husbands, thus 
attired, took their constitutionals on opposite 
banks, glared at each other, and occasionally 
visited the nearest villages for food, where 
their appearance caused great consternation, 
the natives fleeing at their approach. 

Aunt Eve and the MacDowd’s daughter sat 
at their open gharree-doors and constantly 
wept at the general state of depression all 
round. 

But all things end. A break came in the 


$ nal from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





UNCLE JAMES AND AUNT EVE. 


monsoon. The rain ceased, the sky cleared, 
the sun shone. The two wives came forth, 
and the two husbands, and blew each other 
kisses across the waters. 

Mr. De Wynne departed in his crinoline 
(for fear of more rain), and interviewed the 
Intelligent Policeman in the mud village. 
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MacDool. The MacDowd will be pleased 
to entertain you.” 

“ Thanks,” said Aunt Eve, “thank you very 
much ; we will. And should a stray wind ever 
waft you over to Ireland, my husband and I 
hope you will pay ‘Acushla Colleen’ a visit. 
That’s the name of our place. It’s situated 





“f GREAT CONSTERNATION.” 


A raft was rapidly built, and on the fourth 
morning the river was quiet enough to launch 
it, with Aunt Eve and Mr. De Wynne on 
board. 

“The crossing and the meeting,” Aunt 
Eve relates, “ were more like the final rescue 
scene at the Adelphi.” 

I can well believe it. 

The MacDowd’s daughter knelt and 
prayed, and finally fainted. Aunt Eve stood 
on the raft, her long hair (which she had not 
been able to turn up, having no hairpins) 
blowing in the breeze; and I’ve no doubt 
Aunt Eve looked very pretty thus, and 
prettier still when, on touching land, she fell 
sobbing and laughing into Uncle James’s 
arms. 

Colonel Ward then shook hands with Mr. 
De Wynne and thanked him for the care of 
his wife, and Mr. De Wynne shook hands 
with Colonel Ward and did the same. 

The brides then bowed to ‘each other, 
somewhat stiffly—but that was excusable. 

“ve done wiih this country,” said Mr. 
De Wynne, when they finally parted. “I 
intend sailing for England at once. I hope, 
Colonel, if you and Mrs. Ward are ever up 
our way North, you'll call and look us up at 
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on the edge of a bog; but, begorra, if you 
don’t mind that, it’s welcome you'll both 
be.” 

“What did it all mean?” asked Uncle 
James of Aunt Eve afterwards; “and what in 
Heaven’s name is ‘ Acushla Colleen’ ?” 

“The same thing frodéadbly,” replied my 
aunt, “as his MacDowds and MacDools. 
We amused ourselves talking like that, dur- 
ing those long days in the gharree, Jimmy, 
darling. And now let me go and get into 
my crinoline.” 

“We'll keep that crinoline,” said Uncle 
James, “and hand it down as a relic in the 
family.” 

Which has been done. 


Uncle James and Aunt Eve still live, and 
are getting old, but they still tell this story 
with much gusto. 

The two other actors in it they have never 
seen or heard of again, for as no such 
person as the MacDowd of MacDool could 
be found in any book of Scotch landed 
gentry or peerage, they have concluded that 
he existed chiefly in Mr. De Wynne’s imagi- 
nation, too vast an area in which to seek 
him. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 
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By GEORGE GRANTHAM BAIN. 


From Photos. by Choate, Carlisle, Pa. 


—*|HE Indian education problem 
-| is giving the United States a 
great deal of trouble. Opinions 
on the advisability of educating 
sy! the red man are widely at 
' variance with each other, and 
some persons are almost 
as much prejudiced 
against the improvement 
of the red man’s mental 
condition as the old 
negro that Joel Chandler 
Harris quotes on the sub- | 
ject of negro education : 
“Every time you put a 
spellin’-book in the hands 
of a nigger you spile a 
field han’.” Education 
does not work with the 
Indian as it does with 
the negro. The Indian 
is not a natural field hand, 
nor does he take naturally 
to labour of any kind. 
One of the greatest pro- 
bleins of the Government 
in dealing with the Indian 
has been to make him 
self-supporting. To do 
this it has been necessary to teach him labour 
in the field, the work of railroad construction, 
etc. The untutored red man thinks that work 
is degrading. Experience shows that the edu- 
cated Indian is less opposed to labour. ‘This 
does not mean that the uneducated Indian 
will not work, because 
every year the number of 
self - supporting ` Indians 
increases. Nor does it 
mean that the educated 
Indian is always a good 
labourer. Sometimes he 
goes back to the reser- 
vation and becomes a 
drunken loafer. The 
favourite argumentagainst 
Indian education is always 
pointed by the cases of 
degenerate graduates of 
Indian schools. It is a 
noteworthy fact that only 
one graduate of Carlisle 
has ever been convicted 
of a grave crime. On the 
other hand a great many 
Carlisle graduates are 
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TOM TORLINO, A FEW MONTHS AFTERWARDS, 


occupying honourable positions in the higher 
professions. The physician at Carlisle 
Indian School is Dr. Carlos Montezuma, and 
though not a Carlisle graduate he is a very 
interesting illustration of the value of educa- 
tion to an Indian. 

Dr. Montezuma is a 
full-blooded’ Apache In- 
dian, now about thirty-five 
years old. No tribe in the 
West is regarded as much 
more hopeless than the 
‘?Paches.” When thirteen 
years old Montezuma was 

. carried off as a captive by 
a neighbouring tribe, and 
shortly after he was bought 
by a travelling photo- 
grapher, named Gentile, 
who paid $30 for him 
—the price of a horse. 
He was brought East, and 
Gentile had him in his 
photograph gallery in 
Brooklyn, Boston, and 
Chicago, where he lived 
at different times during 
the period of the boy’s 
growth. He was sent to 

the public schools, and finally, through the 
interest of a woman of some means, he 
entered the Illinois Agricultural College. He 
developed an aptitude for chemistry, and 
when he graduated a place was found for him 
in a drug-store. This store was not far from 
the Chicago Medical Col- 
lege, and by his work he 
earned enough to pay for 

a course at this college, 

where he graduated in 

1888. Shortly after he 

began practising the In- 
dian Commissioner heard 
of him, and offered him an 
appointment as physician 
at the Indian School, 

Fort Stevenson, Dakota. 

Thence he went to an 

agency in Nevada, and 
from this point he was 
transferred to the Carlisle 

School. Doctor Monte- 

zuma does not even know 
the Apache language, and 
he is thoroughly civilized 

in every way. He is a 
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A GROUP OF SIOUX BOYS AS THEY ARRIVED. 


writer on Indian subjects and an earnest 
advocate of the education of the Indian. 
The grigin of the Carlisle Indian School 
bears on the conditions at Carlisle to-day. 
Colonel R. H. Pratt, of the United States 
army, served eight years with the Indians in 
the West. In the Indian War of 1874—75 
he was sent in charge of seventy-four of the 
worst of the Indian prisoners to the old 
Spanish fort in St. Augustine, Florida. He 
remained in charge of them there for 
three years. He took a very kindly 
interest in them, and did everything in 
his power to bring civilizing influences to 
bear on them. Most of the younger ones 
were undergoing a schooling all the time 
they were at the fort. When the prisoners 
were released twenty-two of the young men 
offered to remain in the East for three years 
longer if they could go to school. The 
Government would not. undertake their 
education, but Captain Pratt communicated 
with a number of friends of the Indian, among 
them Bishop Whipple and Mrs. Larocque, 
of New York, and they undertook the educa- 
tion of some of the young men. Seventeen 
were sent to Hampton Institute, Virginia, 
which is an institution for the education of 
negroes. General Armstrong was in charge 
at Hampton, and when he had had a brief 


experience with the Indians he asked the 
Vol. xxii.—14. a 
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THE SAME GROUP OF SIOUX BOYS A FEW MONTHS LATER, 


Government for fifty more pupils, both boys 
and girls. But Captain Pratt and his wife 
were sent to North Dakota and brought 
back forty-nine Sioux Indian children to be 
educated at Hampton. (Captain Pratt was 
not satisfied with the co-education of the 
Indian and the negro, and he suggested to 
the Secretary of the Interior that the old 
barracks at Carlisle, Pennsylvania, be used 
for the education of the Indians alone. 
These barracks are historic. The grounds 
were given to the Province of Pennsylvania 
by William Penn in 1755 for use for a 
temporary barracks. In 1801 the Govern- 
ment bought the ground. Lieutenant André, 
Lieutenant Despard, and other famous 
characters were among the prisoners there 
during the Revolutionary War. Carlisle was 
a cavalry depot after the Civil War until 
1872, when the cavalry was transferred to 
St. Louis. At the time Captain Pratt asked 
for the use of the place it was unoccupied. 
This was in 1879, and on October 5th of 
that year Captain Pratt, assisted by Miss 
Mather, brought eighty-two boys and girls 


from Dakota and placed them in. the 
care of Mrs. Pratt. By the rst of 
November he had brought East fifty- 


seven Kiowa, Comanche, Cheyenne, and 
Arapahoe children, and with these 139 pupils 
the school began. From that number it has 
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increased until now 
each year sees more 
than 800 _ students 
coming from fifty-five 
different tribes, gain- 
ing a practical educa- 
tion at Carlisle. I 
say practical because 
it includes not only 
mental but physical 
education. One half 
tne time is given to 
school work and the 
other half to manual 
labour. Most of the 
boys and girls learn 
some. trade or pro- 
fession, at the same 
time that they are 
gaining an education 
a little better than 
that. of the ordinary 
grammar school and 
a little less complete 
than that of the high 
school. This system 
of manual training is 
applied in white, boys’ 
schools, but here it 
is made applicable in 
a special form to the 
needs of the Indian. 
Captain Pratt’s idea 
when he instituted 
this system was to 
send the boys and 
girls back to their 
people as an example 
of industry. Out of 
this plan grew 
another, which is to- 
day one of the most 
interesting features of 
the Carlisle scheme. 
It is known as the 
outing system. I will 
explain it later. 

The almost hope- 
less condition of 
some of the Indians 
when they were taken 
in hand at Carlisle 
would be difficult to 
believe by those who 


have not seen Indians . 


in their own environ- 
ment. They came 
to Carlisle dirty and 
covered with vermin. 
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They wore filthy 
blankets, and their 
hair was long and 
matted. They had 
never known habits 
of cleanliness, and 
these were among the 
first things which had 
to be taught them. 
One of the first of 
the students brought 
to Carlisle was a boy 
of about sixteen, who 
came from the Rose- 
bud Agency, and was 
supposed to be a 
Sioux. Inquiry deve- 
loped that his father 
and mother were 
white people. When 
they were crossing 
the plains in the six- 
ties Indians attacked 
the party, killed the 
man, and captured 
his wife. ‘The boy 
was born shortly after- 
wards. His mother 
married an Indian 
and became the 
mother of half-breed 
children. This boy 
was as dirty and un- 
kempt as any full- 
blooded Indian child. 
He spoke no English, 
and when an attempt 
was made to teach 
him the language of 
his father and mother 
he showed less readi- 
ness than many of 
the Indian boys who 
came in his party. 
He developed into a 
decent white man. 
This is not an 
illustration of what 
the Carlisle system 
will do for an Indian, 
but what it will do 
for a savage ; for this 
white boy had grown 
up as thoroughly 
uncivilized as any of 
the little red men 
by whom he was 
surrounded. Of 
what it has done 
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for the Indians themselves many instances 
can be quoted. One of Captain Pratt’s 
favourite illustrations began in an experi- 
ence of his own in the Indian campaign 
of 1874-75 against the Cheyennes, Kiowas, 
and Comanches. Two companies of 
U.S. soldiers ran into a large Cheyenne 
encampment near the head waters of the 


Washita River, and escaped annihilation only * 


by a rapid retreat. ‘Iwo soldiers were left 
dead on the field. The Indians fled before 
the two companies, reinforced, could return. 
They found that the two dead soldiers had 
been scalped, and the scalp of one of them 





A GROUP OF ESQUIMAUX AS THEY ARRIVED AT CARLISLE, 


had been elevated on a pole around which 
the Indian women and children had done a 
war-dance all night. Among the dancers 
was a boy of ten or eleven years. This boy 
was induced to attend the agency school at 
the end of the war, and when the Carlisle 
School opened he was one of the first pupils. 
He was bright and made rapid progress in 
his lessons. He also became sergeant-major 
of the cadet corps. After eight years at 
Carlisle he married one of the girl pupils, 
-who was a Pawnee. He took up his residence 
in a small town in Pennsylvania, where he 
has supported his family and been a respected 
member of the Church. He is a taxpayer 
and a voter. 


This is a typical case. There are un- 


Digitized by Goc gle 





107 


doubtedly also instances of pupils who have 
been backsliders. Whenever the question 
of making an appropriation for Carlisle is 
debated in Congress someone is pretty sure 
to quote the case of a Carlisle graduate who 
returned to his people and became more 
drunken and dissolute than those who had 
had no education. Perhaps this is due to 
the demoralizing influence of the Indian 
system, which invites the Indian to look to 
the Government for support and gives him 
little encouragement to work. In fact, until 
army officers were put in charge of Indian 
agencies it was so much to the personal interest 
of the agent that 
the bounty system 
should continue, 
that practically no 
encouragement 
was given to In- 
dians to become 
self-supporting. 
The first thing 
taught to an In- 
dian after his 
lessons in per- 
sonal cleanliness 
is the English 
language. After 
that he begins to 
acquire a primary 
education, and at 
the same time to 
learn some trade. 
The work in this 
trade is some- 
times made to 
contribute to the 
support of the 
institution. Sew- 
ing is taught to 
the girls, and 
they help to make the clothing of the 
pupils of the school. The laundry is 
operated by pupils. There is a cooking 
school in connection with the dining-room, 
in which two lessons in plain cooking 
are given each week. The dining-room 
work is performed by details of the girl 
pupils. The bakery is run by Indian boys, 
who turn more than 6oolb. of flour into 
bread every day. In the tailor shop the 
pupils make uniforms and other garments for 
the 500 boys in the school. The harness 
shop makes harness which is purchased by 
the Department of the Interior and used by 
the Government. Bricklaying and plastering 
are taught, and if there are any additions 


-needed to the buildings there are pupils 
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competent to do the work. In the carpenter 
shop they learn how to do what repairing 
and building are needed in connection 
with the school’s development. In the 
shoe shops are made shoes for the 
pupiis; and the tinsmiths make tinware 
which the Government buys, and also do 
the repairing and the roofing and spouting 
necessary on the school buildings. The 
blacksmith pupils shoe thc -hool horses, 
and in the waggon shop are Indian boys 
competent to build a waggon. There is a 
large printing office, and this is considered 
one of the most useful adjuncts of the school 
system. All the school printing, including 
the blanks, programmes, lessons, etc., is done 
here, and the pupils also print a weekly 
paper called Zhe Red Man and Helper, 
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families living in small communities or on 
farms. These pupils were to receive their 
board and some pay for their work. Nine 
out of the eighteen who began the experi- 
ment were sent back because their work was 
not satisfactory. The next summer, however, 
more children were sent out, and the number 
has gradually increased until more than 600 


` pupils now go out each summer as soon as 


the school term is over. Some of them 
remain away from the school permanently, 
having found congenial occupation among 
pleasant people, who send them to complete 
their education in the public schools. 
Only 4 per cent. of these outing pupils 
have failed to give satisfaction in recent years. 
Each of the outing pupils receives wages, 
and these are deposited at Carlisle, where a 





PUPILS OF THE CARLISLE INDIAN SCHOOL—TAKEN IN 1899. 


which is very excellent typographically and 
contains a great deal of interesting news 
about the work at Carlisle. 

I have spoken of the outing system. 
Colonel Pratt got his first notion on this 
subject when he was in Florida. He made 
arrangements there for the Indian prisoners 
to go out to work, and they did so well 
that the labouring element in the neigh- 
bourhood of the fort protested to Con- 
gress that the Indians were interfering 
with white labour. At Hampton Institute 
Captain Pratt urged the principal to put the 
pupils into families and public schools, and 
give them a chance to work out their own 
salvation by contact with the white children ; 
and he himself planted the first colony in 
Berkshire, Mass. When Carlisle was estab- 
lished the outing system began the first year 
with eighteen pupils sent out to work in 
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regular bank is run for their benefit. They 
earn now something like $26,000 a year. 

Some few years ago one of the boy 
graduates asked to be allowed to find a place 
for himself. He went out into the world 
and was gone four years. At the end of that 
time he came back for a visit. He was 
prosperous-looking and his manners were 
those of civilization. 

“ How have you got on?” asked Colonel 
Pratt. 

“ First rate,” he said. 

“ How much have you earned ? ” 

“Well, by the month from sixteen to 
eighteen dollars, but I got a dollar and a half 
a day during harvest.” 

“How much have you saved ?” 

“ Almost five hundred dollars.” 

“ Where is it?” 

“ On interest.” 
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T have said that there was one instance of 
a Carlisle Indian becoming a criminal. 
He was Eugene Tahkapuer, a Comanche 
who came to the school from one of the 
agency schools in September, 1880, when 
he was fifteen years old. He remained at 
Carlisle for seven years, when, on the applica- 
tion of a farmer, he was sent to Massachusetts 
to work on a farm. He went to the public 
school at Conway, Mass., for four years 
and graduated there. He made Conway 
his home and worked for farmers. In July, 
1899, he was discharged by a widow, whose 
farm he was managing, because of his 
attentions to her daughter. He went to 
town, bought a pistol, returned to the farm, 
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Pratt has always believed that the future of 
the Indian lay in making a good American 
of him —by bringing him into daily contact 
with white people and making him practi- 
caliy one of them. In other words, he 
believes in assimilation. 

There is no reason why the civilized 
Indian should not be assimilated, because 
there is no such prejudice against associa- 
tions with him as there is against association 
with the negro. The Indian has never been 
a slave. 

Carlisle Indians are becoming known 
throughout the world. There is a very 
excellent band at the school which was 
sent to the Paris Exposition last year. It 
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shot the young woman, and then killed him- 
self after setting fire to the barn. His body 
was burned. 

‘There are three teachers at Carlisle who 
were formerly pupils of the school. Other 
graduates are teachers at the agency schools. 
But while the Government is anxious to have 
the whole of the Indian people benefit by 
the education and training of these young 
members of tribes, it is not believed by those 
who have the best interests of Carlisle at 
heart that the advancement of the Indian is 
best procured by his segregation. Colonel 
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took part in the inauguration of President 
McKinley this year, and has given concerts 
in almost every large city of the United 
States. There is a football team which plays 
match games with the teams from the best 
Universities in the United States and holds 
its own with them. In everything they do 
these Indians show a wonderful degree of 
spirit. That the laziness which is supposed 
to be characteristic of the male Indian is 
largely a matter of environment is proved by 
the energy with which the Carlisle football 
team does its work. 
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MAN who will cross the 
path of your son will be the 
cause of great misfortunes to 
you.” 

Such was the prediction 
of the oldest magician at the 
Court of the King of the Richanians, and it 
was in consequence of this prediction that 
the King issued a severe edict. Each time 
that his son and heir, Ali, left the palace it 
was the duty of a crier to inform the people. 
Then in an instant the streets became empty, 
the houses were closed, the doors of the 
town were carefully guarded. Deserted and 
silent, Richa was like a dead city. 

Several years passed in this manner with- 
out any catastrophe taking place; and the 
King was rejoiced in his heart because the 
wise measures he had adopted had defeated 
the sinister prediction. 

Now, one day the criers had announced 
that Prince Ali would proceed to the 
Baths at the eighth hour. ‘Thus, the 
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FROM THE FRENCH. 


streets through which the Prince passed, 
surrounded by his escort, were entirely 
deserted. As far as the eye could see no 
living thing appeared in the abandoned 
streets, and all the houses were closed as in 
a time of general mourning. Notwithstand- 
ing, at a spot near the baths, stretched on 
the ground behind one of the pillars of the 
arcades, a mendicant slept. At the sound 
of the approaching horses’ hoofs he suddenly 
awoke and, leaning upon his elbow, half 
rose, the better to see the passing cavalcade. 
But in an instant the soldiers of the Prince’s 
guard rushed upon him, beating him with 
the butt-end of their muskets, and drove him 
howling from the spot. 

The next day a revolution took place. 
The King was assassinated by conspirators 
against his throne. Prince Ali escaped 
death by a miracle, and left his country to 
live in exile an existence full of sadness and 
wretchedness. 

Ali, however, was a young man of more 
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than ordinary intelligence. He meditated 
profoundly over the misfortunes which had 
befallen him, and was not long in satisfying 
himself as to their cause. 

“ All our troubles,” he reasoned, “ com- 
menced on the day after I met the mendi- 
cant, who was maltreated by my bodyguard. 
I am convinced, that this mendicant was a 
magician in disguise, who is now avenging 
the outrage we inflicted upon him. I have 
no doubt this magician is the Lord Abd-el- 
Kader of Djilane—the most powerful of 
necromancers. I have often heard that he 
loves to mingle with the people, dressed in 
the poorest garb. Therefore I will go to seek 
the Lord Abd-el-Kader ; I will kneel before 
him, and bow 
my head in the 
dust. Abd-el- 
Kader is gene- 
rous as he is 
powerful, and I 
am sure he will 
forgive me.” 

On the same 
day Ali set out 
on his journey, 
walking the 
whole distance, 
as he was very 
poor; but he 
was obliged to 
walk a long and 
weary way. His 
only nourish- 
ment consisted of the 
dates he gathered on 
the road; to quench 
his thirst he drank at 
the nearest spring. 
Each day he sheltered 
himself for a little while 
beneath the shade of 
the palm trees. When 
refreshed by sleep he 
started again, plodding 
on thus almost without 
cessation, day and 
night. Exhausted with 
fatigue, his feet bruised, and his legs sinking 
under him, he was near the point of falling 
to the ground, when suddenly appeared 
before him the great magician of whom he 
was in search. 

Ali prostrated himself, and his forehead 
touched the dust. ‘Then with a supplicating 
voice he said :— 

“Oh, mighty Abd-el-Kader, my father 
gravely offended you on my account. Your 
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“ALT PUT FORTH HIS HAND AND SEIZED THE BEAUTIFUL BIRD.” 


III 


vengeance was just. You have caused my 
father to perish, and you have sent me into 
exile to live a life of misery and wretchedness. 
No doubt the Fates ordained it should be 
thus. But see to what a state I am reduced. 
I am come to crave your clemency, because I 
can no longer live under the weight of your 
anger. I have journeyed many days and 
nights. I am footsore, and my strength is 
exhausted. Oh, master, your goodness is 
equal to your power. Will you not forgive 
the most unfortunate of princes ? ” 

The good Abd-el-Kader was touched by 
his sincere repentance. 

“ I forgive you, my son,” said he. “Rise, 
and remember the words I am about to 
speak. I will make your 
fortune, and will restore 
to you everything that 
you have lost by the fault 
of your father. Promise 
only always to obey me, 
to undertake nothing 
without consulting me, 
and to follow without 
question my orders. Now 
go to the neighbouring 
forest and set 
your springe. 
A bird will 
come and be 
captured. 
Bring itto 
me.” 

Ali entered 
the forest, as 
he was told, 
set his springe, 
and concealed 
himself in the 
brushwood. 
Almost at the 
same instant 
he heard the 
whirring of 
wings, and a 
beautiful bird 
appeared. So 
dazzling was 
his plumage that the shade of the forest was 
brilliantly illuminated by it. Ali put forth 
his hand and seized the beautiful bird. The 
captive struggled, and at last escaped and 
flew away, leaving in the hands of his would- 
be captor nothing but a bunch of his 
marvellous plumes. 

And wonderful plumes they were! Soft to 
the touch, warm to the eye, coloured with 
exquisite and varied tints. On waving them 
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the Prince saw that the light produced upon 
them a thousand kaleidoscopic effects; just 
as when the jewel-merchant plunges his hand 
into his treasure-box is to be seen the sparkle 
of diamonds or the milky beauty of pearls, the 
flame of rubies, the soft green of emeralds, 
and the changing blues of turquoises or 
sapphires. And all these tints of the 
wonderful feathers seemed to blend into a 
harmony caused by their diversity. Even 
the rainbow itself was rivalled by the delicate 
colours of these wonderful feathers. 

Ali looked at them without appreciation 
of their beauty, for despair was in his heart. 
“ Alas!” he sighed, “I have failed to fulfil 
the first command of my master.” 

“Do not grieve, my son,” said a voice, 
which Ali recognised as that of Abd-el- 
Kader. “Take these plumes, return to your 
native country, and offer them to the present 
King of the Richanians.” 

Ali immediately set out upon his journey, 
greatly comforted by the kind tone of the 
magician. On his arrival at Richa he went 
to the palace and offered the plumes to the 
King, as he had been told. As soon as the 
King saw them he was thrown into ecstasy. 

“ How marvellous are these plumes!” he 
exclaimed. “To possess them I would 
have given all the treasures of my kingdom. 
He who brings them and offers them to me 
of his own free will is dearer to me than any 
of my subjects.” 

And from that day Ali was installed at the 
palace, and the King overwhelmed him with 
presents and dignities. 

But all these favours naturally excited the 
jealousy of the courtiers. Courts are always 
full of plots and counterplots. Of this Ali 
soon had an experience. ‘The King had a 
Grand Vizier whose name was Slimane, who 
up to that time had been all-powerful. 
Slimane, foreseeing in the new favourite his 
future rival, conceived an enmity towards 
him, but he was artful enough not to show 
this sentiment outwardly, and reflected long 
on the best means of quietly suppressing Ali. 
At last, after maturing his plans, Slimane went 
to the King and said :— 

“Q King, the plumes given to your 
Majesty by Ali are unquestionably beautiful 
in the extreme. But the bird to which they 
belong is far more beautiful. I am astonished 
that Ali has only brought you a few feathers, 
and has not esteemed you worthy to possess 
the bird itself. He knows where it is to be 
found. If he loves you truly, he will bring it 
to your Majesty.” 

The King, thus prompted by the crafty 
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Slimane, sent for Ali forthwith, and forbade 
him to appear again in his presence until he 
was ready to bring the marvellous bird. 

Ali heard this edict with consternation. 
“What is the good,” he sighed, “ to have 
restored me to prosperity, since it was to be 
of such brief duration ?” 

“Do not afflict yourself, my son,” replied 
a voice which Ali instantly recognised; “ but 
return to the forest and again set your 
springe.” 

Ali obeyed, and arriving at the forest had 
no sooner made his preparations than the 
bird again came and was caught in the trap. 
This time the young Prince took good care 
not to allow it to escape, and, filled with joy, 
he brought it back to the King. As soon 
as the monarch saw the fairy bird Ali was 
restored to his favour. He embraced him, 
and said :— 

“ You are the most worthy of my subjects. 
I owe you more than life, and I will cherish 
you always.” 

Ali rejoiced at this promise of the King, 
and was simple enough to believe him 
sincere. 

Meanwhile, Slimane was filled with rage at 
the turn of events, nor was it long before he 
had invented a new perfidious plot against 
the unfortunate Ali. He went to the King 
and said, “Sire, thanks to my wise counsels 
you possess a rare and beautiful bird. But 
how much more beautiful is the Princess 
Halyme, of whose solitude it was the only 
charm. The Princess Halyme is as lovely 
as the day, and I am surprised that your 
Majesty has not been thought worthy to 
contemplate her dazzling beauty. Ali knows 
where to find her. If he loves your Majesty, 
as he pretends, he will conduct this peerless 
Princess to the most powerful of Kings.” 

When the King informed Ali of what had 
taken place, and intimated his Royal pleasure 
that the Princess Halyme should be forth- 
with brought to his capital, Ali replied boldly, 
“ Sire, it shall be done,” for he had already 
consulted his patron, Abd-el-Kader. 

“T can inform your Majesty,” he added, 
“that the Princess Halyme is even more 
beautiful than Slimane has told your Majesty. 
In fact, her loveliness surpasses all that man 
can imagine. I will depart at once, Sire, and 
I promise to conduct her hither. But an 
enchanter holds her prisoner in an island far 
away in the great sea which surrounds the 
world. In order that I may approach it I 
must be provided with a ship made of gold 
and pure silver, constructed from the trea- 
sures in the vaults of your Grand Vizier.” 
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And thus was the crafty Slimane adroitly 
caught in his own trap. The Grand Vizier 
knew too well the character of the King to 
doubt that he would be compelled to accede 
to Ali’s demands. He therefore thought it 
wiser not to risk the loss of his head bya 
refusal. Thus, making a virtue of necessity, 
he gave to his successful rival the key of his 
treasury. 

In a few weeks the ship of fine gold and 
silver was built. Her keel and sides 
were of solid gold, partly covered by 
a sheet of silver. The masts, oars, 
and rudder were of gold and the 
sails of the finest silver cloth. 

To construct such a marvellous 
vessel, as may be imagined, made a 
considerable inroad upon the gold 
and silver of the Grand 
Vizier. In short, it was a 
terrible blow to the avaricious 
Slimane, who had been many 
years amassing these trea- 
sures, which he now saw 
disappear by the car-load, to 
be thrown into the crucible. 
He shed tears of rage over 
his loss, but only when no 
one could see him — above 
all, the King; for his first 
duty was to show always 
to his master a smiling 
visage. 

The magnificent golden 
ship weighed anchor ; upon 
the vast sea which surrounds 
the world she sailed away 
towards the enchanted island, 
where a powerful spell held 
prisoner the adorable Princess 
Halyme, weeping over the 
loss of her marvellous bird. 
At the wheel stood the magi- 
cian Abd-el- Kader, whilst 
Ali, leaning over the taffrail, 
scanned the horizon. These 
two alone constituted the 
entire crew and passengers 
of the golden ship armoured 
with silver. During an entire 
moon they sailed upon the 
ocean, when at last they per- 
ceived from afar a rock rising 
from the sea. It was the 
mysterious prison where the 
Princess, beautiful as the 
dawn, was held in bondage. 
At the end of the bay rose 


the palace; upon the terrace 
Vol. xxii.—t6. 
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dreamed the Princess Halyme, robed in 
snowy veils of white. 

As soon as she saw the ship of gold 
anchored in the bay she was seized with 
curiosity to examine closely this new wonder. 
She even desired to handle the oars, touch 
the sails, and contemplate her fair visage 
mirrored in the golden masts. Thus she 
accepted the hand which Ali held out to her, 
and sprang lightly upon the deck. Instantly 
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H SHE SPRANG LIGHTLY UPON THE DECK.” 
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the-ship was in motion, sprang like a living 
thing through the waves, and in less time 
than it takes to write it the shores of the 
island were already so far that the eye could 
scarcely distinguish the bare outlines. 

But Halyme had not called for help, 
Halyme had not wept with fear. She con- 
tented herself with clasping more strongly 
the hand of Ali. And thus was the beautiful 
Princess.rescued from her prison. 

One may easily imagine the feelings of the 
King when this enchanted pearl was pre- 
sented to him. A gem whose pure lustre, 
unseen by all, had only shone upon a desert 
island in the midst of the vast ocean which 
surrounds the world. Ali was magnificently 
rewarded. Amongst other splendid presents 
he received the gift of the ship with which 
he had carried off the Princess—the ship of 
gold covered with silver armour. 

Few pitied the avaricious Slimane, who was 
deprived of all his wealth and found himself 
reduced to miserable penury, whilst his rival, 
enriched by the spoils bestowed upon him 
by the King, flourished in opulence. 

Of course, the King immediately fell 
violently in love with the Princess Halyme. 
“The time is now come,” said he, “when 
you must choose between Ali and me. If 
you will consent to be my wife I will give 
you half of all my wealth, and you ‘shall be 
Queen of the Richanians.” 

“Sire,” replied the Princess Halyme, “I 
give your Majesty thanks. But before I 
accept your offer you must cause a funeral 
pile to be erected, surrounded on all sides by 
a deep ditch. Then your Majesty and Ali 
must each mount his horse, and to him who 
succeeds in overcoming this obstacle my 
hand will be given.” 

The King accepted the test, so overwhelm- 
ing was his love for the Princess. Still, he 
was by no means easy in his mind concerning 
the result. 

“ Fear nothing, Sire,” whispered the crafty 
Slimane to the King. “It is Ali who must 
make the first attempt to ride across the 
ditch and the funeral pile. Leave it to me, 
your Majesty ; I will cause to be built a pyre 
so enormous, and there shall be dug a ditch 
so wide, that Ali will certainly be killed in 
the attempt to ride over them.” 

This cunning idea of the artful Slimane 
pleased the King enormously. 

It was a memorable day, and one which 
became a record in the history of the 
Richanians. The people, hastening to Richa 
from every part of the kingdom, were ranged 
in a circle in the vast plain. They gathered, 
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too, upon the mountains and the hills which 
surrounded the city. It was like a gigantic 
circus, into which thronged a bustling, noisy 
crowd, waiting with anxiety for a spectacle 
without parallel. In the centre was raised 
a colossal pyre, which certainly measured 
several hundred feet in every direction. 
Around this was a yawning ditch, rooft. 
wide and deep as an abyss. Already the fire 
which had been communicated to the base 
of the enormous funeral pile caused a column 
of flame and smoke to rise into the clouds. 
The fateful moment came when the signal 
was about to be given. 

Slimane, in imagination, already 
the sweets of vengeance. 

The King laughed silently in his braided 
beard. 

As for poor Ali, he was disconsolate. 
“This is the time,” he sighed, “when I 
stand most in need of the help of Abd-el- 
Kader. But what could even he do against 
such an extreme danger asthis? I fear, alas, 
it is the end of all my hopes! I must 
resign myself to perish—to die is nothing in 
itself ; to me the most terrible trial is the loss 
of my beautiful Princess.” 

“Do not distress yourself,” said a voice 
which Ali recognised with joy. ‘Turn your 
gaze towards the East, and profit by the 
assistance which your friend sends you.” 

Ali turned as directed by Abd-el-Kader, 
and saw a horse ready caparisoned; but 
what a horse! Could the name of that noble 
animal be given to the miserable-looking beast 
which met Ali’s astonished eyes, and whose 
ribs seemed about to break through its trans- 
parent skin? And what trappings for such 
an occasion! Its bridle consisted of ropes 
of straw, the reins were pieces of string, 
and the saddle was roughly made of boards 
loosely tacked together and badly nailed, 
whilst from the pommel hung a pair of long 
spurs, also of wood. Notwithstanding the 
unpromising aspect of this singular steed 
Ali unhesitatingly mounted upon his back, 
seized the reins of string, put on the wooden 
spurs, and in this ridiculous guise rejoined 
the Royal retinue. As soon as he appeared 
thus mounted a roar of laughter burst from 
the crowd. This was followed by groans and 
hisses, a thousand times repeated by the sur- 
rounding echoes. ‘The few who were disposed 
in his favour thought Ali had suddenly been 
bereft of his senses. If he intended, thought 
they, to face the danger nobly, why had he not 
selected a thoroughbred charger from the 
stables of the King, instead of straddling 
such a sorry steed as this ? 
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Ali heard nothing of these murmurs. He 
rode boldly towards the funeral pile, which 
seemed like a mosque on fire. On his way 
he passed before the Princess Halyme, and 
as he saluted her he gave her a look full 
of love. Then, leaning forward upon his 
grotesque saddle of wood, he plunged his 
spurs into the side of his Rosinante, which 
instantly bounded into the air, disappeared 
for a second in the flames, and was seen 
to alight on the other side of the ditch, 
galloping forward with strength and grace. 


“HE GAVE HER A LOOK FULL OF LOVE.” 


Then on all sides was heard a shout of 
enthusiasm. Ali presently returned to the 
place where the Princess Halyme viewed this 
tournament of a new description, and the 
looks the lovers exchanged were significant 
of the sentiment which filled their hearts. 

At sight of this the King was very much 
enraged, and he gave way to a fit of passion. 
“ You fools!” he exclaimed ; “ you think that 
a great exploit, no doubt! Do you not 
suppose that your King is able to perform so 
trifling a feat? I will show you that it is 
merely child’s play. I have in my stables 
horses of the purest blood; many of them 
can outstrip the wind in speed, and others in 
leaping over obstacles have so much light- 
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ness and suppleness that it might be 
imagined they had wings. Let them be 


brought hither! I ordain that all the great 
lords of the Court and all the officers of the 
army shall mount and follow me !” 












It was soon seen that the King was in a 
high state of exaltation, and, indeed, labour- 
ing under an attack of insanity, but none 
dared disobey him. A groom led forward 
the most high-spirited steed from the Royal 
stables, a Syrian horse, richly caparisoned as 
on days of great ceremony. The King 
leaped into the saddle. To be impartial, it 
must be admitted that he was a brilliant 
horseman. With great ease he restrained 
the noble animal trembling with ardour and 
pawing the ground with impatience. Then 
he clapped spurs to his sides and rode to the 
place where the Princess Halyme was seated, 
where he curbed with a hand of steel his 
impetuous steed. Then suddenly he again 
spurred his horse to the quick, who bounded 
forward like an arrow. 

The throng of courtiers followed their 
King, the frightened horses rushed after their 
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leader in a fantastic gallop, and the entire 
cavalcade appeared seized with frenzy. At 
this terrible moment they presented a weird 
spectacle, when, still preceded by the mad- 
dened King, horses and men rushed into the 
fiery gulf. For an instant, a mere second of 
time, the rich embroideries of their costumes, 
the jewels which ornamented their turbans, 
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Minutes and hours passed which seemed 
to the beholders like centuries ; the fire of the 
funeral pile slackened, then ceased altogether ; 
but nothing was seen of the King and his 
brilliant Court—they had all perished in the 
flames. 

When the crowd saw that all was over, 
from the surrounding hills arose a cry from 

thousands of throats :— 
“ Long live our King Ali!” 


“KING, HORSES, AND MEN RUSHED INTO THE FIERY GULF.” 


and the gems which decorated the trappings 
of their horses flashed in the light of the fire 
from the funeral pile, then all were engulfed 
in the gigantic brazier, millions of sparks 
flew into the air and were wafted away by the 
wind, then a cloud of ashes was raised above 
the pyre and fell in a rain of cinders, and 
once again the flames sprang up more 
vigorously than before. 
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Thus acclaimed, Ali advanced towards the 
Princess Halyme, and knelt upon one knee 
before her; with a radiant smile, Halyme 
raised her lover from the ground and 
embraced him in the presence of the multi- 
tude. 

And thus it was that Prince Ali wedded 
the Princess Halyme, and became King of 
the Richanians. 
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Curiosities. * 
[We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 





BY THE SKIN OF THEIR TEETH. 


‘I hope inclosed may find a place amongst your 
interesting Curios. The dogs are represented hanging 
on to a piece of rope by their teeth, a feat which they 
seem to relish much, and which affords great amuse- 
ment to spectators.”—Mr. E. G. Wheat, 9, Torring- 
ton Square, W.C. 


SNAPPING A DOLPHIN. 


‘*Coming through the Suez Canal on the P. & O. 
R.M.S. Victoria, we had, as usual, several dolphins 
swimming along in front, close under the bows of the 
ship—with what ‘porpoise’ it is hard to say, unless 
the affrighted smaller fish are driven along in front of 
the big liner, and thus fall an easy prey. One big 
fellow piloted us for several miles, and leaning over 
the bows I snapped him as he came up to breathe. 





You will notice the blow-hole in the back of his 
head.”—Mr. John W. Glenny, The Far East Studio, 
1, Crouch Hill Road, N. 


A TRICK OF THE CAMERA. 

‘This picture ot apparently seven charming young 
ladies is really made up of three persons. How 
this attractive result was arrived at is the secret of 
the photographer, who, with the assistance of his 
colleague the sun, has performed a bewildering 
trick.”—Mr. M. P. Haskell, Box 38, Roxbury, 
Boston, Mass. 








* Copyright by George Newnes, Ltd., 1902, 
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following is a translation beginning at the top and 
working to the right: ‘Straights of cash. If you 
don’t come, all sorts of ills befall you. Come early. 
Let me know if you can come or not. I say, there’s 
a peculiar thing! You're getting it by degrees. 
Can’t you see? Bay rhum. Get your hair cut! 
Deuced bad straights. See you later. Don’t you see? 
Devil take you. You are a merry cus! Good old 
flipper. Love to all. Oh! Tut, tut. R.S.V.P. 
Yours ever, Guy.’”—Mr. Charles Craik, Holyrood, 
Upper Bristol Road, Weston-super-Mare. 



















THE TRANSFORMATION OF MR. KRUGER. 
“I send you the photograph of an ordi- g 
nary’ Transvaal shilling, on which some 
sportive soldier has transformed _ex-Presi- 
dent Kruger’s head into a capital likeness 
ofa stern old Scotsman, by adding a Scotch 
tartan cap or Tam-o’-shanter, and adorning 
his coat with the stripes of the tartan, the 
strokes being made with a pen-knife or other 
sharp instrument. By its side has been 
placed an ordinary Kruger shilling, for 
comparison, and the photo. represents the 
coins about twice the size of the originals, 
for clearness’ sake.” —The coin was sent 
from South Africa by Mr. Harry Altman, 
of the Aliwal North Town Guard, and the 
photo, taken by Mr. David [saaks, of 
Ripley House, Elizabeth Street, Cheetham. 





A GEOGRAPHICAL ENIGMA. 

“I inclose a post-card which was sent to 
me. I think it rather cleverly done, and it 
took me some time before I could understand 
its meaning. The principal message is on 
the big island in the centre of the map—an 
invitation to meet the sender at a café, with 
the day. The name of the island below on 
the left-hand side is at once translated, ‘If 
so, do.’ The names of the land at the 
bottom of the map are meant for ‘Same 
time and place as before’ and ‘ Don’t let 
anything hinder you’ respectively. The 


A DEAD PICTURE. 


pEpods ISLAND WITH DEDCATSE “ This peculiar 
Is NOT TO SCA A rt 
seit SO photograph, the very 


BEANA MANANALO AA reverse of a ‘living 
picture,’ as may be 
surmised by the 
reader, represents a 
hunting scene. The 
man on horseback is 
a North American 
Indian, who, with 
his dog, has attacked 
a bear. The wea- 
pon seen is a spear, 
which was quite 
frequently used by 
Indians in Western 
portions of the Uni- 
ted States on their 
hunts. The skele- 
tons of the animals 
were mounted in the 
naiera positions, 
and are life - size. 
ponTLETTEN The work was done 
o 5 by Mr. Frank H. 
: yy ad Ward, of Roches- 
: ter, N.Y.” — Mr. 
Doociosan STRAITS l D. A. Willey, Bal- 
timore, 
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CURIOSITIES. 





THE LONGEST CAMERA ON EARTH. 

This huge camera was set up in the grounds of the 
Smithsonian Institution at Washington, D.C., and 
from thence was transferred to Wadesboro, North 
Carolina, where it was utilized for taking pictures of the 
sun during the total eclipse of May 28th, 1900. This 
camera was 135ft. long, and provided with a tele- 
scopic lens 20in. in diameter, the enormously elonga- 
ted bellows being made of black cloth. The dry 
plates used were 30in. square. The lens was placed 
at the near end of the tube, as shown in the picture, 
on the left-hand side. At the farther end, as also 
shown, was a little box-shaped house, made light- 
tight and lined with black paper, in which the photo- 
grapher in charge stood while manipulating the plates. 
Because of its great length the camera could not be 
pointed upward toward the sun, the image of which, 
during the eclipse, was reflected by a mirror into the 
end of the black cloth tube. The photos. were made 
chiefly for the purpose of recording the aspect of the 
solar corona. In the picture the tube is seen covered 
with tents, the object of which is to prevent the over- 
heating of the air inside of the tube, which might 
interfere with optical results.—Miss Violet Biddle, 
1823, Q. Street, Washington, D.C. 





THE PARSON'S ‘‘SADDLE-STOOL.” 

“ This curious-looking object is the famous ‘saddle- 
stool,’ of Berkswell, Warwickshire, where it is kept 
in the village church as a memento of a fox-hunting 
parson of long ago, who was so much at home in the 
saddle—and who felt so awkward out of it—that he 
could not preach comfortably except astride the sem- 
blance of a horse, and who, therefore, had this stool 
made for his use in church. It will be seen that it is 
a very good imitation of asaddle. The photographer 
ventured to suggest: that the seat might have been 

: used on account 
of some bodily 
infirmity on the 
part of the rev. 
gentleman who 
had it made ; but 
the charitable 
supposition was 
met by the 
parish-clerk 
with a strenuous 
assertion that the 
popular view of 
the ‘saddle- 
stool’ is the cor- 
rect one. The 
clerks prede- 
cessor used tode- 
clare the same, 
and the story 
appears to be 
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authentic. If so, this was ‘riding a hobby?’ with a 
vengeance. As it was too dark in the vestry the stool 
was carried out into the churchyard to be photo- 
graphed.”—Mr. C. S. Sargisson, Glenthorn, Shan- 
sham Hill, Moseley, Birmingham. 





A POSTAGE-STAMP_ PORTRAIT. 

“I send you a portrait of President McKinley 
made by Mr. T. W. Grain, exclusively from cancelled 
stamps of but two hues, red and green. There are 
1,005 stamps in the picture, and of this number no 
fewer than 632 were employed to make the face and 


t 
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hair. The hair lines are the marks commonly made 
to cancel the stamps on passing through the post. 
There are 352 stamps in the couat alone, which contain 
that number of heads of Washington, whilst the face 
is full of minute eyes. Twenty-one green stamps 
provide the, Prėsident with a suitable scarf for the 


“neck, and atl are arranged with-the most minute 


attention to the smallest details. Even the name 
‘William McKinley’ beneath the portrait is composed 
of minute pieces of postage label. Mr. McKinley has 


expressed his entire approval of the portrait, which 


took eighteen days of very careful work to complete,” 
—The Rector, Rand. S. Oswald, Wragby. 
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THE MADONNA’'S HUMAN BROOCH. A 

“I send you a photo. of ‘Notre Dame du Puy’ 
(France). The statue, which is nearly 4oft. high, is 
wholly made of the cannons taken at Sebastopol. Its 
pedestal is 35ft. high, and the whole thing is so great 
In its proportions that it is said the smallest finger of 
the child Jesus -could contain a child. When this 
photo. was taken by Mr. Gruas his wife was 
ascending the ‘statue by an inner staircase, and just 
as the plate was about to be exposed Mrs. Gruas thrust 
her head out of the statue through a small window 
just below the Blessed Virgin’s neck, with the result 
shown on this picture. Her head looks much more like 
a cameo-brooch than a human head, and shows well the 
proportions of the statue.”—A contributor of 4, Place 
du Poids Public, Limoges, Haute Vienne, France. 
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A PUZZLE. 

“I beg to inclose a puzzle address for your Curiosity 
page. Unlike the others which have appeared, this 
must be read from four different sides before you 
know all that is in it. Side No. 1 reads, ‘George 


Newnes, Ld., Proprietors of? ; No. 2, ‘THE STRAND 
MAGAZINE’; No. 3, ‘Southampton St., Strand, 
and No. 4, ‘Sent by Hugh G. Kerr, New- 
To read side No. 3, read from corner 


W.C.’; 


milns.’ 





marked x to corner No 4, and to read side No. 4 
The whole 
communication reads: ‘George Newnes, Ld., pro- 
prietors of THE STRAND MAGAZINE, Southampton 
St., Strand, W.C. Sent by Hugh G. Kerr, New- 
milns.’ The page must be held on a level with the 
eyes, so as to foreshorten the letters.”—Mr. Hugh 
G. Kerr, 46, Brown Street, Newmilns. 





THE FATE OF DARWIN'S APPARATUS. 

“ When in England just two years ago I heard that 
the house inhabited by Charles Darwin during his 
latter years had been sold. I made a pilgrimage to 
the place, at Down, near Farnborough, Kent. The 
house was indeed upside-down, being in the hands of 
the British workman. I took photographs of the 
house, and the one I now inclose. It is a heap of 
Darwin’s chemical apparatus, which had been removed 
from his laboratory and thrown to the ground before 
being carted away. This strange collection becomes 
something more than mere jars and lamps when we 
consider what was evolved from them at the great 
thinker’s hands.”—Mr. Norman Alliston, 43, East 
Twenty-First Street, New York. 
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THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES. 





(See page 128.) 
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The Hound of the Baskervilles.’ 


ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF 


SHERLOCK HOLMES. 


CHAPTER I. 

MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES. 

mR. SHERLOCK HOLMES, 
¥ who was usually very late in 
the mornings, save upon those 
not infrequent occasions when 
he was up all night, was seated 
at the breakfast table. I stood 
upon the hearth-rug and picked up the stick 
which our visitor had left behind him the night 
before. It was a fine, thick piece of wood, 
bulbous-headed, of the sort which is known 
as a “ Penang lawyer.” Just under the head 
was a broad silver band, nearly an inch 
across. “To James Mortimer, M.R.C.S., 
from his friends of the C.C.H.,” was engraved 
upon it, with the date “1884.” It was just 
such a stick as the old-fashioned family 
practitioner used to carry—dignified, solid, 
and reassuring. 

“Well, Watson, what do you make of it?” 

Holmes was sitting with his back to me, 
and I had given him no sign of my occupa- 
tion. 

“How did you know what I was doing? 
I believe you have eyes in the back of your 
head.” 

“T have, at least, a well-polished silver- 
plated coffee-pot in front of me,” said he. 
“ But, tell me, Watson, what do you make of 
our visitor’s stick? Since we have been so 
unfortunate as to miss him and have no 
notion of his errand, this accidental souvenir 
becomes of importance. Let me hear you 
reconstruct the man by an examination of it.” 

“I think,” said I, following as far as I could 
the methods of my companion, “that Dr. 
Mortimer is a successful elderly medical man, 








* This story owes its inception to my friend, Mr. . Fletcher 
Robinson, who has helped me both in the general plot and in 
the local details. —A. C. D. 

Vol. xxii.—16. 
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well-esteemed, since those who know him 
give him this mark of their appreciation.” 

“ Good !” said Holmes. “ Excellent !” 

“T think also that the probability is in 
favour of his being a country practitioner 
who does a great deal of his visiting on foot.” 

“Why so?” 

“ Because this stick, though originally a 
very handsome one, has been so knocked 
about that I can hardly imagine a town 
practitioner carrying it. The thick iron 
ferrule is worn down, so it is evident that he 
has done a great amount of walking with it.” 

* Perfectly sound!” said Holmes. 

“And then again, there is the ‘ friends of 
the C.C.H.’ I should guess that to be the 
Something Hunt, the local hunt to whose 
members he has possibly given some surgical 
assistance, and which has made him a small 
presentation in return.” 

“ Really, Watson, you excel yourself,” said 
Holmes, pushing back his chair and lighting 
a cigarette. “I am bound to say that in all 
the accounts which you have been so good 
as to give of my own small achievements you 
have habitually underrated your own abilities. 
It may be that you are not yourself luminous, 
but you are a conductor of light. Some 
people without possessing genius have a 
remarkable power of stimulating it. I con- 
fess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in 
your debt.” 

He had never said as much before, and I 
must admit that his words gave me keen 
pleasure, for I had often been piqued by his 
indifference to my admiration and to the 
attempts which I had made to give publicity 
to his methods. I was proud too to think 
that I had so far mastered his system as to 
apply it in a way which earned his approval. 
He now took the stick from my hands 
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and examined it for a few minutes with his 
naked eyes. ‘Then with an expression of 
interest he laid down his cigarette and, carry- 
ing the cane to the window, he looked over 
it again with a convex lens. 

“ Interesting, though elementary,” said he, 
as he returned to his favourite corner of the 
settee. ‘There are certainly one or two 
indications upon the stick. 
It gives us the basis for 
several deductions.” 

“ Has anything escaped 
me?” I asked, with some 
self-importance. “I trust 
that there is nothing of 
consequence which I have 
overlooked ? ” 

“I am afraid, my dear 
Watson, that most of your 
conclusions were erro- 
neous. When I said that 
you stimulated me I meant, 
to be frank, that in noting 
your fallacies I was occa- 
sionally guided towards the 
truth. Not that you are 
entirely wrong in this in- 
stance. ‘The man is cer- 
tainly a country practi- 
tioner. And he walks a 
good deal.” 

“ Then I was right.” 

“ To that extent.” 

“ But that was all.” 

“ No, no, my dear Wat- 
son, not all--by no means 
all. I would suggest, for 
example, that a presenta- 
tion to a doctor is more 
likely to come from an 


hospital than from a 
hunt, and that when 
the initials ‘C.C.’ are 


placed before that hospital 
the words ‘Charing 
Cross’ very naturally suggest themselves.” 

“ You may be right.” 

“The probability lies in that direction. 
And if we take this as a working hypothesis 
we have a fresh basis from which to start our 
construction of this unknown visitor.” 

“Well, then, supposing that ‘C.C.H.’ does 
stand for ‘Charing Cross Hospital,’ what 
further inferences may we draw?” 

“Do none suggest themselves ? 
know my methods. Apply them!” 

“I can only think of the obvious conclu- 
sion that the man has practised in town 
before going to the country.” 


You 
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CONVEX LENS.” 
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“I think that we might venture a little 
farther than this. Look at it in this 
light. On what occasion would it be 
most probable that such a presentation 
would be made? When would his friends 
unite to give him a pledge of their good will? 
Obviously at the moment when Dr. Mortimer 
withdrew from the service of the hospital in 
order to start in practice 
for himself. We know 
there has been a presenta- 
tion. We believe there has 
been a change from a town 
hospital to a country prac- 
tice. Is it, then, stretching 
our inference too far to say 
that the presentation was 
on the occasion of the 
change?” 

“Tt certainly seems 
probable.” 

“Now, you will observe 
that he could not have been 
on the staff of the hospital, 
since only a man well- 
established in a London 
practice could hold such a 
position, and ‘such a one 
would not drift into the 
country. What was he, 
then? If he was in the hos- 
pital and yet not on the 
staff he could only have 
been a house-surgeon or a 
house - physician — little 
more than a senior student. 
And he left five years ago 
—the date is on the stick. 
So your grave, middle-aged 
family practitioner vanishes 
into thin air, my dear Wat- 
son, and there emerges a 
young fellow under thirty, 
amiable, unambitious, 
absent-minded, and the 
possessor of a favourite dog, which I should 
describe roughly as being larger than a terrier 
and smaller than a mastiff.” 

I laughed incredulously as Sherlock 
Holmes leaned back in his settee and blew 
little wavering rings of smoke up to the 
ceiling. 

“ As to the latter part, I have no means 
of checking you,” said I, “but at least 
it is not difficult to find out a few par- 
ticulars about the man’s age and profes- 
sional career.” From my small medical 
shelf I took down the Medical Directory and 
turned. up the name. There were several 
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Mortimers, but only one who could be our 
visitor. I read his record aloud. 

“ Mortimer, James, M.R.C.S., 
Grimpen, Dartmoor, Devon. 
from 1882 to 1884, at Charing Cross 
Hospital. Winner of the Jackson prize for 
Comparative Pathology, with essay entitled 
‘Is Disease a Reversion?’ Corresponding 
member of the Swedish Pathological Society. 
Author of ‘Some Freaks of Atavism’ 
(Lancet, 1882). ‘Do We Progress ?’ (Journal 
of Psychology, March, 1883). Medical 
Officer for the parishes of Grimpen, 
Thorsley, and High Barrow.” 

“No mention of that local hunt, Watson,” 
said Holmes, with a mischievous smile, “ but 
a country doctor, as you very astutely observed. 
I think that I am fairly justified in my infer- 
ences. As to the adjectives, I said, if I 
remember right, amiable, unambitious, and 
absent-minded. Itis my experience that it is 
only an amiable man in this world who 
receives testimonials, only 
an unambitious one who 
abandons a London career 
for the country, and only 
an absent-minded one who 
leaves his stick and not his 
visiting-card after waiting 
an hour in your room.” 

“ And the dog?” 

“Has been in the habit 
of carrying this stick behind 
his master. Being a heavy 
stick the dog has held it 
tightly by the middle, and 
the marks of his teeth are 
very plainly visible. The 
dog’s jaw, as shown in the 
space between these marks, 
is too broad in my opinion 
for a terrier and not broad 
enough fora mastiff. It may 
have been—yes, by Jove, it 
zs a curly-haired spaniel.” 

He had risen and paced 
the room as he spoke. Now 
he halted in the recess of 
the window. There was 
such a ring of conviction in 
his voice that I glanced up 
in surprise. 

“My dear fellow, how 
can you possibly be so 
sure of that ?” 

“For the very simple 
reason that I see the dog 
himself on our very door- 
step, and there is the ring 
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of its owner. Don’t move, I beg you, Watson. 
He is a professional brother of yours, and your 
presence may be of assistance tome. Now is 
the dramatic moment of fate, Watson, when 
you hear a step upon the stair which is walking 
into your life, and you know not whether for 
good or ill. What does Dr. James Mortimer, 
the man of science, ask of Sherlock Holmes, 
the specialist in crime? Come in!” 

The appearance of our visitor was a surprise 
to me, since I had expected a typical country 
practitioner. He was a very tall, thin man, 
with a long nose like a beak, which jutted out 
between two keen, grey eyes, set closely 
together and sparkling brightly from behind a 
pair of gold-rimmed glasses. He was clad in 


a professional but rather slovenly fashion, for 
his frock-coat was dingy and his trousers 
frayed. Though young, his long back was 
already bowed, and he walked with a forward 
thrust of his head and a general air of peering 
benevolence. As he entered his eyes fell upon 
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the stick in Holmes’s hand, and he ran 
towards it with an exclamation of joy. “Iam 
so very glad,” said he. “JI was not sure 
whether I had left it here or in the Shipping 
Office. I would not lose that stick for the 
world.” 

“ A presentation, I see,” 

“Ves, sir.” 

“From Charing Cross Hospital ? ” 

“From one or two friends there on the 
occasion of my marriage.” 

“Dear, dear, that’s bad!” 
shaking his head. 

Dr. Mortimer blinked through his glasses 
in mild astonishment. 

“Why was it bad?” 

“ Only that you have disarranged our little 
deductions. Your marriage, you say ?” 

“Yes, sir. I married, and so left the 
hospital, and with itall hopes of a consulting 
practice. It was necessary to make a home 
of my own.” 

“Come, come, we are not so far wrong 
after all,” said Holmes. “And now, Dr. 
James Mortimer a 

“ Mister, sir, Mister—a humble M.R.C.S.” 

“And a man of precise mind, evidently.” 

“A dabbler in science, Mr. Holmes, a 
picker up of shells on the shores of the 
great unknown ocean. I presume that it is 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes whom I am addressing 
and not——” 

“No, this is my friend Dr. Watson.” 

Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard 
your name mentioned in connection with that 
of your friend. You interest me very much, 
Mr. Holmes. I had hardly expected so 
dolichocephalic a skull .or such well-marked 
supra-orbital development. Would you have 
any objection to my running my finger along 
your eparietal fissure? A cast of your skull, 
sir, until the original is available, would be 
an ornament to any anthropological museum. 
It is not my intention to be fulsome, but I 
confess that I covet your skull.” 

‘Sherlock Holmes waved our strange visitor 
into-a-chair. ‘ You are an enthusiast in your 
line of thought, I perceive, sir, as I am in 
mine,” said he. “I observe from your fore- 
finger that you make your own cigarettes. 
Have no hesitation in lighting one.” 

The man drew out paper and tobacco and 
twirled the one up in the other with surpris- 
ing dexterity. He had long, quivering fingers 
as agile and restless as the antenne of an 
insect. 

Holmes was silent, but his little darting 
glances showed me the interest which he 
took in our curious companion, 


said Holmes. 


said Holmes, 
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“ I presume, sir,” said he at last, “ that it 
was not merely for the purpose of examining 
my skull that you have done me the honour 
to call here last night and again to-day ? ” 

“ No, sir, no; though I am happy to have 
had the opportunity of doing that as well. I 
came to you, Mr. Holmes, because I recog- 
nise that I am myself an unpractical man, 
and because I am suddenly confronted with 
a most serious and extraordinary problem. 
Recognising, as I do, that you are the second 
highest expert in Europe——” 

“ Indeed, sir! May I inquire who has the 
honour to be the first?” asked Holmes, with 
some asperity. 

“To the man of precisely scientific mind 
the work of Monsieur Bertillon must always 
appeal strongly.” 

* Then had you not better consult him ?” 

“I said, sir, to the precisely scientific 
mind. But as a practical man of affairs it is 
acknowledged that you stand alone. I trust, 
sir, that I have not inadvertently ——” 

“ Just a little,” said Holmes. “I think, 
Dr. Mortimer, you would do wisely if without 
more ado you would kindly tell me plainly 
what the exact nature of the problem is in 
which you demand my assistance.” 





CHAPTER II. 
THE CURSE OF THE BASKERVILLES. 
“I HAVE in my pocket a manuscript,” 
Dr. James Mortimer. 

“ I observed it as you entered the room,” 
said Holmes. 

“Tt is an old manuscript.” 

“ Early eighteenth century, unless it is a 
forgery.” 

“ How can you say that, sir?” 

“ You have presented an inch or two of it 
to my examination all the time that you have 
been talking. It would be a poor expert who 
could not give the date of a document within 
a decade or so. You may possibly have read 
my little monograph upon the subject. I put 
that at 1730.” 

“The exact date is 1742.” Dr. Mortimer 
drew it from his breast-pocket. “This family 
paper was committed to my care by Sir 
Charles Baskerville, whose sudden and tragic 
death some three months ago created so 
much excitement in Devonshire. I may say 
that I was his personal friend as well as his 
medical attendant. He was a strong-minded 
man, sir, shrewd, practical, and as unimagi- 
native as I am myself. Yet he took this 
document very seriously, and his mind was 
prepared for just such an end as did even- 
tually overtake him.” 


said 
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Holmes stretched out his hand for the 
manuscript and flattened it upon his knee. 

“ You will observe, Watson, the alternative 
use of the long sand the short. It is one 
of several indications which enabled me to 
fix the date.” 

I looked over his shoulder at the yellow 
paper and the faded script. At the head 
was written : “ Baskerville Hall,” and below, in 
large, scrawling figures: “1742.” 
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his finger-tips together, and closed his eyes, 
with an air of resignation. Dr. Mortimer 
turned the manuscript to the light and read 
in a high, crackling voice the following 
curious, old-world narrative :— 

“Of the origin of the Hound of the 
Baskervilles there have been many state- 
ments, yet as I come ina direct line from 
Hugo Baskerville, and as I had the story 
from my father, who also had it from his, 





‘DR. MORTIMER TURNED THE MANUSCRIPT TO THE LIGHT AND READ” 
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“Tt appears to be a statement of some 
sort.” 

“ Yes, it is a statement of a certain legend 
which runs in the Baskerville family.” 

“But I understand that it is something 
more modern and practical upon which you 
wish to consult me?” 

“ Most modern. A most practical, press- 
ing matter, which must be decided within 
twenty-four hours. But the manuscript is 
short and is intimately connected with the 
affair. With your permission I will read it 
to you.” 

Holmes leaned back in his chair, placed 
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I have set it down with all belief that it oc- 
curred even as is here set forth. And I would 
have you believe, my sons, that the same 
Justice which punishes sin may also most 
graciously forgive it, and that no ban is so 
heavy but that by prayer and repentance it 
may be removed. Learn then from this 
story not to fear the fruits of the past, but 
rather to be circumspect in the future, that 
those foul passions whereby our family has 
suffered so grievously may not again be 
loosed to our undoing. 

“ Know then that in the time of the Great 
Rcbellion (the history of which by the learned 
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Lord Clarendon I most earnestly commend 
to your attention) this Manor of Baskerville 
was held by Hugo of that name, nor can it 
be gainsaid that he was a most wild, pro- 
fane, and godless man. This, in truth, his 
neighbours might have pardoned, seeing that 
saints have never flourished in those parts, 
but there was in him a certain wanton and 
cruel humour which made his name a by- 
word through the West. It chanced that 
this Hugo came to love (if, indeed, so dark 
a passion may be known under so bright a 
name) the daughter of a yeoman who held 
lands near the Baskerville estate. But the 
young maiden, being discreet and of good 
repute, would ever avoid him, for she feared 
his evil name. So it came to pass that one 
Michaelmas this Hugo, with five or six of his 
idle and wicked companions, stole down 
upon the farm and carried off the maiden, 
her father and brothers being from home, as 
he well knew. When they had brought her 
to the Hall the maiden was placed in an 
upper chamber, while Hugo and his friends 
sat down to a long carouse, as was their 
nightly custom. Now, the poor lass upstairs 
was like to have her wits turned at the sing- 
ing and shouting and terrible oaths which 
came up to her from below, for they say that 
the words used by Hugo Baskerville, when 
he was in wine, were such as might blast the 
man who said them. At last in the stress of 
her fear she did that which might have 
daunted the bravest or most active man, for 
by the aid of the growth of ivy which covered 
(and still covers) the south wall she came 
down from under the eaves, and so home- 
ward across the moor, there being three 
leagues betwixt the Hall and her father’s farm. 

“Tt chanced that some little time later 
Hugo left his guests to carry food and drink 
—with other worse things, perchance—to his 
captive, and so found the cage empty and the 
bird escaped. Then, as it would seem, he 
became as one that hath a devil, for, rushing 
down the stairs into the dining-hall, he 
sprang upon the great table, flagons and 
trenchers flying before him, and he cried 
aloud before all the company that he would 
that very night render his body and soul to 
the Powers of Evil if he might but overtake 
the wench. And while the revellers stood 
aghast at the fury of the man, one more 
wicked or, it may be, more drunken than 
the rest, cried out that they should put the 
hounds upon her. Whereat Hugo ran from 
the house, cryiag to his grooms that they 
should saddle his mare and unkennel the 
pack, and giving the hounds a kerchief of 
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the maid’s, he swung them to the line, and so 
off full cry in the moonlight over the moor. 

“Now, for some space the revellers stood 
agape, unable to understand all that had 
been done in such haste. But anon their 
bemused wits awoke to the nature of the 
deed which was like to be done upon the 
moorlands. Everything was now in an up- 
roar, some calling for their pistols, some for 
their horses, and some for another flask of 
wine. But at length some sense came back 
to their crazed minds, and the whole of them, 
thirteen in number, took horse and started in 
pursuit. The moon shone clear above them, 
and they rode swiftly abreast, taking that 
course which the maid must needs have taken 
if she were to reach her own home. 

“They had gone a mile or two when they 
passed one of the night shepherds upon the 
moorlands, and they cried to him to know if 
he had seen the hunt. And the man, as the 
story goes, was so crazed with fear that he 
could scarce speak, but at last he said that 
he had indeed seen the unhappy maiden, 
with the hounds upon her track. ‘But I 
have seen more than that,’ said he, ‘for 
Hugo Baskerville passed me upon his black 
mare, and there ran mute behind him such a 
hound of hell as God forbid should ever be 
at my heels.’ So the drunken squires 
cursed the shepherd and rode onwards. But 
soon their skins turned cold, for there came 
a galloping across the moor, and the black 
mare, dabbled with white froth, went past 
with trailing bridle and empty saddle. Then 
the revellers rode close together, for a great 
fear was on them, but they,still followed over 
the moor, though each, had he been alone, 
would have been right glad to have turned 
his horse’ head. Riding slowly in this 
fashion they came at last upon the hounds. 
These, though known for their valour and 
their breed, were whimpering in a cluster at 
the head of a deep dip or goyal, as we call 
it, upon the moor, some slinking away and 
some, with starting hackles and staring eyes, 
gazing down the narrow valley before them. 

“The company had come to a halt, more 
sober men, as you may guess, than when 
they started. The most of them would by 
no means advance, but three of them, the 
boldest, or it may be the most drunken, rode 
forward down the goyal. Now, it opened 
into a broad space in which stood two of 
those great stones, still to be seen there, 
which were set by certain forgotten peoples 
in the days of old. The moon was shining 
bright upon the clearing, and there in the 
centre lay the unhappy maid where she had 
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fallen, dead of fear and of fatigue. But it 
was not the sight of her body, nor yet was it 
that of the body of Hugo Baskerville lying 
near her, which raised the hair upon the 
heads of these three dare-devil roysterers, 
but it was that, standing over Hugo, and 
plucking at his throat, there stood a foul 
thing, a great, black beast, shaped like a 
hound, yet larger than any hound that ever 
mortal eye has rested upon. And even as 
they looked the thing tore the throat out of 
Hugo Baskerville, on which, as it turned ‘its 
blazing eyes and dripping jaws upon them, 
the three shrieked with fear and rode for 
dear life, still screaming, across the moor. 
One, it is said, died that very night of what 
he had seen, and the other twain were but 
broken men for the rest of their days. 
“Such is the tale, my sons, of the coming 
of the hound which is said to have plagued 
the family so sorely ever since. If I have 
set it down it is because that which is clearly 
known hath less terror than that which is but 


hinted at and guessed. Nor can it be denied 
Vol. xxii.—17. 
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that many of the family have 
been unhappy in their deaths, 
which have been sudden, 
bloody, and mysterious. Yet 
may we shelter ourselves in the 
infinite goodness of Providence, 
which would not for ever punish 
the innocent beyond that third 
or fourth generation which is 
threatened in Holy Writ. To 
that Providence, my sons, I 
hereby commend you, and I 
counsel you by way of caution 
to forbear from crossing the 
moor in those dark hours when 
the powers of evil are exalted. 

“(This from Hugo Basker- 
ville to his sons Rodger and 
John, with instructions that they 
say nothing thereof to their 
sister Elizabeth. ]” 

When Dr. Mortimer had 
finished reading this singular 
narrative he pushed his spec- 
tacles up on his forehead and 
stared across at Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes. The latter yawned 
and tossed the end of his 
cigarette into the fire. 

“ Well?” said he. 

“To you not find it interest- 
ing?” 

“To a collector of fairy tales.” 

Dr. Mortimer drew a folded 
newspaper out of his pocket. 

“Now, Mr. Holmes, we will give you 
something a little more recent. This is the 
Devon County Chronicle of May 14th of this 
year. It is a short account of the facts 
elicited at the death of Sir Charles Basker- 
ville which occurred a few days before that 
date.” 

My friend leaned a little forward and his 
expression became intent. Our visitor re- 
adjusted his glasses and began :— 

“The recent sudden death of Sir Charles 
Baskerville, whose name has been mentioned 
as the probable Liberal candidate for Mid- 
Devon at the next election, has cast a gloom 
over the county. Though Sir Charles had 
resided at Baskerville Hall for a compara- 
tively short period his amiability of character 
and extreme generosity had won the 
affection and respect of all who had been 
brought into contact with him. In these 
days of nouveaux riches it is refreshing to 
find a case where the scion of an old county 
family which has fallen upon evil days is able 
to make his own fortune and to bring it back 
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with him to restore the fallen grandeur of his 
line. Sir Charles, as is well known, made 
large sums of money in South African 
speculation. More wise than those who go 
on until the wheel turns against them, he 
realized his gains and returned to England 
with them. It is only two years since he 
took up his residence at Baskerville Hall, 
and it is common talk how large were those 
schemes of reconstruction and improvement 
which have been interrupted by his death. 
Being himself childless, it was his openly- 
expressed desire that the whole 
countryside should, within his own 
lifetime, profit by his good fortune, 
and many will have personal reasons 
for bewailing his untimely end. His 
generous donations to local and 
countycharities have been frequently 
chronicled in these columns. 

“The circumstances connected 
with the death of Sir Charles can- 
not be said to have been entirely 
cleared up by the 
inquest, but at 
least enough has 
been done to dis- 
pose of those 
rumours to which 
local superstition 
has given rise. 
There is no 
reason whatever 
to suspect foul 
play, or to 
imagine that 
death could be 
from any but 
natural causes. 
Sir Charles was 
a widower, and 
a man who may 
be said to have 
been in some 
ways of an eccen- 
tric habit of 
mind. In spite of 
his considerable 
wealth he was 
simple in his 
personal tastes, and his indoor servants at 
Baskerville Hall consisted of a married 
couple named Barrymore, the husband acting 
as butler and the wife as housekeeper. Their 
evidence, corroborated by that of several 
friends, tends to show that Sir Charles’s 
health has for some time been impaired, and 
points especially to some affection of the 
heart, manifesting itself in changes of colour, 
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breathlessness, and acute attacks of nervous 
depression. Dr. James Mortimer, the friend 
and medical attendant of the deceased, has 
given evidence to the same effect. 

“The facts of the case are simple. Sir 
Charles Baskerville was in the habit every 
night before going to bed of walking down 
the famous Yew Alley of Baskerville Hall. 
The evidence of the Barrymores shows 
that this had been his custom. On the 
4th of May Sir Charles had declared his 
intention of starting next day for London, 
and had ordered 
Barrymore to 
prepare his lug- 
gage. That night 
he went out as 
usual for his 
nocturnal walk, 
in the course of 
which he was in 
the habit of 
smoking a Cigar. 
He never re- 
turned. At 
twelve o'clock 
Barrymore, find- 
ing the hall door 
still open, be- 
came alarmed, 
and, lighting a 
lantern, went in 
search of his 
master. The day 
had been wet, 
and Sir Charles’s 
footmarks were 
easily traced 
down the Alley. 
Half- way down 
this walk there is 


a gate which 
leads out on to 
the moor. There 


were indications 
that Sir Charles 
had stood for 
some little time 
here. He then 
proceeded down 
the Alley, and it was at the far end of it that 
his body was discovered. One fact which has 
not been explained is the statement of Barry- 
more that his master’s footprints altered their 
character from the time that he passed the 
moor-gate, and that he appeared from thence 
onwards to have been walking upon his toes. 
One Murphy, a gipsy horse-dealer, was on the 
moor at no great distance at the time, but 





BODY WAS DISCOVERED.” 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES. 


he appears by his own confession to have 
been the worse for drink. He declares that 
he heard cries, but is unable to state from 
what direction they came. No signs of 
violence were to be discovered upon Sir 
Charles’s person, and though the doctor’s 
evidence pointed to an almost incredible 
facial distortion—so great that Dr. Mortimer 
refused at first to believe that it was indeed 
his friend and patient who lay before him—it 
was explained that that is a symptom which 
is not unusual in cases of dyspnoea and death 
from cardiac exhaustion. This explanation 
was borne out by the post-mortem examina- 
tion, which showed long-standing organic 
disease, and the coroner’s jury returned a 
verdict in accordance with the medical 
evidence. It is well that this is so, for it 
is obviously of the utmost importance that 
Sir Charles’s heir should settle at the Hall 
and continue the good work which has been 
so sadly interrupted. Had the prosaic find- 
ing of the coroner not finally put an end 
to the romantic stories which have been 
whispered in connection with the affair it 
might have been difficult to find a tenant for 
Baskerville Hall. It is understood that the 
next-of-kin is Mr. Henry Baskerville, if he be 
still alive, the son of Sir Charles Baskerville’s 
younger brother. The young man when last 
heard of was in America, and inquiries are 
being instituted with a view to informing him 
of his good fortune.” 

Dr. Mortimer refolded his paper 
replaced it in his pocket. 

“ Those are the public facts, Mr. Holmes, 
in connection with the death of Sir Charles 
Baskerville.” 

“T must thank you,” said Sherlock Holmes, 
“for calling my attention to a case which 
certainly presents some features of interest. 
I had observed some newspaper comment at 
the time, but I was exceedingly preoccupied 
by that little affair of the Vatican cameos, 
and in my anxiety to oblige the Pope I lost 
touch with several interesting English cases. 
This article, you say, contains all the public 
facts ?” 

“ce It does.” 

“Then let me have the private ones.” He 
leaned back, put his finger-tips together, and 
assumed his most impassive and judicial 
expression. 

“In doing so,” said Dr. Mortimer, who 
had begun to show signs of some strong 
emotion, “I am telling that which I have not 
confided to anyone. My motive for with- 
holding it from the coroner’s inquiry is that a 
man of science shrinks from placing himself 


and 
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in the public position of seeming to indorse 
a popular superstition. I had the further 
motive that Baskerville Hall, as the paper says, 
would certainly remain untenanted if anything 
were done to increase its already rather 
grim reputation. For both these reasons I 
thought that I was justified in telling rather 
less than I knew, since no practical good 
could result from it, but with you there is no 
reason why I should not be perfectly frank. 

“The. moor is very sparsely inhabited, 
and those who live near each other are 
thrown very much together. For this reason 
I saw a good deal of Sir Charles Baskerville. 
With the exception of Mr. Frankland, of 
Lafter Hall, and Mr. Stapleton, the naturalist, 
there are no other men of education within 
many miles. Sir Charles was a retiring man, 
but the chance of his illness brought us 
together, and a community of interests in 
science kept us so. He had brought back 
much scientific information from South 
Africa, and many a charming evening we 
have spent together discussing the com- 
parative anatomy of the Bushman and the 
Hottentot. 

“Within the last few months it became 
increasingly plain to me that Sir Charles’s 
nervous system was strained to breaking 
point. He had taken this legend which I 
have read you exceedingly to heart —so 
much so that, although he would walk in his 
own grounds, nothing would induce him to 
go out upon the moor at night. Incredible 
as it may appear to you, Mr. Holmes, he 
was honestly convinced that a dreadful fate 
overhung his family, and certainly the records 
which he was able to give of his ancestors 
were not encouraging. ‘The idea of some 
ghastly presence constantly haunted him, 
and on more than one occasion he has asked 
me whether I had on my medical journeys 
at night ever seen any strange creature or 
heard the baying of a hound. The latter 
question he put to me several times, and 
always with a voice which vibrated with 
excitement. 

“I can well remember driving up to his 
house in the evening, some three weeks 
before the fatal event. He chanced to be at 
his hall door. I had descended from my gig 
and was standing in front of him, when I 
saw his eyes fix themselves over my shoulder, 
and stare past me with an expression of the 
most dreadful horror. I whisked round and 
had just time to catch a glimpse of some- 
thing which I took to be a large black calf 
passing at the head of the drive. So excited 
and alarmed was he that I was compelled to 
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go down to the spot where the animal had 
been and look around for it. It was gone, 
however, and the incident appeared to make 
the worst impression upon his mind. I 
stayed with him all the evening, and it was on 
that occasion, to explain the emotion which 
he had shown, that he confided to my keeping 
that narrative which I read to you when first 
Icame. I mention this small episode because 
it assumes some importance in view of the 
tragedy which followed, but I was convinced 
at the time that the matter was entirely 
trivial and that his excitement had no 
justification. 

“Tt was at my advice that Sir Charles was 
about to goto London. His heart was, I knew, 
affected, and the constant anxiety in which he 
lived, however chimerical the cause of it might 
be, was evidently having a serious effect upon 


his health. I thought that a 
few months among the dis- 
tractions of town would 
send him back a new man. 
Mr. Stapleton, a mutual 
friend who was much con- 
cerned at his state of 
health, was of the same 


opinion. At the last in- 
stant came this terrible 
catastrophe. 


“On the night of Sir 
Charles’s death Barrymore 
the butler, who made the 
discovery, sent Perkins the 
groom on horseback to 
me, and as I was sitting 
up late I was able to reach 
Baskerville Hall within an 
hour of the event. I 
checked and corroborated 
all the facts which were 

. mentioned at the inquest. 
I followed the footsteps 
down the Yew Alley, I saw 
the spot at the moor-gate 
where he seemed to have 
waited, I remarked the 
change in the shape of the 
prints after that point, I 
noted that there were no 
other footsteps save those 
of Barrymore on the soft 
gravel, and finally I care- 
fully examined the body, 
which had not been 
touched until my arrival. 

Sir Charles lay on his face, his arms out, his 
fingers dug into the ground, and his features 
convulsed with some strong emotion to such 
an extent that I could hardly have sworn to 
his identity. There was certainly no physical 
injury of any kind. But one false statement 
was made by Barrymore at the inquest. He 
said that there were no traces upon the 
ground round the body. He did not observe 
any. But I did—some little distance off, but 
fresh and clear.” 

“ Footprints ? ” 

“ Footprints.” 

“A man’s or a woman’s ? ” 

Dr. Mortimer looked strangely at us for an 
instant, and his voice sank almost to a 
whisper as he answered :— 

“ Mr. Holmes, they were the footprints of 
a gigantic hound!” 


(Zo be continued.) 
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A School for Animal Painting. 


By LENORE VAN DER VEER. 


Jk. FRANK CALDERON, 
the artist, enjoys the distinc- 
tion of being at the head of 
the only school for animal 
painting in the world. Some 
six years or more ago this 
school was founded by Mr. Calderon in most 
primitive surroundings off Baker Street, but 
it so grew in popularity that in recent years 
the town school has found its way during the 
summer months 
into the most de- 
lightful country 
atmosphere, 
where models 
are of the real 
country - born 
variety and back- 
grounds as rustic 
as you please. 
The spot 
chosen for the 
school is at 
Headly Mill 
Farm, three miles 
from Liphook, 
Hants, and while 
some few changes 
have been made 
in adapting it to 
the purposes of 
painting, the 
general effect is 
practically what 
it was when 
answering the 
requirements of 
‘farm life. 
There are the 
quaintest of 
thatched - roofed 
barns and old 
ricks left stand- 
ing, and it is in 
this rick-yard that the easels are pitched and 
work done. The place is well shaded by 
trees, and when the day is unusually warm 
there is shade also for the models, though 
the workers prefer always the effect of full 
sunlight. The old farm-house itself has 
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been turned into a most delightful home for 
Mr. Calderon, while the students are given 
lodgings amongst the country cottagers there- 
about. 

In one of the barns Mr. Calderon has 
fitted himself with a first-rate studio, which is 
quite roomy enough to afford background for 
horses,cows, or whatever he may wish to 


paw, There are two large rooms in fact, 


and last’ year one was used for dancing 
frequently, but 
this summer is 
seen only as a 
part of Mr. Cal- 
deron’s studio. 
In the larger 
barn the stu- 
dents work when 
the days are 
stormy and make 
merry when 
work-time is over 
and the dusk is 
on. Special lights 
have been ar- 
ranged by way of 
great plate-glass 
windows, and 
there arè first- 
rate places for 
the models in- 
side also, so that, . 
no matter what 
‘the weather may 
be outside, there 
is perfect com- 
fort within, and 
students find it 
quite pleasing 
sometimes work- 
ing away to the 
music of falling 
rain. The old 
barn proves not 
half bad as a ball-room, either, and there 
are plenty of banjos and fiddles that twang 
out jolly tunes ©’ evenings. 
Cricket is as popular at Headly Mill Farm 
as at Lord’s, and there are few days when 
the students do not take a turn at the bat. 
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INTERIOR OF THE BARN 


Models are called from nine to one and 
again from four to seven, and between these 
hours there is an absolute freedom to do and 
go as one pleases, and one may be sure that an 
art student knows as well how to enjoy leisure 
as happily as work-time, and the days are 
very bright ones for both master and student. 
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SHOWING MR. CALDERON'S STUDIU. 
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To those who 
paint animals 
there is a great 
charm in being 
ableto do so out in 
the open, d'après 
Nature, for it is 
quite unlike the 
sitting in a town 
workroom work- 
ing at the self- 
same model even, 
for there is always 
the question of 
local colour crop- 
ping up, and it is 
such a comfort to 
have a real true 
country setting to 
work from. No 
artist perhaps 
copies a back- 
ground as it is 
afforded him by 
Nature ; still, he is very awake to her possi- 
bilities, and is always happily pleased to accept 
her suggestions ; and to get a glimpse at this 
littlecolony of student artists working diligently 
in the old rick-yard, with its rustic settings 
and distant fields, is something of an inspira- 
tion to even the most matter-of-fact mortal. 


PAINTING A MARE AND FOAL IN THE OPEN. 
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From a Photo. by] 


Among the illustrations of the students at 
work it will be seen that much of the charm 
lies in the rustic backgrounds afforded the 
sketchers, and it is interesting to know that 
these very sittings in our illustrations have 
figured in many Academy pictures of the 
past three years, both from the brush of the 
master and his pupils. 

There are many delightful spots away from 
the grounds, immediately about the barns, 
where students pitch their easels and big sun 
umbrellas on Saturdays, or between the 
regular hours for work, and do a bit of land- 





w 


From a Photo. by] 
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PAINTING COWS—NOTE THE STAKES AND ROPES TO TEACH ANIMALS To *‘sit.” (E. Coze, Mulnura’ 


scape on their own account. It is not 
infrequent for a stroller to come upon some 
dozen or more solitary easels, pitched here 
and there among the daisy fields or beside a 
softly running stream ; for Old England affords 
almost everything beautiful by way of trees 
and sky and water for her artists to work 
from. 

Models are got from the country folk, and 
there are men experienced in their handling 
to insure the proper conduct of the “critters” ; 
for sometimes when a cow or other animal 
is first requested to “stand still and look 
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CHARCOAL STUDY, ON TINTED PAPER, TO SHOW THE STUDENT HOW TO BEGIN. BY MR, CALDERON. 


pleasant” she shows distinct proclivities to tive interest in the progress of the painting 
do as she likes, to the discomfiture and often by making sudden and unexpected jumps 
embarrassment of the painter. into the midst of the paint-boxes and easels. 





CHARCOAL STUDY, ON TINTED PAVER, TO EXPLAIN TO THE STUDENT HOW FAR THE CHARCOAL DRAWING SHOULD BE 
CARRIED BEFORE PROCEEDING TO PAINT. BY MR. CALDERON, 


A young foal that was being sketched with This is not an infrequent desire on the part 
its mother, and was allowed to stand at of dogs, either, especially as the work assumes 
liberty beside her, used to show an apprecia- to a pronounced likeness, when they attempt 
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to pay the artist the tender compliment of 
wishing to “go” for the dog on canvas. 

So it is easily understood that a man must 
always be in attendance, and few models are 
ever done at liberty, for it is seldom that any 
animal learns to “pose” in the real sense of 
the word, no matter how many times he may 
figure as a model. The cow is really the most 
patient of all animals to paint from, and if 
supplied with a comfortable armful of clover 
will stand and munch contentedly for hours 
atatime. Occasionally she will take 
it into her head to lie down, which 
makes it advisable to engage models in 
pairs, so if one lies down or becomes 


yin 


a 


obstreperous, the other may be used 
to better advantage. 

On very warm days a small boy is 
employed to stand near the models and 
wave off the flies with a green bough, and new 
models are usually tied to a stake driven into 


the earth; and if they show tendencies to- 


move about much and are restless there are 
ropes stretched on either side of them from 
other stakes, so they quickly learn to keep 
their position. 

The two charcoal drawings which we show, 
by Mr. Calderon, were done by him to 
demonstrate to his pupils the amount of 
drawing which is required before the use of 
paint, and that it is necessary that a fairly 


good sketch of the animal should be upon 
Vol. xxi1,—18- 
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the canvas before it is touched with the brush. 
Then should be shown the life and feeling 
which are to come out later in the finished 
work. All this is hard for a student to 
believe, for he is very apt to think that with 
paint he can accomplish his result, without 
giving time to the charcoal and pencil 
drawings. 

A favourite study with the students is an 
old rustic with an easy-going mare and cart. 
This picturesque turn-out is, in fact. the staple 






study to work from 
at any and all times. 
The rustic himself 
is everything to be 
desired by way of 
looks and attitudes, 
while the old cart 
and sleepy horse 
could not well be 
improved upon 
from the artist 
view-point of sweet 
rusticity. 
Sometimes an additional charm is added 
through one of the feminine students, or 
perhaps a half-dozen of them, climbing into 
the antique vehicle and taking a turn at 
posing for the benefit of the class. Mr. 
Calderon has a number of fine dogs, and it 
is needless to tell of their figuring to a great 
extent in the work of the school. One of 
them, a beautiful greyhound, is seen in 
Mr. Calderon's well-known picture, ‘The 
Cavaliers Return.” Patrick, an Irish wolf- 
hound, served as the model in “Orphans,” 
the most popular Academy picture Mr. 


STUDY OF A GREYHOUND. 
BY MISS H. C. APPLETON. 
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BY MISS V. SELLS. 


Calderon has ever 
shown. He is 
seen with two 
very small and dis- 
consolate - looking 
puppies tenderly 
held between his 
great paws, while 
his intelligent face 
is filled with sym- 
pathy and com- 
passion. 

Poor Patrick 
died a year ayo, 
and there was 
much 
amonust the stu 


sorrowing 


dents, as well as 
in the home, for 
he was almost 


human, and it 
well for hi 


SPARK 
Merits as a model 
to know that a 


lie -size cast of 


STUDY OF A HUNTSMAN. 
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him, in bronze, occupies a con- 
spicuous place in the class-room. 
Sometimes, as a variety, there are 
goats worked in for models, and 
unless Billy is well fed every minute 
he makes frantic attempts to lunch 
off paint rags and colour tubes ; this 
he has never aceomplished as yet, 
though one pretty girl student has 
had occasfon to lament the painful 
disappearance of a picture-hat, ptns, 
roses, and all. At another time a 
bulldog of high degree, which had 
been kindly sent over from a neigh- 
bouring kennel for the students to 
paint, watched his chance when the 
attendant was napping and went 
tooth and nail for a canvas against a 
near-by tree, on which his trained 
eye caught sight of two demure- 
looking tabbies, apparently napping 
in the sunlight. He had torn out a 
goodly bit from both figures by the 
time the picture was rescued, and 
displayed the greatest ill -temper 
during the remainder of the sitting. 
These are trifling incidents, to be 
sure, but go to show that there are 
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many ways in which the monotony of work 
in a class for animal painting may be relieved 
most unexpectedly. 

There is no little interest taken in the dis- 
covery of fresh subjects to paint, and both 
master and students are always on the look- 
out for something new. After work hours 
there is much of 
interest to be seen 
about the country 
which surrounds 
the old Mill Farm, 
and it is on these 
jaunts of pleasure 
that the models 
are come upon. 
Some horse or 
cow or donkey is 
discovered to 
possess some 
quality which the 
workers have 
found wanting in 
others. Perhaps 
the fascination will lie in some trick of colour 
or demureness of mien ; at any rate, there is 
something “taking” in the creature from the 
point of an artist, and straightway the school 
begin to ply questions as to the owner, and 
when ‘located the negotiations are gone 
through whereby that particular beast is to 
be immortalized on canvas. Sometimes the 
farmer-folk themselves are persuaded to sit: 
aman driving in a rickety waggon, perhaps, 
or a buxom girl feeding the calves, all help 
to make a variety of interesting studies and 
afford delightful ideas for outdoor sketching. 

So pleasing is the life in these surroundings 
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made possible for the artist that many of 
Mr. Calderon’s friends, well-known painters, 
make a point of spending several days every 
summer at the farm, when they paint and 
rusticate to their best liking, and in fact there 
is some likelihood of a colony of studios 
being 


arranged by Mr. Calderon, where 





THE BARNS WHERE STUDENTS PAINT ON STORMY DAYS. 
From a Photo. by F. Cote, Midhurst. 
` 


nearly fledged artists may spend the summer 
days and work with the same freedom as the 
ştudents. This is merely an idea, of course, 
Shich Mr. Calderon has up his sleeve, but it 
is likely to develop into the real at any 
ume. ; 

Th the barn where the students work on 
wet days are seen any number of casts and 
skeletons of different animals as well as 
anatomical charts, for to paint a dog requires 
a knowledge of canine anatomy; but one 
need not study the individual anatomy of 
each breed or even of each species, for if an 
artist know that of a horse, for instance, he 





“THE CREST OF THE HILL.” 
(By permission of Robinson & Co., Bristol, owners of the copyright. Picture purchased for National Gallery of Queensland.) 
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is pretty sure to hit upon the right ideas for a 
cow or dog. But know the anatomy of some 
animal he must, and then couple it with 
keen and quick observation, and he has it. 

In studying horses for action the students 
are not supposed to spend the time in sketch- 
ing as well, but are taught to observe closely, 
and when they come to work they find they 
have the memory of it to work from. One 
cannot well sketch a galloping horse with him 
galloping before one, though with the students 
it is often that the study is made to gallop 
toward and away from them now and again 
during the hours of work. 

Mr. Calderon has been a painter of 
animals since a mere boy, and is happily 
fortunate in never having had a picture 
refused when sent to the Royal Academy. 
His first picture was shown there when but a 
boy of sixteen, and was bought by Queen 


ties for advancement in one’s art, but a first- 
rate outing at the same time, and what art 
student would ask for more? The days are 
all too short for most of them, in truth, and 
when the weeks have slipped by, and it is 
time to return to the work in town, there are 
no end of regrets at leaving the old rick-yard, 
the cows, and the freedom of work in the 
country. 

Both of the paintings by Mr. Calderon, 
shown in our illustrations, have been 
exhibited in the Royal Academy, and are 
among the most popular done by this artist. 
The one called “The Crest of the Hill” 
was purchased for the National Gallery of 
Queensland, while the other, “The Flood,” 
belongs to a private collector. Both pictures 
were done from real life, the models for the 
former being the finest type of the “dray 
horse ” variety, the sort of horse, by the way, 





“THE FLOOD. 
(Exhibited in the Royal Academy.) 


Victoria. The subject was “Feeding the 
Hungry,” and showed a small boy feeding 
some puppies on the deck of a ship. Since 
this success he has been a regular exhibitor. 

His understanding of animals and unusual 
appreciation of their qualities as models 
make him thorough master of the art of 
teaching, and many of his pupils have worked 
their way into the Academy. 

The whole atmosphere of the school at 
the old Mill Farm is so essentially natural 
and restful that it is a pleasure to work, for 
one is not only given the happiest opportuni- 
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which best delights a painter of animals. 
They possess much more character, they 
believe, than the trim, high-bred horse of long 
pedigree, and there is such strength and 
power to be brought out. 

There is as much individuality shown in 
the study of a horse as in the portrait of a 
person, and the delight of the work lies in 
finding a model that simply bristles with his 
very own personality; and in these stolid, 
powerful, steady-going horses the artist eye 
sees much strength of character to in- 
dividualize and stamp each one of them. 
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AR. WEATHERLEY was by 
right entitled to add the letters 
A.A. to his name, having 
obtained a Senior First Class 
in the Oxford local Examina- 
tion, and thus earning the title 
of Associate of Arts. But just now that did 
not seem to elate him in the least, for in his 
present circumstances honours, and names 
too, were practically non-existent, and to all 
intents and purposes he was only a tiny spot 
on the great Australian continent, slowly 
moving across the sandy plains that are 
pseudonymized as the “ Bush.” 

Frederick Weatherley may be said, then, 
to have ceased or suspended existence, and, 
far away from Oxford and her local laurels, 
he was nondescript “ Bill” or “ Bloke,” ‘ on 
the Wallaby,” with feet travel-sore, and 
shoulders chafed by his swag, and throat very 
hot and thirsty. His whole life now was 
only this three-chain road and the desert 
beyond, bounded into a circle by the low, 
uninterrupted horizon, his sole ambition to 
find some shelter before the sun had set, 
a little mutton and some flour, and, if that 
were not too much to hope for, a billy of 
sweetened tea. 

But the sun was swiftly descending on the 
other side; the moon was already beginning 
to shine in purity of silver, and yet as he 
wearily tramped forward he saw nothing but 
the eternal flat, empty and inhospitable. In 
utter exhaustion he halted, threw his blankets 
down by the five-wire fence, threw himself 
down beside them, wiped the sweat from his 
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forehead with the back of his shirt- 
sleeve, and in forlorn hope commenced 
to search in his bundle for something 
to eat, or, better still, to drink. 

There were two blue blankets, eupho- 
niously known in the poetic imagery of the 
Colony as “ Matildas ” ; there was a crimson 
cotton shirt, which, with the other he was 
wearing, made the pair; there were a towel 
and a spare couple of socks, and a few pieces 
of string for emergencies. ‘Then there were 
his tucker-bags, the object of his search, and 
these he opened very carefully and eagerly 
devoured the crumbs of flour he found inside. 
His billy was quite empty and there was 
nothing more: except—oh! irony of fate—a 
copy of Tennyson’s poem, “The Idylls of the 
King,” which a last spasmodic impulse of 
sentiment had induced him to put in his 
pocket at a time when he had a coat. 

He looked at the poctry rather grimly, 
laughed a little between his teeth, and made 
a gesture as if to hurl the book away ; but it 
opened again at the fly-leaf and his eye 
caught the inscription in a feminine hand. 
He read it, none the less slowly in that he 
had already read it a hundred times before: 
raised it to his lips and kissed the name 
that came at the bottom. And then, as he 
had no coat, and so no pocket, he put it 
away in the breast of his shirt. 

Springing to his feet with courage renewed, 
he became suddenly conscious of another 
speck on the landscape beside himself; and 
with much straining of sight saw that it was 
a woman moving quickly across the paddock 
to the left. He hastily tied up his bundle, 
tightened his stomach-belt by another notch 
—a passably efficacious remedy to calm the 
pangs of hunger—climbed between the fence- 
wires, and followed the receding figure. 
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It passed swiftly onward, without hesita- 
tion and without deflection, as if sure of the 
direction of some goal as yet invisible; 
Weatherley limped slowly after, seeking some 
end to this interminable desert. And then 
suddenly before them, between his eyes and 
the low fence of light that was the moon- 
silvered horizon, there grew out a clump of 
gigantic gum-trees : the woman drew up to 
them and was nearly lost in their shade ; but 
stopped and turned, and in strange precaution 
put up her hand to her eyes and peered 
around the silent plain. 

As she caught sight of Weatherley she 
came towards him a few steps: lowered her 
hand from her eyes, and with arms akimbo 
seemed to dispute his passage. He was too 
exhausted to notice that : he saw only a tall, 
dark woman, with head and hair almost lost 
in her Jarge felt wideawake. A woman of a 
singular wild beauty, with half the defiant 
bearing of a man, half the innate shrinking 
of a maiden ; evidently not a squatter’s wife 
or a cockatoo’s, still less a creature of the 
bush pubs: a lass who might be a Romany in 
a country where gipsies were not, who might 
in New Zealand be a Maori princess with the 
blood of an English sea-captain. In 
the glance of a second, and the light 
of his Oxford cramming, he dimly 
divined something like that, but 
what he did was only to go a little 
more forward, take off his hat to her, 
and politely wish her good evening. 

She stared at him in annoyance ; 
then said, in a loud, harsh voice, 
unpleasantly like a man’s: “ Bit of 
a new chum, I guess, to lose your 
tracks round here; anyhow, you 
had better git back to the road you 
came from ; this ain’t no place for 
a kiddie of your sort.” 

But Weatherley was in too press- 
ing a plight to give up hope of 
supper at the outset ; he protested 
in the formula of the Wallaby free- 
masonry, “ Wouldn’t you like me to 
chop you some wood? I’m pretty 
thirsty, you know, and about done 
up.” 

There may have been something 
in his manner of speech that soft- 
ened her, or it may have been his 
face that she was staring into all the 
while, for she said, more graciously, 
“ Ain't been at this game long, 
young fellow, ’ave you? Well, I 
expect it ain’t all honey-pots com- 
mencing. © Come along with me 
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and I'll give you a bit of tucker, but you'll 
have to go quick after. It ain’t safe, see?” 

She turned into the clump towards a spot 
where stood a little wreck of a hut, with 
walls of saplings and roof of bark ; led him 
into the interior, took his bundle off his back 
and threw it on the table, which was planted 
into the earthen floor, motioned him to a rude 
stool and told him to sit down. 

But just then there came the sound of a 
“cooey,” soft and cautious, at which she 
turned white as a sheet and looked through 
a slit of the sapling wall. 

“Oh, you young fool!” she cried, “ why 
didn’t you go when I told you? Now, God 
save us both!” 

And seizing him by the hand, as if he 
were a child, she dragged him outside, raised 
a wooden trap almost at the threshold of the 
hut, and disclosed some steps rudely cut in 
the earth that led to a subterranean pit that 
had once served asa larder. ‘Throwing his 
blankets down there she told him to follow 
them, and then came close to him and ina 
whisper said :— 

. You stay here till I fetch you. Don't 
move or make any noise, or itll mean your 


“SHE DRAGGED HIM 
OUTSIDE,” 
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life; and whatever you see or hear, don’t 
remember.” 

She hastily ran up the steps, let fall the 
trap-door and covered the edge with dirt, to 
give the idea it had not been open, then went 
out on the edge of the clump and “cooeed” 
back to the signal. 

At that two men appeared from what 
looked like a dried-up water-hole, bearing 
some sort of a bundle between them; they 
slowly came up to where the woman stood. 

“ O.K., Liz?” said one of them. 

“O.K.,” she replied. And they continued 
their way to the hut. 

On the table they threw their bundle: a 
Chinaman, gagged with his own pig-tail. He 
lay there inert, without a sound or struggle, 
and one of his captors, looking at him, 
discovered just in time that his gag was 
slowly suffocating him. So he untied the 
tail, and the Chinaman, being free, com- 
menced to weep piteously. 

“Won't he tell yer?” asked Liz. 

“No, the snipe,” 


was the answer. 
“That’s why we 
brought him here. 


But I reckon a few 
minutes’ quiet con- 
versation, without no 
fear of anyone hinder- 
ing, ‘Il sorter of per- 
suade him contrary.” 

At which the 
Chinaman wept more 
piteously still. And 
with reason, for the 
taller man of the 
two, a typical 
“ crow-eater,” long 
and lanky and with- 
out an ounce of fat 
on his body, was 
now twisting his 
pig-tail and inflict- 
ing excruciating 
torture. 

“ Now then, Jim- 
mie,” he continued, 
“are yer or ain't yer going to tell? ’Cause 
if yer ain’t, we shall have to persuade yer 
some more, sha’n’t we, Doctor?” 

The other man, unbecomingly short and 
most uncomfortably fat, and who owed his 
name not to any medical honours, but to his 
former profession of sea-cook, a profession 
that had likewise acquired him his corpu- 
lency—the Doctor only nodded in approval 
and support, and proceeding at once to 


Digitized by Goc gle 


143 


action commenced a little persuasion of his 
own. 

He unlaced the thick leather boots of the 
Chinaman, who was still lying on the table ; 
he drew his revolver from his pocket; he 
forced one of the Chinaman’s naked toes in 
the space between the cocked hammer and 
the nipple of the cartridge, and so let fall the 
trigger and sent the sharp hammer into the 
pinched yellow flesh. 

The Chinaman set up a shriek of agony, 
which was immediately stopped by the long 
man half-choking him; but the woman, who 
had remained passive up till now, struck the 
Doctor away from his victim, loosened the 
pistol, and flung it into the brute’s face. It 
exploded in the impetus, and the bullet lifted 
his hat right off his head and singed his hair, 
within an inch of his brain. 

With a fearful oath the Doctor’s hand went 
to his waist-belt, where, sailor-fashion, he 
carried his sheath-knife ; but while he was 
yet staggering the woman had been before 





“THE WOMAN LOOSENED THE PISTOL AND FLUNG IT INTO THE BRUTE’S FACE.” 


him, had seized the knife, and was threatening 
him with it. 

“Don’t you do it,” she cried. “Don’t you 
never think of it. Because,’ she added, 
slowly, feeling the edge with the thumb of 
her left hand, “it’s a good sharp knife and 
it’s easy to go through fat like yours. You 
let the Chinkie alone, and me and Bill'll 
manage him, won’t we, Bill?” 

Bill, who had meanwhile possessed himself 
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of the revolver, laughed at the Doctor’s defeat, 
then said, to quiet matters :— 

“All right, ain’t she, my Liz? But you 
have to let her have her way, you bet. Ere,” 
he cried, addressing her, “if you don’t want 
the Doctor to dose him, you tackle Jimmie 
yourself; ’cause it’s a dead cert that he’s got 
to tell where he’s put his dust if he wants to 
get out here alive.” 

“ D’you savey that, Jimmie?” she asked the 
Chinaman ; “blab it quick before they hurt 
you again.” 

The Chinaman stopped his whimpering for 
a moment; then, motioning her to stoop 
down, he jerked out: “Velly pourl (poor) 
man, pourl Jimmie; no cash, dammy, 
dammy.” 

But Bill’s hand was again on his pig-tail ; 
he went on in a hurry: “ Dead Men Gully, 
big gum tlee, little hole.” And he burst into 
profuse tears. 

“ Allee lightee,” sang Bill, mimicking the 
other’s speech. “Now we've got it. And 
all you’ve got to do now is to come with us 
and show where to dig.” 

“ Wait a bit,” said Li iz; 
of tucker before we start.” 

The Doctor evidently thought it a good 
idea : he produced a tin of salmon, a mutton- 
bone, some condensed milk, and some flour, 
and, quickly starting a fire, made some tea. 
So the two men ate ; while the woman made 
a semblance of bandaging the Chinaman’s 
foot. But she was watching the pit where 
Weatherley was: in terror lest he should start 
out or make a noise and be discovered. 

Bill, who was growing better tempered, 
since he had found the secret and had his 
tea, kindly offered Jimmie some food too; 
but though the Chinaman was probably 
starving he would not violate his religion and 
eat with infidels. So they forced him to his 
feet, and, half carrying him, half dragging 
him between them, set out for their new 
destination. “And you'd better come too, 
Liz, with a sack,” said Bill. “I expect it'll 
be a pretty heavy load, and you can bear a 
hand as well as us.” 

She evidently dared not disobey ; she 
followed them, and left the hut once more 
deserted. 

Now, some of my more high-minded 
readers may here demand in indignation 
why Weatherley, who had heard every word 


“let’s all have a bit 


of the conversation, did not burst out and’ 


overcome this band of ruffians and rescue 
the persecuted Chinaman. The reasons that 
prevented him doing this were very complex : 
his upbringing had not been athletic, he 


Digitized by Go gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


was of a nature more apologetic than asser- 
tive; he was exhausted by his day’s march 
and weak for want of food ; he was sufficiently 
logical to see that in any fight the odds would 
be enormously against him, and sufficiently 
imaginative to realize the consequences ; to 
this he tried to add his reluctance to bring 
any danger on the woman who had hid him 
there or to increase the poor Chinaman’s 
tortures by his aggravating intercession ; he 
was quite bewildered by the unexpected 
events that were taking place, and the net 
result was that he was frightened to come out. 

So frightened, indeed, that for a space he 
had quite forgotten his hunger and thirst, 
but now that he found himself alone the 
pangs came back with double gnawings. The 
hunger he might still have sustained, with 
another recourse to his stomach-belt, but the 
knowledge of that billy of tea on the table 
overcame his fearsome caution, and with a 
courage born of desperation he forced up the 
lid of his cell and stepped into the hut. 

There was nothing to think about now ; 
the only thing possible was supper. At once 
he fell on the remnants the others had left ; 
seizing the billy with both hands, he gulped 
down the cold, black tea, more delicious now 
than the finest brand of champagne he had 
ever been regaled with, then seized the 
mutton-bone in one hand and the hard, 
clammy damper in the other, and so thought 
of nothing at all, but ate and was very 
thankful. 

Till all at once the woman cooeed from 
afar ; why, but to warn him, he did not know, 
but he realized, too late, the perilousness of 
his position. He could not go back to his 
pit: they would notice that the trap-door had 
been disturbed: they would notice also that 
their victuals had been eaten ; to attempt to 
escape would only betoken suspicion, and on 
the broad plain there was no hiding-place to 
divert pursuit. His tea must have given him 
his idea: at lightning speed he untied his 
bundle, unlaced his boots, threw himself in 
the top bunk, with his blankets over his feet 
and his boots under his head, turned his 
face to the wall, and commenced to breathe 
heavily as one in profound slumber. And 
at that minute the quartette re-entered. 

The two men and Liz had each a half- 
filled sack on their backs; Bill was leading 
the Chinaman by the pig tail, much as Lady 
de Vere comes down Eond Street with her 
toy-terrier ; and the Chinaman, just like the 
toy-terrier, was trotting behind, with the same 
sort of expression of pained but philosophic 
resignation. 
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“Well, I’m d— d,” cried the Doctor, as 
he caught sight of the nothing that remained 
of the supper; and his evil curses were 
probably in the way of making his statement 
absolutely correct. 

At which Liz looked up and realized 
everything, and for the space of one little 
second went pale. Then she caught back 
her woman’s instinct, and in that moment 
saved Weatherley’s life. 

“Some swagger off his track, I expect,” 
she said, as of an ordinary and unimportant 
event, “and he must have been pretty 
hungry and he must have been pretty tired — 
and he’s done in all the tucker and he’s been 
down the larder 
to look for 
more, and it 
don’t seem as if 
nothing’d wake 
him again.” 

“ We'll soon 
see about that,” 
said Bill, who, 
if you come to 
think of it, 
couldn’t afford 
to run any risks 
in such a deli- 
cate matter; 
“light the 
grease-pot, 


Doctor.” 
Then Bill 
took the lighted 


lamp with his 
left hand and 
the Doctor’s 
revolver with 
his right, and 
thrust the lamp 
before Weather- 
ley’s eyes and 
held the re- 
volver cocked 
about an eighth 
of an inch off 
his temples. 
Now, if Wea- 
therley had 
been an ordinary courageous Colonial rough 
he would have sprung up, grappled his 
assailant, got overpowered by numbers, and 
by-and-by got shot; if he had been an 
ordinary Colonial, without the courage, he 
would have burst into an accentuated snore 
and turned on the other side, in mistaken 
assurance of the depth of his sleep; an 


action which would have brought Bill’s trigger 
Val, xxii —19. 
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down at once. As it was, he lay calmly still, 
with eyes closed but never flinching, and 
respiration deep but regular. Education, 
you see, has sometimes its advantages, even 
in the bush. 

During this time Lizzie had placed her 
hand, yet not unkindly, over the Chinaman’s 
mouth, to prevent him from uttering a sound ; 
and with the same quick intuition she kept 
her back both to the moonlight and the 
lamp. Or else, in that terrible moment, her 
face would have betrayed her; the Doctor 
would have seen compassion there, and that 
meant treachery ; but Bill, who was her man, 
would have seen more, would have seen 
and slain her— 
and him. The 
Chinaman felt 
some kindness 
in her hand 
that was on his 
mouth, felt that 
the hand had 
become gen- 
tler ; he saw, 
too, even in the 
darkness of her 
face, that her 
eyes were glint- 
ing with tender- 
ness and hidden 
tears; he un- 
derstoodand he 
sympathized. 

“No danger 
there,” said Bill, 
but in a cau- 
tious whisper ; 
“the bloke’s 
too fast asleep. 
So we'll make 
tracks without 
him knowin’ it 
and get off with 
the dust.” 

“What are 
you going to do 
about Jimmie?” 
asked the Doc- 
tor, who still 
bore him a grudge. ‘You've got the pistol, 
boss.” 

“ Jimmie’s owned up square,” said Bill, 
“and we’re not going to hurt Jimmie any. 
But we can’t leave him here on account of 
the little finger in the bunk, and we can’t put 
him in the tucker-pit ’cause he’s found that 
out, too. So we'll take Jimmie out in the 
clump and tie him up to one of the gum 
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trees, with his mouth covered ; and p’r’aps if 
he has luck one of the boundary-riders’ll 
find him and let him loose. Only, we’ve got 
to git.” 

At that Jimmie would certainly have 
howled, but something in the woman’s 
manner that he had sagacity enough to 
grasp reassured him. He let her lead him 
out and the men followed with the bags, and 
Weatherley’s peril was over. 

And none too soon either; for, do what he 
could, the sweat was breaking out on his 
forehead and his heart thumping hard enough 
to betray him. And, as soon as he saw 
through the fence-like wall that they had 
departed, he sprang to the ground in a 
tremor. He gulped down some of the tea 
that still remained with his fear-dried lips, 
and then, seized with a sudden vertigo, he 
fell limply on the bench, with his head on 
the table. 

A step in the doorway alarmed him; he 
turned, resolved to fight for his life rather 
than endure such terrible suspense of sham- 
ming, and Lizzie came up to him laughing. 

“ You aint quite such a young fool as I 
tallied you,” she said, “or you’d have been 
a dead ’un before now. You'd better pack 
up your bluey quick, though, while you’re 
safe, and,” she added, quite timidly, almost 
entreatingly, “and I’m coming with you.” 

It would have been an obvious thing to 
ask why, or still more reasonable to have 
said no; but Weatherley did neither. In- 
stead, he went up to her and took her hand, 
and, raising it to his lips, kissed it in sincerity 
of gratitude and gentleness of respect as a 
knight of old might salute the Princess he 
has rescued. 

“ And the poor Chinaman ?” he said, then. 
“We must let him loose.” 

“I suppose so,” answered the woman, as 
if that idea had never struck her; “at any 
rate, we ze//, if you say so.” 

So Weatherley shouldered his bundle and 
went out, and she, following after, almost 
humbly, pointed to the place where Jimmie 
was. 

They found him tied toa blue gum, gagged 
again with his own pig-tail: and there he 
stood, without trying to get away, only 
whimpering, in his religious, fateful resigna- 
tion. He let them release him without 
expressing much emotion; only, when he 
wis loose, he, too, kissed the woman’s hand. 
But impulsively she drew it away and wiped 
it on her robe; and both his action and hers 
had a strange significance. 

“Now,” cried the woman, speaking as if 
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to her children, “ we’ve got to step out while 
we've got time. Bill and the Doctor are 
taking the stuff to Bendigo, and I said I was 
coming back to watch the swagger, meaning 
you, bloke” (to Weatherley), “and see as 
you did not find Jimmie here. It'll take ‘em 
all day to hoof to Bendigo, and then they'll be 
about a week blind, so we'd better strike up 
to Echuca and over to New South. Jimmie’s 
coming with us, to keep him from rounding 
on ’em before they sell the gold, and I’m 
going with the little finger, ’cause—I’m just 
going !” 

“Allee lightee,” said the Chinaman, in a 
lingo we will here give up all endeavour to 
reproduce. “Jimmie allee lightee. The 
sack’s not gold, only mica. All the gold 
Jimmie’s found he’s sent to China. Jimmie 
big man now, much big peacock-feather.” 

“Then why,” mildly interrupted Weatherley, 
“did you not tell them so, and save yourself 
the torture ?” 

And the Celestial revealed his wiles. Tor- 
ture didn’t hurt a Chinaman, not so much at 
least as his piteous cries made out. If he 
had told too quickly where the mica was 
they would have suspected that it was mica; 
also, even though it was mica, it was still 
worth a little, which Jimmie was loth to lose. 
But the gold, which he had amassed by three 
years’ hard work on deserted claims, he had 
long since sent over to China through the 
Chinese storekeeper at Wangabool, the 
nearest township, 

In this burst of confidence Jimmie ex- 
panded himself much further. He was going 
to this same storekeeper, then take train to 
Melbourne, then home to the Land of 
Heaven; but he was not a pig, to be un- 
grateful to the lily lady who had been all right 
to Jimmie and (producing a tiny ball of red 
tissue-paper from his right ear) the lily lady 
must take that. lt was a lottery ticket and 
would win the first prize—he was a near 
cousin and dear friend of Ah Sing, who kept 
the fantan shop in Little Bourke Street, 
where the lottery was to be drawn and the 
prizes had been arranged beforehand, pro- 
bably to the great spoliation of the foreign 
white devils. 

Lizzie took the ticket, unrolled it, and 
found a square with an immense black 
hieroglyphic in the middle: with a laugh of 
much incredulity she passed it on to 
Weatherley, who, being too much of a fool to 
throw it away, put it in his only receptacle of 
safety, “ The Idylls of the King.” 

But Lizzie wasn’t going to run any risks 
by tramping into Bendigo ; she was going due 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


ON THE 


north, and Weatherley, with an instinctive 
trust in her sagacity, was going to go with 
her. Jimmie could still help them, and 
taking a blank page of Tennyson he found a 
match, ‘undid the bandage of his bleeding 
foot, and in his own blood wrote another 
hieroglyphic, as supernatural and ominous 
as the lottery ticket. This they had only to 
show to any Chinaman they met and he 
would help them with everything he had, and 
then when they reached Melbourne safely 
and cashed the fantan ticket the lily lady 
with the eyes of night 
could marry the timid, 
beardless youth and keep 
a fruit-shop and grow fat. 
(These two last contingen- 
cies being possibly a meta- 
phor of perfect happiness. ) 

At this Lizzie turned 
her head away and was 
herself timid ; 
but Weatherley 
had grasped the 
Chinaman’s 
hand and was 
thanking 
him. So she 
came back 
and bound 
his poor 
foot; then 
— she who 
had beendis- 
gusted when 
he kissed 
her hand 
butashort 
while before 
— she took 
Ais handand 
kissed his 
forehead. 

Jimmie’s face brightened; he carefully 
wound his pig-tail on his head, coquettishly 
adjusted his large felt hat, turned on his 
heel, and with a last cheery “ Allee lightee !” 
turned on his heel and trotted away—away 
to Wangabool and China. 

And the fierce, fearless woman was left 
abashed and blushing with the first man 
she had ever loved, younger than herself 
and standing there awkward and confused. 
At last he managed to stammer out, “ He’s 
a brick, that Chinaman.” Then, hearing no 
answer, he took the lottery ticket and prof- 
fered it to her. “It’s for you, you know,” 
he said, “for I am going away, too.” And 
seeing her look of surprise and piteous 
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entreaty he looked more awkward than 
ever. 

The book of Tennyson was still in his 
hand ; he turned to the front page and held 
the inscription before her. She could not 
read, but she saw the letters were in a 
woman’s hand, and she took the book and 
gazed at it and saw all the world blur before 
her eyes. For this was her first love—and 
her first tears. 

“ You see,” he said, gently, taking the book 
away, “you see—what Jimmie said—it is 
impossible.” 

She drew all her body 
up in defiance of that 
unknown other; her 
hands clenched and 
were raised as if in 
fight; then a quiver 
went through her, and 
she fell limply against 
the tree. And for a 
space they stayed thus; 
and the sun had risen 
and was burning 
golden, and above 
them the mopokes were 
screaming in derision. 

At last she spoke. 
“Let’s go back to the 
hut,” she said, with a 
little laugh, “and have 
some breakfast.” 

Back they went ; he 
lit the fire, while she 
made the damper; 
and, the tea brewed and 
the mutton broiled, 
they sat and ate their 
meal. ‘Then Weather- 
ley strapped up his 
blankets. Liz took 
another billyful of tea ; 
and with a last look round at the hut she 
said :— 

“We will tramp north into Mitiamo, where 
they won’t think of looking for us. We 
shall find out there if the Chinkie will help 
us; if he does, we'll go down to Melbourne, 
where you can get the money for the lottery, 
and go home—to fer.” 

“No,” he answered, “the money’s yours. 
If you don’t take it I'll tear it up, like that.” 

“ Wait a minute,” she cried, stopping him ; 
“you are such a fool, you know.” But she 
said that with a smile. And at last, after a 
long dispute, they compromised on a half 
each. 

And then they went to Mitiamo and found 
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a Chinese gardener there, and as soon as he 
saw Jimmie’s note, or order, or whatever it 
was, he made a grotesque obeisance before 
them, and wanted them to take his whole 
shop. They contented themselves with 
borrowing enough money for second-class 
tickets to Melbourne, which they reached the 
same evening; and, leaving Liz at one of 
the more modest coffee palaces, Weatherley 
went, all impatience, to Little Bourke Street 
and presented his fantan ticket. 

Ah Sing was all smiles and obsequious- 
ness, and explained with much apparent 
sorrow that that particular number had drawn 
a blank; until Weatherley had the happy 
inspiration to again show his ‘Tennyson with 
Jimmie’s recommendation: at which Ah 
Sing became serious, and drawing him into a 
dark little inner room, the ceiling covered 
with ripening bananas, raised a piece of the 
flooring and, taking out a lacquered box, 
counted into Weatherley’s hand Australian 
bank-notes to the tune of £1,000. 

Then he ushered him out with much 
respect, and to the Chinese loungers in the 
passages said some words sharply that sent 
them off in fear, and left Weatherley to find 
his way unmolested to the coffee palace. 

He gave the notes over to Liz, who 
counted them, divided them in half, and 
putting one bundle in her breast said :— 

“ This is for me and my new life.” 

And giving him the other, said :— 

“ And that is for you and your new life— 
with her.” And she went away to her room. 

In the morning she was up betimes: she 
posted the money to the Mitiamo gardener ; 
she bought a complete new outfit for 
Weatherley and booked his passage for 
England in a boat that sailed that same day. 
Afterwards she came in to him; he was 
shaved and dressed in his new 
togs; she came up with hand 
outstretched and said, simply, 
“ Good-bye.” 

But Weatherley would not let 
her go like that. “Tell me your 
name,” he said, “that we may 
remember and pray.” 

“Just Liz,” she answered, 
wearily ; “just let it go as Liz.” 
Then, after a pause, she added :— 

“ And yours ?” 

“ Weatherley.” 

“Well, good-bye, Weatherley, 
and—good luck !” 

“ Good-bye, Liz, and God bless 
you!” 

He stooped forward as if to 
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kiss her, but she wrenched away her hand, 
ran to the door, and was gone. 


When Bill and the Doctor found their spoil 
was mica, and only worth 7s. 3d., they went 
out and spent this money in beer ; then, as 
if in common accord, staggered back as far 
as the hut and found it deserted. 

They stood right up and cursed consider- 
ably, then Bill, for reasons best known to 
himself, perhaps connecting Liz’s disappear- 
ance with jealousy of his partner, drew his 
revolver on the Doctor and fired. But his 
drunken hand was so unsteady that he missed 
every time; and the Doctor, taking ample 
advantage of his chance, drew his sheath- 
knife and, unable to reach his opponents 
heart, contented himself with hacking at his 
lungs. That confirmed all Bill’s worst sus- 
picions—he seized his partner by the kair, 
and with his heavy revolver-butt battered his 
brains against the wall; then, feeling tired 
and sleepy, lay down beside him and slowly 
bled to death. And the crows and ants and 
laughing jackasses came in and ate them 
both. 

Jimmie got back “allee lightee ” to Canton; 
established himself as a. rich and powerful 
citizen, and was raised to the rank ofa 
three-peacock-feather mandarin. But the 
notions he had imbibed in his exile were 
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evidently too startling to the advisers of the 
Son of Heaven, and being suspected of 
liberal ideas of improvement he was seized, 
transported to Pekin, and publicly beheaded. 
It isn’t a nice ending for him, I know, but 
this is a true story, not a nursery lullaby ; 
and that is the reason I have suppressed his 
real name, merely recording that his execu- 
tion happened before the war with Japan. 
If he only could have waited ! 

In Sandridge, which is Port Melbourne, 
there is a private Sailors’ Home much in 
favour with seafaring folk. The proprietress, 
a handsome, matronly brunette, with dark 
flashing eyes and the strength and fearless- 
ness of a man, they declare to be a white 
woman through and through, and many a 
tale they tell of the good she does to seamen 
hard up or in the beachcombers’ hands, and 
many a man she has taken in drunk and set 
on his legs again, with his certificates restored 
and money in his pocket, and many a master 
mariner too has not disdained to come in 
and board with her, and even get her to help 
him collect a crew. 

The consequence is that Mrs. Secourable’s 
(that is the proprietress’s name, they say) is 
always full, but the place is more than usually 
crowded to-night, for word has gone round 
that, for some great and auspicious reason, 
all drinks are free. It is about a year since 
Fred Weatherley had sailed home, and to-day 
Mrs. Secourable has received a letter, with a 
photograph of a little lump of 
humanity, curiously enough also 
named Fred. 

She has hung the portrait in a 
place of honour be- 
hind the bar ; and she 
harangues the 
expectant crowd - 
thus :— 

“Boys,” she 
says, “it’s all my 
call to-night. But 
the name’s Fred 
Weatherley, for 
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both the little fingers, and so drink up to 
them.” ; 

The crowd advanced and did drink; and 
Pat Macarthy, with a happy turn of improvi- 
sation, commenced to sing : “ For they’re two 
jolly good fellows, they’re both two jolly good 
fellows, they’re both of ’em blimey good 
fellows,” and so said all of them. 

And people from the pier heard the merri- 
ment, and hurried in to take their share ; 
and Captain Duke Hawkins, when he found 
no one was allowed to pay, brought in an 
oyster-shell and invited all the blokes present 
to “ring in something for the christening,” 
and then that oyster-shell was all too small 
and they had to substitute a butcher. And 
the mug was bought the next day, and now 
-shines forth on the sideboard of a semi- 
detached villa at Surbiton. 

Mrs. Secourable at that went all among 
them and shook hands with every man 
present ; and this only stimulated them, at 
the gallant captain’s suggestion, to drink to 
her; and Pat Macarthy again rose to the 
occasion by substituting, “ She’s a jolly good 
fellow,” to the same chorus. Presently the 
policeman came in with many apologies to 
draw attention to the hour, and when he 
had done honour to the two toasts they let 
him depart and went away themselves. 

Mrs. Secourable put up the shutters and 
locked the front door (she doesn’t have 
any truck with men-folk on the premises), 
took the portrait and 
went upstairs to her 
room. She kissed it, 
as if it were a holy 
thing ; drew from be- 
neath her pillowa little 
box full of letters, in 
the same writing as 
this evening’s, and put 
it in amongst them, 
and on the top of all 
placed a dirty little 
book of poetry, “ The 
Idyll of Her King.” 
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By LEONARD LARKIN. 


With Llustrations from an ancient Japanese illuminated roll. 


THOUSAND years ago Japan 
was a land as full of giants and 
fairies and ogres and, dragons 
as this country (or, indéed, any 
other country) at about the 
same time. That is to say, 
stories are told in Japan to-day of the fairies 





and giants of those times just as they are ih , 


our own nurseries ; and the Japanese tales, 
like the English, the French, and the rest, 
have usually some groundwork of historical 
fact. Indeed, it is far more certain that the 
hero of the story I am now to tell was an 
actual historical personage than that our 
own King Arthur was; though his adven- 
tures, like the King’s, have been enlarged 
and improved by the imaginations of many 
generations. Listen, then, to the story of 
the terrible Shiuten Doji, the man-eating ogre 


natural creatures, but, no matter what form 
he might take in his waking hours, he could 
not keep it in sleep, and the moment that 
slumber overtook him he lay revealed in all 
his hideousness for what he was—a horned, 
red, ugly giant. His almost constant form 
during day was that of a great, clumsy, 
smooth-faced boy, 7ft. or 8ft. high; and as 


‘he passed all his inactive days in orgies of 


drunkenness, he was given the name of the 
Shiuten Doji, or the great drunkard boy. 
But always, as I have said, so soon as he 
was overcome by sleep, the smooth, boyish 
face was changed into that of a great, hairy, 
flaming, red demon, and in place of a great 
boy there lay an even greater horned and 
terrible giant. 

This fearful creature lived wholly on 
human flesh, and to supply his larder he and 





RAIKO RECEIVES THE EMPEROR'S COMMISSION TO DESTROY THE OGRE, 


of Japan, and his final destruction by the 
valiant knight Raiko, aided by his five faith- 
ful esquires. 

A thousand years ago, inthe days of the 
good Emperor Murakami, there lived in a 
secure fastness among the mountains and 
woods a fearful ogre, who, with his body- 
guard of demons, laid waste the country 
round about, killing, plundering, enslaving, 
and devouring the people. This ogre was 
not originally an ogre by nature, as are those 
of most other countries, but a human being 
whose frightful impieties and flagrant crimes, 
long persisted in, wholly changed his nature 
and transformed him into a giant of cannibal 
tastes, and made him the scourge of the 
peaceful country-side. He had the faculty 
of changing his appearance, like other super- 
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his terrible retainers swept the country, killing 
and robbing and carrying off men, women, 
and children captives, of whom the most 
beautiful of the women and children were 
devoured by the ogre himself. And always 
he was waited on by his most beautiful 
prisoners, gentle ladies dragged from the 
nobles’ castles, which he and his demons 
took and destroyed, till it became the turn 
of each of the unfortunate captives to be 
killed and eaten. 

The news of these atrocities being brought 
to the good old Emperor Murakami, he was 
greatly afflicted and angry, and he asked if 
there were no valiant knights in his country 
who would face the Shiuten Doji and deliver 
the land from his oppressions. Now, at this 
time the greatest of the knights of Japan 
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was one Yorimitsu, chief of the great 
Minamoto clan, who for his great deeds of 
valour had been given the surname Raiko 
—the name by which he was known in 
future ages. He had travelled for years in 
Japan as knight-errant, attended by his 
faithful squire Tsuna, righting wrongs, fight- 
ing demons, and succouring the oppressed. 
It was on one of these expeditions that he 
vanquished the great Demon Spider, of which 
I may perhaps tell you another time. Well, 
the Emperor’s appeal was no sooner uttered 
than Raiko sprang forward and eagerly 
begged to be permitted to undertake the 
task. The aged monarch gladly accepted 
the offer, assuring the knight that when he 
spoke he knew that he could depend on 
the devotion of Raiko, and asked what 
aid he would need. But Raiko would have 
none but that of his trusty squires, and 
expressed himself ready to face the demon 
and all his retainers with these at his back ; 
and so he was given the Imperial com- 
mission, inscribed in golden letters, to go 
forth and destroy the Shiuten Doji and all 
who aided him. 

First, like a devout warrior, Raiko repaired 
to the temples, offering up orisons before 
setting out on his adventure, and receiving 
purification at the hands of the priests. ‘Then 
he took his squires into council, and while 
the arms were being prepared, and the great 
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two-handed swords sharpened, they resolved 
on their plans. 

It was decided that the little band should 
travel disguised as travelling priests—Yama- 
bushi—who wander about the mountains and 
woods. In this guise they might travel any- 
where without causing suspicion as to their 
real objects. And so, all being ready, they 
set out, each carrying on his back the wooden 
box, or pack, that the wandering priests used. 
But in this box was no mere change of 
garments and scraps of alms, but the adven- 
turer’s suit of armour. 

So they went their way laboriously on foot, 
through the woods and streams and over the 
mountains for many miles, slowly journeying 
toward Sumiyoshi, beyond which place lay 
the ogre’s castle. And even as they went 
they heard rumours of the Shiuten Doji and 
terrible stories of his crimes, increasing in 
number and enormity every day. Many 
urged them to turn back or take another 
direction, else assuredly they would be taken 
and eaten by the demons. But for all these 
entreaties they pressed on the harder, resolved 
that they would strike at the giant as soon as 
they might, and so put an end to the destruc- 
iion that devastated the land, or die them- 
selves in their daring attempt. And so they 
went, till they came to a part all bleak and 
bare, where no living thing remained ; for 
now they were nearing the ogre’s country, and 





RAIKO AND HIS FOLLOWERS MEET WITH THE GOOD SPIRIT, 
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all about had been devastated. That night 
they slept in the ruins of a noble castle, 
burnt and blood-stained, from which every 
person not killed on the spot had been 
carried off. 

The next day, as they pressed forward in 
a rocky, barbarous place, where only pines 
grew, they spied before them, standing on a 
rock, an aged, white-bearded elder, who 
greeted them courteously and asked them 
whither they were bound. 

“We are travelling priests, honourable 
father, as you see,” answered Raiko; “and 
being come into this desolate place in our 
journey, we are going as well as we may 
toward a castle that is hereabout, that we 
may rest and eat.” 

Now, this white-bearded elder was no man, 
but a good spirit, the guardian spirit of that 
province which the wicked ogre had laid 
waste. So he answered and said, ‘‘O Raiko, 
well I know thou art a valiant knight, and no 
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Shiuten Doji.” And he made himself known 
to them. 

When Raiko and his squires knew that 
this was the Spirit of Sumiyoshi they bowed 
before him and gave humble salutation. And 
they went very joyously with him and rested 
in his retreat among the mountains, and ate 
and drank and were refreshed; and Raiko 
served the Spirit very dutifully with his own 
hands. And as they sat the good Spirit gave 
them much counsel as to the place they were 
going to and the ways and manners of the 
ogre and his demons, so that they should see 
nothing that should surprise them or dis- 
concert their actions. And to Raiko the 
Spirit gave a magic golden cap to wear under 
his helmet—a cap that nothing could pierce : 
neither sword, nor axe, nor tooth, nor claw, 
no matter what spells of magic should be 
upon the weapon; for he warned him that 
all the expedients of black magic were used 
by the giant, and that the most valiant warriors 





THE GOOD SPIRIT GIVES KAIKO THE MAGIC CAP, 


priest, and these are thy brave squires; and 
well I know the castle thou seekest, the 
castle of the wicked ogre that slays and eats 
the people of the country. Truly I welcome 
thee and give my blessing. Come now, with 
thy good squires, and eat, drink, and rest in 
my retreat ere thou goest forth to slay the 
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would find themselves bewildered and help- 
less in the midst of his fiendish enchantments. 
Also, he gave the gallant companions a mighty 
drug that should overcome the spirits of the 
ogre and make him sleep. 

And now, as Raiko and his little band went 
forward once more, the Spirit of Sumiyoshi 
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RKAIKO FINDS THE WEEPING LADY. 


was always with them, leading them safely 
over the rocky mountains through the black 
woods and dangerous passes and giving them 
words of encouragement. And so they went 
through a wilder and rockier country than 
ever, and at last arrived by the side of a lake 
where the Spirit bade them farewell, assuring 
them that he would be with them though 
invisible, and that presently they should see 
him again. : 

They kept by the shore of the lake till they 
came to a stream, and here they heard a 
sound of weeping. So they turned and 
followed the stream till they came upon a 
noble lady, who was weeping bitterly and 
washing a blood-stained garment as she 
wept. Of her they asked the whereabouts of 
the ogre’s castle, 
but she entreated 
them to turn and 
fly, for if they were 
seen they would be 
taken, and their 
doom was certain. 
Finding them re- 
solved, however, 
with a last warning 
as to what they 
might expect, she 
indicated a path 
through a little 
wood. This path 
they took. It was 
a short one, and no 
sooner had the ad- 


venturers emerged 
Vol. xxii.—20, 
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from among the 
trees than they 
found themselves 
before the great 
gate of the giant’s 
castle, about which 
stood groups of 
demons of the 
bodyguard. 

The demons— 
hairy, tusked, gro- 
tesque, blue, red, 
and green, and 
armed with fan- 
tastically cruel 
weapons — were 
amazed at the 
intrusion of this 
helpless handful of 
wandering priests. 
They received 
them with many 
mocking rever- 
ences, and assured them of a very hearty 
hospitality. But Raiko and his men kept 
impassive countenances, ‘and, appearing to 
take the weltome quite seriously, prayed to 
be brought into the presence of the lord 
of the castle. The demons, anticipating a 
pleasant meal from these adventurous priests, 
led. them to an ante-room while the news of 
théir arrival was conveyed to the ogre. 

It had been agreed that, until the time for 
action arrived, the adventurers should strictly 
avoid any appearance of surprise, no matter 
what might happen; and that they should 
behave precisely as they would in seeking 
the shelter of any nobleman’s castle which 
they might come upon on their journey, con- 
forming to the customs of the place, and 





THE DEMONS AT THE GATE OF THE OGRE'S CASTLE. 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 





Digitized by Goc gle 


RAIKO AND HIS FOLLOWERS RECKIVED bY THE OGRE, 


betraying no signs that what they saw and 
heard was anything out of the ordinary. So 
they sat stolidly in the ante-room, apparently 
regardless of the sardonic grins of the demon 
guard, till presently they were told to follow 
the messenger, and at last found themselves 
in the presence of the dreaded Shiuten Doji. 

He stood upon a dais at the upper end of 
a great apartment, and an the lower floor at 
each side was ranged his personal guard of 
demons. He appeared in his usual waking 
guise of a great boy, clad in Chinese garb, 
and he rested upon the shoulders of two pages, 
also in Chinese costume. His smooth 
countenance was nevertheless very terrible 
as he demanded angrily to know the reason 
of the priests’ visit. 

Raiko and his men, sitting respectfully at 
the lower end of the room, bowed low, 
with their foreheads to the ground. “We 
are a small company of pilgrims, O Prince,” 
answered Raiko, “and for many days have 
we wandered in unknown ways about this 
country, seeing no man, and much oppressed 
by the toil of travel. By good fortune have 
we come upon the gate of this your castle 
and palace, and we throw ourselves upon 
your worship’s honourable hospitality, beg- 
ging the rest and refreshment that are never 
refused to the poor Yama-bushi, more 
especially by so great a Prince as yourself.” 

“Truly you shall have our hospitality,” 
answered the Shiuten Doji, in a great voice. 
“Truly you shall have the hospitality you 
deserve, every man of you—the hospitality 
that has been given every man, woman, or 
child that has come within my gates since 
they were built.” And being minded to 
divert himself with the poor priests ere he 
added them to his list of victims, he called 
aloud that a feast should be prepared, and 
that the best the castle could produce should 
be laid before the guests, to whom he would 
do honour by eating and drinking with them. 

So the seeming priests, having removed 
their packs and placed them within easy 
reach, took their seats to receive such enter- 
tainment as the ogre might give them. First 
he caused to be placed before Raiko a dish 
which he announced as the choicest to be 
procured in that country, and his own 
favourite. And behold, when the cover was 
removed there lay before the knight a human 
leg, bleeding and ghastly! But neither Raiko 
nor one of his squires gave any sign of 
disgust or horror, and the ogre, waiting to 
enjoy the panic which he had expected to 
see among them, was surprised to observe 
the apparent relish with which the chief of 
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the priests feigned 
to devour his por- 
tion of the loath- 
some. food. 
“Come,” cried the 
giant, “I see you 
are better menthan 
I thought, you 
priests, and not so 
squeamish as I ex- 
pected. We will 
drink together.” 

The horrible 
feast went on, the 
demon attendants 
waiting on the 
Shiuten Doji and 
his guests, and the 
warriors, showing 
nosignsofastonish- 
ment or fear, still 
making pretence to 
eat and drink, till 
at last Raiko, bow- 
ing low before the ogre, said, “ O Prince, your 
humble servants and guests have had such a 
feast as never before was set before them. 
We are poor, and can never make an 
adequate return, but we have a secret in the 
preparation of hot wine that makes it a drink 
truly fit for a great Prince, and we beg to be 
allowed to show our skill.” 

Now, there was nothing in the world that 
the Shiuten Doji loved beyond strong drink, 
and he called aloud for saké, the Japanese 
wine made from rice. And as the fragments 
of the feast were cleared away the saké was 
brought, and the ogre, dismissing his pages, 
was waited on by two beautiful captives, two 
of the many noble ladies whom he had taken 
\n his forays. ‘The adventurers made hot 
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THE OGRE DRINKS THE DRUGGED WINE. 


the saké, pouring into it the powerful drug 
given them by the good Spirit of Sumiyoshi, 
and when he had tasted it the ogre pro- 
nounced it the best drink that had ever been 
offered him. 

So began an orgie in which the Shiuten 
Doji and his demon retainers drank copiously 
and recklessly, while Raiko and his com- 
panions cautiously kept themselves sober, 
and drank none of the saké that was drugged. 
Dances were called for, and after one of the 
demons had exhibited his skill, the Squire 
Sadamichi performed a brilliant measure, 
amid great applause. But all this while the 
drug was working, and presently the Shiuten 
Doji was hopelessly drunk, and was carried 
away by his attendant demons. The adven- 
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THE SLAYING OF THE OGRE. 


turers still plied the remaining re- 
tainers, till at last every demon in the 
place was completely overcome, and 
fell helpless. 

All this the heroes had doné because 
they knew not what magical enchant- 
ments were at the hand of the ogre, 
and they were resolved that he should 
have no opportunity of so exercising 
them as to be able ever to continue 
his career of murder. And now they 
revealed themselves to the captive 
ladies, and, opening the packs they 
had been carrying, armed themselves 
completely. 

The ladies, rejoiced to know that 
deliverers were at hand, led the little 
band past the sleeping guards and 
pointed out the chamber in which the 
ogre lay asleep. And here, as they 
approached the sliding-door, they saw 
before them once again the white- 
haired elder, the tutelary Spirit of 
Sumiyoshi. 

“ Greeting once more, O Raiko !” 
said the Spirit. “Truly thou hast 
done well, and I give thee my blessing 
now that thou goest to accomplish the 
end of thy purpose. But thou must 
know that the Shiuten Doji has a 
body of magical strength, and full of 
venom like a snake. So that though 
he be mortally hurt yet shall he live 
active and evil for a little while and 
poisonous to all he may wound. 
Wherefore take this my third gift— 
an enchanted cord. Tie him well 
with this while yet he sleeps and he 
shall be helpless.” 

So Raiko made obeisance to the 
Spirit and took the enchanted cord, 
and with his squires entered the mon- 
sters chamber. And now they saw 
the Shiuten Doji as he lay asleep, 
most wonderful to behold. For he 
was a great, hairy giant, far greater 
than he had seemed in his waking 
guise, tusked and horned and terrible, 
all of the colour of burning flame, and 
with the head of a demon. And round 
about him were many fair ladies, 
noble captives who saw with joy the 
coming of the adventurers in their 
armour, with their two-handed swords, 
heavy as lead and sharp as razors. 

First, remembering the warning of 
the tutelary Spirit, the squires, under 
Raiko’s direction, secured the ogre 
with cords, fastening him to the pillars 
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IN THE OGRE'S CHARNEL-HOUSE. 


of the apartment. And, this being done, 
Raiko with one slash of his great sword 
struck off the horrible head. Then it was 
seen that the words of the Spirit of Sumi- 
yoshi were true. For the great head sprang 
into the air, gnashing ‘its teeth and spouting 
blood, and flew down upon the head of 
Raiko,* burying its terrible tusks in his 
helmet, and for the moment bearing the 
hero to his knee. But though the fangs 
pierced the hardened steel of the helmet the 
magic cap beneath was impenetrable, and 
so the gift of the good Spirit saved Raiko. 
More, as the head was struck off, the whole 
gigantic body turned and writhed, snapping 
every cord except the enchanted rope given 
by the good Spirit. But that held fast, and 
instantly the squires sprang upon the body, 
slashing it to pieces with their sharp swords, 
while the poor ladies ran in horror from the 
terrible scene. So was the Shiuten Doji 
slain, and the body so cut and dismem- 
bered that it could do no mischief. 

Now, the terrible noise of this struggle 
awakened the demon guards, who rushed in 
helter-skelter upon Raiko and his men. 
But Raiko, flinging away his broken helmet, 
though still wearing his magic cap, met the 
captain of the demons as he came, and 
clove his head to the chin with a stroke of 
his sword ; and the squires made great play 
with their long swords among the rest. 
Watanabe no Tsuna, Raiko’s first and best- 
beloved squire, who had helped him kill 
the Demon Spider years before, cut one 
hideous devil in two across the waist, while 
Suyetaké and Sadamichi the dancer each 
brought down a demon with the terrible 
stroke that falls between neck and shoulder 
and cleaves the body to the opposite side ; 
and the others, with similar feats of swords- 
manship, overthrew the enemies opposed to 
them. And so the fight raged furiously, the 
half-dozen warriors maintaining their ground 


unflinchingly, and striking down the demons 


one after another as they came running into 
the fray. Till, after a long struggle and many 
wounds, the whole demoniac guard lay dead. 

Then the heroes sought the dungeons 
where the ogre had kept his captives, and 
after a long search they came upon a fearful 
place where there were caves round about, 
and where the ground was strewed with 
skulls and bones. Guarding this place they 
found the last two of the demons, greater 
znd more formidable than the rest. But 





* In the illustration the head is shown twice, once in the 
air, and once biting at Raiko’s head; the expedient is 
adopted by the artist to tell the story completely. 
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THE FIGHT WITH THE DEMONS, 


these they captured alive and bound securely, 
thinking to use them as guides to such dun- 
geons as might otherwise lie undiscovered. But 
now some of the captive ladies, seeing the last 
of the demons rendered harmless, came for- 
ward and conducted the gallant band through 
the caves, which were places more horrible 
than ever human eyes had beheld before, piled 
high with the bodies of hundreds of murdered 
people and littered everywhere with bones. 
So horrified were the adventurers at what they 
saw that they were impatient to return and 
kill the two remaining demons, that none 
should live a minute longer who had been 
concerned in crimes so fearful. And so at 
last, when every place had been explored 
and every wretched prisoner still alive re- 
leased, they went and struck off the two 
demons’ heads. 

And this was the end of the ogre and his 
band. ‘Taking the head of the Shiuten Doji 
with them, and the heads also of the chief 
among his demons, Raiko and his squires 


returned in triumph to the Imperial city, 
bringing with them the noble ladies who had 
been rescued; and everywhere on the 
mountainous road where the passes were 
difficult or dangerous the Spirit of Sumiyoshi 
walked before them, leading them in the 
safest paths. 

Of the Emperor’s gratitude and of the 
rewards with which he loaded Raiko and his 
men there is little need to tell. The illumi- 
nated roll from which the illustrations have 
been taken describes a triumphal procession, 
and sets forth the honours at great length. 
The valiant Raiko lived to a great age—over 
a hundred—and died in peace, honoured 
through all Japan. The actual date of his 
death was the year 1021 of our era, and the 
slaying of the Shiuten Doji is said to have 
taken place in 947. It is probable that in 
reality the ogre was merely some powerful 
and cruel robber chief whom Raiko over- 
came, and the story has gained its super- 
natural embroidery in course of tradition. 
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and treasured all over the 
world, and he himself on 
terms of friendship with 
almost every distinguished 
person of his time. His 
father was a poor shoe- 
maker, who, however, had 
not been without his crav- 
ing for adventure, inas- 
much as he had enlisted 
and fought in the wars of 
the great Napoleon, re- 
turning with blighted 
hopes and broken health 
to die when Hans was 
only a little boy. His 
widow earned a livelihood 
by washing for people. 
But Hans did not want 
to become an artisan; he 
felt he was meant for 
something better and 
greater; he wrote poetry 
and was fond of acting. 








HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN IN HIS STUDY. 
From a Photo, by Hansen & Walker. 


OES it not seem the most 
natural thing in the world 
that HansChristian Ander- 
sen should leave behind 
him a scrap-book of unique 
charm and interest? This 

scrap-book is a very large folio, bound in 

a much-worn green cover, with, I think, 

about 112 leaves in various colours, 
white, pink, grey, blue, green, mauve, 
full of autographs, letters, portraits, 

drawings in pen and pencil, coloured 
pictures, printed matter, dried flowers, 
elaborate cuttings in paper, cartes de 
visite, etc., mementos of the most illus- 
trious men and women of the century. 
The words which Andersen has written 
under the accompanying photograph of 
himself, taken in his study, “ Life itself 
is the most beautiful fairy tale,” could 
not have been more felicitously chosen— 
for to him, at least, life did prove a won- 
derful and delightful fairy tale. Born at 

Odense, in the Island of Fuhnen, on 

April 2nd, 1805, in a poor and humble 

home, he died, having reached the three- 

score years and ten, the possessor of the 
highest Danish title, decorated with 
orders innumerable, his works known 
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has reference to an amateur 
performance, of which the scrap- 
book likewise contains the pro- 
gramme. It was a “strictly 
private representation” given 
at the Gallery of Instruction, 
Regent Street, Saturday evening, 
July 4th, 1857, at nine o'clock. 
The performance, “under the 
management of Mr. Charles 





SIR WALTER SCOTT, 


left the maternal home to try his luck in 
Copenhagen, an awkward, gawky, and 
lanky lad. He must, however, have had 
wonderful faith in himself, for he called 
upon a number of literary and dramatic 
celebrities, before whom he, generally un- 
asked, recited his verses or performed 
some of his dancing. People as a rule 
were inclined to think him a little off his 
head, but there were a few who formed a 
more correct conception of the strange 
young fellow. He succeeded in being 
accepted as a pupil at the Royal Theatre, 
appeared in a few minor parts, but soon 
found out that he and the stage were 
hardly suited to each other. Through the 
assistance of friends he now began to go 
to school, eventually passing the students’ 
examination in 1828. Five years later he 
was allowed to have his first peep at the 
great world, visiting Germany, France, 
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Dickens,” comprised “an en- 
tirely new romantic drama, 
‘ The Frozen Deep,’ by Wilkie 
Collins” — Charles Dickens, 
Alfred Dickens, Wilkie Collins, 
and Shirley Brooks being 





JENNY LIND. 


amongst the actors, the ladies 





Switzerland, and Italy. 
In after years he be- 
came a great traveller, 
of which his scrap-book 
bears testimony. 
There are several 
letters from Charles 
Dickens, who calls him 
“ Dear Hans Ander- 
sen,” signing himself 
“ Affectionately and 
cordially ” in one letter 
and in another “ With 
admiration and re- 
gard”; also one from 
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Sand, “ Venez 
a 2 h.—, cher 
ami.” 

Lord Pal- 
merston writes 
in French: “I 
shall have 
much pleasure 
in seeing the 
Chevalier 
Andersen this 
evening. A 
thousand com- 











pliments.” 
The contri- 
bution of Alex- 
andre Dumas 
consists of a 
fiery quotation 








A DRAWING IN THE SCRAP-BOOK TO ILLUSTRATE ONE OF 
HANS ANDERSEN’S STORIES—BY KARLBACH, THE 
CELEBRATED GERMAN PAINTER. 


performing being only down with their 
Christian names—and ‘Two o’Clock in 
the Morning,” in which Charles Dickens 
played Mr. Snobbington’s part. 

Eleven years later Wilkie Collins writes 
to his “dear Andersen,” saying that with 
reference to producing “ The Frozen Deep” 
there is only one copy in existence ; it had 
never been published for fear that it might 
get on to the public stage and do harm 
with the public by bad acting. He writes : 
“In the present deplorable state of our 
stage there is neither actor nor actress for 
the two principal parts in ‘The Frozen 
Deep.’ » 

The entry by Sir Walter Scott is interest- 
ing from the fact that he signs himself 
“ affectionately ”—a striking proof of the 
warm feeling which existed between the 
two great writers. 

Jenny Lind has written under her por- 
trait two lines in German, here given, 
which mean, being interpreted : “ Art and 
Religion were given to men to show them 
the way to another life.” One letter, in 
which she asks him to 
come and dine with her 
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and her husband, she 7 : 2 3 
has signed “ With true on yA tots zj lani Pe, We A 
friendship, yours sin- i a “Ab 


cerely,” and another, 
‘““Your sincere sister, 
Jenny.” The great 
Rachel writes in April, 
1843: “ D'Art, cest le 
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from one of his 
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Thorvaldsen, from whom there are some Heinrich Heine there are several letters and 
charming drawings, one of which, an excellent verses, amongst them a motto written at 
example, is here reproduced, urges his “dear Leipsic in 1846 :— 


Andersen,” in a letter of October 17th, 1840, Alter Mahrchen neuer Sinn, 
to cheer up and not to leave Denmark. From Neuer Mahrchen alter Wahrheit. 
Victor Hugo's 





a ee ee entry, a quota- 
tion from one of 
his own poems, 
is a marvel of 
illegibility and 
might be set as 
a puzzle. It 
deciphers as 
follows :— 
Tleureux qui peut 
aimer ! — on qui, 
dans lanuit noire, 
Tout en cherchant 
la fei, peut ren- 
contrer l'amour. 
Il a du moins la 
lampe en atten- 
dant le jour. 
Heureux en cœur ! 
Aimer, c'est le 
ROBERT SCHUMANN, moitié de croire. 
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whose name 
is Death,” fol- 
lowed by his 
| signature with 
the inscription : 
“To Herr 
Andersen, in 
friendly remem- 





brance.” 
There are in- 











numerable por- 
traits with auto- 
graphs, many 
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Many famous composers have contributed ing a strange sequel to the passport armed 
music, amongst them being Schumann, Men- with which He set out in the world some 


delssohn, Meyerbeer, and others. 


twenty-two years previously, and of which 


Schumann’s music, which is here repro- we reproduce a facsimile. 


duced, is a setting of a song from the second 


Verily, for Andersen life became a beauti- 


vart of Goethe’s ‘ Faust,’ of which the ful fairy tale. 
I ’ y 


English version is: 
“ All that is tran- 
sient is but a 
smile.” 
Mendelssohn 
has written in 
German upon the 
piece of music 
shown in the 
accompanying 
facsimile: *“ To 
the Poet Ander- 
sen, with venera- 
tion and esteem.” 
Meyerbeer con- 
tributes a setting 
of the song the 
words of which 
signify in Eng- 
lish: “ When I rise 
from the slumber 
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Some Wonders from the West. 


XXV.—A ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE. 


O oft has it been stated that 
truth is stranger than fiction 
that the aphorism has become 
| trite; yet it is an undeniable 
| fact that every day there are 
enacted dramas that would 
make the fame of an author, and yet which 
are permitted to pass unnoticed. 

Such a real life romance has been dis- 
closed by the announcement that the Rev. 
Joseph Griffis, who for the past five years 
has been the pastor of the South Presbyterian 
Church of Buffalo, New 
York, would resign his 
pulpit and devote the rest 
of his life to missionary 
work among the Indians 
of the Western United 
States. Thus is added 
the dramatic climax to a 
life that has been replete 
with adventure. 

Born in Texas, the hero 
of this chequered career 
was stolen at the age of 
two years by Indians, who 
massacred his mother. 
The child was raised as 
an Indian boy and knew 
no other life than that of 
the red men, nor did he 
learn that he was not one 
of them by birth until he 
was ten years old. When 
sixteen years of age he 
enlisted in the United 
States army, deserted for a fancied grievance, 
was captured and sentenced to death, but 
managed to escape. He was forced to flee, 
and from that time he has been by turns 
tramp, member of the Salvation Army, 
evangelist, theological student, minister, and 
missionary. 

“ Despite my youth spent as a savage,” he 
remarked in a recent interview, “ I have not 
a drop of Indian blood in my veins. ‘This 
is a fact I find hard to realize when I recall 
the eagerness with which I went to the chase, 
followed the war-path, and exultingly returned 
to the wigwam with the scalp of my enemy 
dangling from my belt. 

“In 1864 my father, a well-to-do American 
ranchman, moved to the south-western part 
of Oklahoma, bordering on Texas. At this 
time the West was the real Indian frontier ; 
the war-cry of the Indian was a familiar 
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THE REV. JOSEPH K. GRIFFIS (WHO WAS KID- 
NAFPED BY INDIANS). 
From a Photo. by A. Hillman. 


sound, and the massacre of the white mena 
horrible but frequent sight. My father was 
one of a little handful of hardy Americans 
who formed a small settlement on the site of 
what is now Gainesville. a 

“One day the Kiowa Indians, who were the 
least friendly of any of the tribes, and who were 
strong in numbers and skilled in warfare, 
made a raid on the settlement. ‘The whites 
were taken completely by surprise, and with 
the exception of a few who were taken as 
captives were brutally massacred. My mother 
fell in the fight, for these 
red men had no mercy on 
women or children, but an 
old Kiowa warrior, who is 
still alive and well remem- 
bers the scene, told me 
many times that she de- 
fended her life and mine 
with fierce courage; 
‘fought like red squaw, 
he would exclaim, en- 
thusiastically. 

“ My father had gone 
to a neighbouring town on 
the day of the massacre. 
When he returned to his 
home he found the settle- 
ment deserted, houses 
burned, and bodies of his 
neighbours and friends 
charred and mutilated. 

“ He searched long and 
earnestly for me, and 
offered a large ransom for 
my return, but the Indians, fearing punish- 
ment, hid me safely and refused to give me up. 
Where I lived until the death of my parent 
I do not know, but when he died I was 
taken to the wigwam of Big Bow, the chief 
of the Kiowas. 

“I can recall my life from that time very 
vividly. Big Bow was very kind to me, and 
his squaw cared for me with all the tender- 
ness an Indian mother is capable of 
bestowing, and they are very fond of their 
children. I entered into all the sports of the 
Indian youth, trained myself in the handling 
of the bow and arrow, and could bring home 
game of which any huntsman might be proud. 

“When I was about ten years old some- 
thing occurred which changed my life and 
made me a wanderer. I was travelling with 
a small band of Indians under Big Bow, and 
just as we were about to pitch our tents we 
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were captured by a company of American 
infantry. A soldier, who seemed friendly 
towards us, called me to him and commenced 
questioning me. He asked if I were a Kiowa. 
I answered that I was, and that Big Bow and 
his squaw were my mother and father. The 
soldier seemed to doubt this statement, re- 
marking that I did not look much like an 
Indian despite my togs, for I dressed in the 
regular Indian costume, paint, skins, feathers, 
and everything that marks the red man’s 
clothes from those of the whites. I was 
just leaving my questioner when he called 
me back and asked to see 
my left arm. He had 
noticed the vaccination 
mark that proved me to 
be of white origin. ‘I'he 
commanding officer then 
took me to Big Bow and 
asked him to tell my 
history. This he refused 
to do at first, denying in- 
dignantly that I was a 
white man’s son, but, after 
much persuasion, he was 
finally induced to tell my 
history. 

“The officer of the in- 
fantry took me in charge, 
and, with the aid of Big 
Bow, who thought it 
might be to my advan- 
tage to be thrown among 
my own people, got in 
communication with my 
uncle, who lived in Texas. 
When my identity was 
proved my uncle came for 
me and took me with him 
to Texas, where I was 
forced to put aside my 
Indian habits and live the 
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“I journeyed for days over the prairies 
and mountains, enduring all manner of hard- 
ships, but happy in the fact that I was free and 
on my way to the people I loved. I had 
lost track of Big Bow, and I doubt if he 
would have kept me with him had I returned, 
for he felt that I should be given back to my 
people. After travelling for several weeks 


- without falling in with the Indians I finally 


struck through the forests to a camp that I 
had often heard of. There I met some 
straggling Utes and became one of them. 

“ This tribe met with reverses, and I joined 
the Cheyennes, and, later, 
a little band of Kiowas. 
For six years I led the 
roving life of these tribes, 
hunted, fought, and lived 
with them, and at times 
forgot that I was a ‘pale 
face.’ 

“In 1878, although I 
was not more than six- 
teen, I enlisted in the 
United States Army. I 
was put in Company K 
16th Infantry, and did 
scout duty for some time. 
I won an important horse- 
race, which attracted the 
attention of Captain 
Crews, of the 4th Cavalry, 
and thinking to do mea 
kindness he offered to 
engage me as scout and 
interpreter on soldier’s 
pay. I accepted the 
commission and served 
two and a half years, when 
we were sent on the trail 
of a band of Cheyennes, 
à who had left the reserva- 
es tion on a foraging ex- 





life of a civilized white boy. 

“ This restraint soon 
became irksome, and 
I longed to go back to the wild, adventur- 
some, roving life of the Kiowas. I loved the 
rough kindness of the Indians, their courage, 
and restless, roving ways. I detested the 
mean, hampering, little conventionalities of 
the whites, and I made up my mind to return 
to the life that was a part of me. 

“ After staying long enough with my 
uncle to gain his trust and confidence, and 
when the strict watch that had been kept 
over my comings and goings had been re- 
leased, I slipped out of the town and ran 
away to join the Indians. 
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From a Photograph. 


pedition. Because of an 
insult I had received at 
the hands of the com- 
manding officer I had several months been 
planning to desert. Two soldiers went with 
me on the trail, and when we met the 
Cheyernes we joined them, but were soon 
met by the soldiers, who were too strong 
for us and overthrew the band. 

“The Indians, being mounted, fled, and 
we alone were captured and taken back to 
camp. I was given a drum-head court- 
martial and sentenced to be shot at retreat. 
Just before the execution was to take place 
Captain Crews said he had decided to post- 
pone it for thirty days, during which time I 
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was to be put in the guard-house at Fort 
Reno for safe keeping. 

“ In the guard-house with me was a young 
soldier known only by the name of ‘ Gee 
Wiz,’ a daring chap and jolly comrade. We 
often talked together about our captivity and 
planned means of escape. One day when 
the vigilant watch was relaxed somewhat Gee 
Wiz cut a hole in the roof of the guard- 
house and, watching our chance, we crawled 
through the aperture out into the bright day- 
light, warm sunshine, and fresh air. Ina fev 
minutes the whole camp was roused, and a 
hot chase commenced. We had the start, 
and soon were lost to the pursuers. We 
went seventy-five miles south, nearly starving 
en route, but enjoying our freedom and 
chance to live. When we were at a safe 
distance from camp Gee Wiz and I separated, 
and I have never seen him since. For three 
years I roamed about the country, living the 
life of a tramp, and finally I drifted to 
London, Ontario. 

“Tt was in this city that I first knew the 
Salvation Army. I was roaming around the 
streets in an aimless fashion when I was 
attracted by the service they were holding in 
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the open air, and stayed a while to listen. 
The sermon made a deep impression upon 
me, and I after that attended many meetings, 
until I became converted and joined the 
Army. While still in London I was sent to 
gaol for beating a drum in the street, contrary 
to the law, and during my imprisonment I 
studied the English language. After my 
release I joined the Salvation Army once 
more and remained with them for three 
years, when I became an evangelist, and ten 
years ago I was ordained minister and came 
to Buffalo. 

“Not until four years ago did I secure 
immunity from the death sentence which was 
pronounced upon me for deserting. And 
now I am preparing for a missionary’s life, 
and in a few days I shall be back to 
Oklahoma and the scenes of my boyhood to 
work among my red brothers. My know- 
ledge of their language and character will 
help me greatly in my work. Having been 
one of them for so many years I know best 
how to appeal to them, and I shall consider 
my early years well spent if they assist me to 
civilize the red men and help them to a better 
life.” 


XXVI.—A WHITTLER OF GENIUS. 
By C. B. SMITH. 


In looking over my old numbers of THE 
STRAND, as I often do, I ran across the article 
on whittling in the June number of 1900 by 
Mr. J. W. Russell, which attracted my atten- 
tion, which he calls wonderful, which I do not 
gainsay. But as you have possibly heard 
that the “ Yankee” is a 
whittler of reputation the 
world over, and as I have 
a friend whom I think 
most wonderful, I thought 
I would call your atten- 
tion to some of his work, 
which is done only for 
pastime as he has an idle 
opportunity. 

He is Dr. J. H. Brown, 
of Hamilton Place, 
Boston, Mass., one of our 
noted dentists, a gentle- 
man now about sixty-five 
years old, who enjoys pro- 
bably the best practice of 
anyone in our city. I 
have prevailed on him to 
allow me to photograph 
an assortment of pincers 





each; the smallest was made from one-quarter 
of a match, and less than 1⁄4in. long, with a 
perfect joint, which I saw him make in 
15min. The largest one has sixteen joints, 
and is made from a piece of wood 3in. 
thick. This one was made in four hours. 
The wonderful part is the 
fact that there is no piec- 
ing or glueing, but all 
made from one piece. of 
wood. He has many 
times offered to anyone 
t,ooodols. who has not 
seen his to cut one like it 
in four days. In all his 
wood -work he uses a 
pocket-knife. 

Dr. Brown is a genius 
in many ways mechanical, 
and can make almost any- 
thing that comes into his 
head, either with metal or 
wood. He once had in 
his house a miniature 
landscape, made by him- 
self, 3ft. by 5ft., with a 
fountain in the centre 





from one to sixteen joints 
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water a foot high, the overflow of which sup- 
plied a little river winding through the flowers 
(representing trees). At one side was a water- 
wheel running, the other side a windmill. 
Drinking from the fountain was a bird, which 
would raise its head as if swallowing, very 
natural to life. 

In front of the fountain was a little white 
mouse on apparently a solid rock, eating a 
kernel of corn ; through a hole in the rock on 
which he sat ran the wires that turned his 
head to look at you and raised his paws to 
his mouth. All worked at the same time and 
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ARTICLES WHITTLED WITH A PENKNIFE FROM SOLID WOOD BY DR. J. H. BROWN. 


WEST. 167 
ran by the water from the 
main pipes in his house, 
and could be shut off at 
will. Above all this were 
seventy-five pots of flowers 
filling the bow-window. 

It was a grand sight and 
was the talk of the town 
for years. He was obliged 
to pack it away owing to 
the large number of visitors 
who called to see it. 


XXVII. — THE SKIP- 
PING CHAMPION OF 
THE WORLD. 


By Frep A. TALBOT. 





THE record-breaker is in- 
separable from America. 
Be it either in work or play, 
an astonishing feat must be 
accomplished. ‘The results 
of these efforts to attain 
priority and notoriety have 
been the creation of some 
unique records, and in some 
instances the feats have 
gained widespread notice 
as remarkable achievements 
of physical endurance. 
Notwithstanding this curi- 
ous tendency in the States 
it is doubtful whether one 
would have thought it pos- 
sible to establish a record 
in connection with the 
young lady’s favourite pas- 
time of skipping. Yet this 
is the case, and the record 
is not held by any member 
of the fair sex, but by Mr. 
Fred Connor, of New Wil- 
mington, Pennsylvania, 
U.S.A. 

Curiously enough, the idea of establishing 
a skipping record appears to have originated 
in this country ; at any rate, an Englishman 
was the first man to gain publicity in 
this direction. The holder of this unique 
championship was no other than William 
Plimmer, the well-known English pugilist. 
Some six or seven years ago he decided to 
ascertain how long he could skip without 
once stopping or pausing. He enlisted the 
assistance of some friends to witness the 
event. Owing to the curious nature of 
the competition considerable interest was 
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manifested, an effect due to a great extent, 
no doubt, to the fame he had accomplished 
in connection with his  pugilistic en- 
counters. An ordinary rope was provided, 
and Plimmer commenced his task. He 








FRED CONNOR, THE CHAMPION SKIPPEK—STARTING POSITION. 
From a Photograph. 


had to turn the rope himself, that is to 
say, he did not skip while assistants placed at 
either end turned the rope for him. Plimmer 
succeeded in making 3,926 consecutive 
jumps without a single miss or pause. It 
was considered a magnificent performance, 
and Plimmer was féted accordingly. 

But the glory of the achievement of the 
English pugilist was short-lived. A chal- 
lenger appeared on the scene in the person 
of Mr. Connor, who stated that he would 
excel Plimmer’s record. The conditions 
were to be exactly the same, and the venue 
of the contest was to be Oil City, Pennsyl- 
vania. So eminently successful was Connor 
in this attempt that Plimmer’s record was 
lowered by 109 jumps, Connor having accom- 
plished 4,035 skips. The new champion’s 
achievement was somewhat more noteworthy 
than that of Plimmer, since he had used the 
backward lope or step, which made the task 
much more difficult. 

Although beaten, Plimmer made no 
attempt to retrieve the “blue ribbon,” but 
another rival, Mr. Mullen, eclipsed Connor’s 
record by skipping against time. This latest 
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opponent made 5,000 skips in one hour. The 
forward lope was utilized throughout, and 
the feat was regarded as being remarkable, 
since the strain of skipping incessantly for 
such a length of time and at such a speed is 
tremendous. Skipping is one of the most 
healthy forms of exercise, and at the same 
time one of the most fatiguing. 

This achievement by Mullen stimulated 
Connor to further effort. He soon announced 
that he would further increase the record, 
and on March rst, 1896, the attempt was 
made. Mullen’s record on this occasion was 
hopelessly broken, for Connor carried off 
fresh laurels by making 7,000 skips in 
thr. 45min. Although on the average for 
the hour this aggregate does not equal that 
of Mullen, since Connor only made 4,000 
skips in the sixty minutes as against the 
former’s 5,000 in the same time, yet the feat 
was far more important, and is still the 
record for skipping for the longest time with- 
out a pause or miss. As with the case of the 
competitor he vanquished, Connor availed 
himself of the forward lope entirely. Great 
difficulty was at times experienced by the 
umpires in recording the skips, owing to the 
rapidity with which the competitor turned 
the rope. 

By this wonderful exhibition, which was 
not only a remarkable skipping performance 
but also a splendid physical feat, Connor 





SKIPPING £20 TIMES A MINUTE, 
From a Photograph. 
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firmly established his claim to the cham- 
pionship, and since then no other challengers 
have succeeded in wresting it from him. 
Connor has since devoted his energies mainly 
to pace instead of to staying power, and in 
this direction he has also achieved some 
startling successes. 

Shortly after his disposal of Mullen he had 
a sharp spurt of 500 jumps in 2min. 22sec., 
an average of about 31⁄4 skips per second. 
This was a, rapid piece of work, but con- 
tinued practice has enabled him to increase 
his speed enormously. Occasionally he 
attains such a pace that the camera fails to 
record the rope distinctly, but simply gives a 
confused blurr showing the rope whizzing 
through the air. Some difficulty was ex- 
perienced in obtaining the photographs illus- 
trating this article, and it was not until after 
several attempts had been made that success- 
ful photographs were obtained. 

On December 24th, 1897, Connor suc- 
ceeded in lowering the last remaining record 
in connection with skipping. This latter was 





SKIPPING 300 TIMES A MINUTE—FORWARD MOVEMENT. 
From a Photograph. 


established some little time previously by 
Mr. Frank Nucles, of Auburn, New York 
State, who accomplished 2,000 skips in 
14min. 30sec. This averages a speed for 
the hour of about 8,000 jumps, so that it 
will be recognised that Connor set himself a 
formidable task in attempting to eclipse this 


feat. The contest was decided at the Young 
Vol. xxii.—22. 
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Men’s Christian A§gsociation, Oil City, and 
Connor gained another gigantic success. He 
lowered Nucles’s record by 2min. 51sec., 
because he accomplished the 2,000 jumps in 
11min. 39sec., an hourly speed of over 10,300 
jumps—truly a magnificent performance. 





SKIPPING 300 TIMES A MINUTE—CROSS-ROPE MOVEMENT. 
From a Photograph. 


It might be naturally supposed that to 
watch Connor skipping, especially in the 
longer contests, was a tedious process and 
devoid of interest. Such is far from being 
the case, however. Connor is a_ typical 
athlete, and he can introduce consider- 
able variety into his steps that relieves the 
monotony of the spectacle. There is the 
forward lope, ordinary running style, which 
is the easiest and speediest step; back lope, 
which is both difficult and fatiguing ; double 
jump, front hop, cross arm hop, and so forth. 
With such a variety of movements, when 
one continual action becomes tiring, he can 
obtain relief by adopting some other step. 
Then, again, he is continually altering his 
pace. At one moment he is proceeding 
along in an easy, regular step, while at 
another he is turning the rope so quickly that 
his feet do not appear to touch the ground, 
and the revolving rope makes a peculiar and 
fascinating hiss in its progress. 

Three days after his defeat of Nucles’s 
exploit he created another fast record by 
making 7,000 skips in 47min. 45sec., at 
the Oil City Athletic Club, The following 
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week he completed ar even finer performance 
by making 10,111 steps in rhr. 18min., 
which still ranks as one of his finest and 
fastest performances. His last exhibition 
was given at Warren, Pennsylvania, some 
time ago, when he made 1,000 jumps in 
5min. 17sec. Since that time Connor has 
been resting upon his triumphs, awaiting 
patiently the arrival of the next challenger to 
the skipping-rope championship, but ap- 
parently other athletes are content to allow 
Connor to remain in undisputed possession 
of his unique record. 


XXVIII.—A WONDERFUL CLOCK. 


AFTER two and a half years of steady labour 
William Jankowsky, a young carriage-builder 
of Brooklyn, U.S.A., has completed the most 
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remarkable timepiece known to the annals of 
the craft. Not only does this clock keep 
correct time, but it has several sets of chimes, 
electric lights, a phonograph, a music-box, a 
procession of ecclesiastical figures, a couple of 
miniature breech-loading cannon, a gas warm- 
ing device, an electric fan, and an alarm. It 
took Mr. Jankowsky just one year to collect 
the materials desired, to draft the design, and 
cut out with a scroll-saw the hundreds of 
pieces of wood used in the construction. 

The whole affair stands 8ft. high and 4ft. 
in width and 3ft. deep. ‘The woods used in 
making it are ebony, white maple, oak, 
mahogany, and walnut. 

In the winter time the clock is connected 
with a gas stove, and automatically warms up 
the room in the morning, while during the 
hot summer days it operates an electric fan. 
When the clock is wound 
up and its various devices 
put into operation it affords 
an amusing entertainment, 
for this wonderful time- 
piece does practically every- 
thing but talk, and when 
the phonograph is started it 
even seems to have the 
power of speech. 

When visited by a repre- 
sentative of this magazine 
Mr. Jankowsky ushered 
his guest into the drawing- 
room and promptly ex- 
hibited the clock. 

“There she stands; a 
pretty ornament, is it not?” 
he smilingly asked, point- 
ing to the unique time- 
teller ; “ that represents two 
and a half years of hard 
labour and thought. 

“I am a carriage-maker 
by trade, and am kept 
busily employed during the 
day, so I had only my 
evenings to work on my 
clock. Many and many a 
time I sat up until the wee 
small hours perfecting my 
design or finishing some 
delicate bit of carving. 
Two batteries are employed 
in producing the force 
necessary to operate all the 
devices pertaining to this 
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WILLIAM JANKOWSKY AND HIS WONDERFUL CLOCK, 


timepiece. I will set i 
going. 
| Photograph. “As you will notice, first 
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one hears the tinkling of a fine set of 
chimes in the twin tower. Those towers 
represent hours of hard labour, and are, to 
my thinking, the crowning glory of the 
clock. The scrollwork and intricate design 
of the woodwork of these towers called forth 
all my ingenuity. 

“ The soldier guarding the towers suggested 
to me the cannons underneath. As the hours 
strike these four cannon go off with a bang, 
produced by an ordinary powder cap. I 
have been told that the firing of the cannon 
combined with the martial airs which the 
phonograph and organ send forth, together 
with the beating of the drums, give the im- 
pression of the waging of a fierce war. 

“The clock is lighted by forty small 
electric bulbs, and when these tiny lights 
flash out here and there the procession of 


XXIX.— BEATING 


Upon the occasion of one of the elections 
in New York City a short while ago it was 
decided to give a massed band selection in 
the Madison Square one evening. A difficulty 
however arose, which threatened to prevent 
the realization of the scheme. How were 
the various bands to be kept in time? It 
was obviously impossible for a man to 
conduct the mammoth orchestra, owing 
to the darkness. How the dilemma was suc- 
cessfully surmounted may be seen from our 
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figures in the balcony of the clock slowly 
starts in motion and passes in review. 

“Taking the working of the different 
devices in order, after a brief pause the 
melody of the chimes is succeeded by a 
familiar air evoked from the music-box 
concealed in the centre of the clock body. 
When this has ceased the phonograph in the 
lower half of the structure begins in crescendo 
tones Sousa’s march. At the climax the 
twin cannon are fired by electricity. 

“In cold weather I set a battery by my 
clock, and at the desired hour half-a-dozen 
gas-jets in a stove are ignited, and the room 
is warmed before I have finished breakfast. 
In warm weather I attach an electric fan, 
which is similarly regulated ; thus in winter 
my clock keeps me warm, while in summer 
it cools me.” 


TIME BY SEARCH-LIGHT. 


illustration. At the summit of the tall tower, 
crowning the building known as the Madison 
Square Gardens Building, a huge electric 
search-light was erected, and the brilliant ray 
of light emanating from this search-light 
served as the bâton. It was manipulated up 
and down in steady, regular beats, and the 
bands were thus enabled to keep time. The 
upward and downward movements of this 
unique bâton may be distinctly observed by 
the flashes of the light. 
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THE SEARCH-LIGHT BEATING TIME TO THE MAMMOTH ORCHESTRA. 
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Across the Atlantic in a Twelve-Foot Boat. 


By FREDERICK A. TALBOT. 


days, when their peregrinations 
Q necessitate an ocean journey, 
invariably seek out the largest 
vessel afloat, since by this 
means the inconvenience and 
discomfort of mad/-de-mer, if not entirely 
obviated, are at least considerably reduced, 
Yet there are one or two intrepid adventurers 
for whom the sea possesses no terrors, and 
who apparently court fate by crossing the 
Atlantic in small boats no larger than the 
emergency boats carried upon our ocean 
liners. The doyen of these solitary voyagers 
is Captain William A. Andrews, who, owing 
to his curious propensity for crossing the 
Atlantic in a small boat, 
has earned the sobriquet 
of “The Lonely Skipper.” 
He holds the record both 
for having crossed the 
Atlantic in the smallest boat 
and in the quickest time 
by a craft of these diminu- 
tive dimensions. 

It was at Atlantic City, 
the Blackpool of New York 
and Philadelphia, that I 
encountered this interest- 
ing and daring navigator. 
Although bordering on his 
sixtieth year Captain 
Andrews is still hale and 
virile, and his weather- 
beaten face is a telling 
index of his sea-roving ex- 
periences. When I met 
him he was busily engaged in fashioning a 
small model of the collapsible boat in which 
he intends to cross to England this year. 

“Surely such an enterprise is fraught with 
considerable danger?” I ventured to remark, 
as he explained the principles of the con- 
struction of the frail argo, having an indelible 
impression of the fury of the Atlantic in a 
hurricane, and the havoc it wrought upon 
the greyhound upon which I was travelling. 

“ By no means,” he replied. “Personally 
I feel far safer in my little boats than 
I do upon the deck of a steamer. You 
see, you have plenty of sea-room, and 
should unfavourable weather be encoun- 
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CAPTAIN ANDREWS—‘‘ THE LONELY 
SKIPPER.” . 
From a Photo. by D. P. Romero, Sevilla. 


tered you can let the boat run before it. 
The only real danger incurred is from 
passing vessels, especially from the liners. 
I always endeavour to keep out of the track 
of the latter. I never carry lights at night, 
but simply trust to Providence. On one or 
two of my journeys I did display a white 
light at my mast-head, and from what I 
subsequently learned from the reports of 
vessels which had passed me during the night, 
my solitary will-o’-th’-wisp light occasioned 
considerable speculation among the super- 
stitious sailors as to its origin.” 

Captain Andrews is not, as his name might 
imply, a captain in the strict sense of the 
word. He holds no certificate and, in fact, 
has never had a lesson in 
navigation in his life. He 
was originally engaged in 
a piano factory at Boston, 
but the trade became in- 
different and he decided to 
establish a business of his 
own. That was in 1878. 
Before proceeding to this 
step, however, he desired 
a holiday and to see the 
old country. The Expo- 
sition Universelle was 
being celebrated in Paris 
in that year, and so he 
determined to visit it with 
a view to extending his 
knowledge. 

“The chief point I had 
to consider, however,” he 
continued, “ was how to 
get across. I was not in a position to 
pay for my passage in the ordinary way, 
but I had heard that a man named 
Johnson had crossed the ferry in 1875 in 
a small boat coft. in length, and since 
success had crowned his effort I saw 
no reason why I should not emulate his 
achievement. I mentioned the matter to my 
brother Walter, who immediately approved 
of the idea, and we at once completed our 
arrangements for our novel journey. I went 
down to Gloucester to the shipbuilder who 
had constructed Johnson’s boat and ordered 
a similar craft 16ft. in length. But the boat- 
builder refused to build it less than 2oft. in 
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length, as he was apprehensive of its being 
sufficiently safe. Seeing argument was useless 
I let him have his own way, and in five days 
the boat, which we called the Nautilus, was 
delivered to us. We set out from Boston, 
Massachusetts, on June 8th, 1878. A huge 
crowd gathered to wish us don voyage, 
and a large fleet of boats accompanied 
us for a short distance. We did not get 
far before we encountered our first disaster 
in the shape of a broken compass. We 
put back into Beverley, and I seized the 
opportunity of waiting for the re-adjustment 
of the compass to have the sleeping accom- 
modation rendered more comfortable. My 
bunk was only rin. in width by 8in. high, 
and I had to lie upon my side with the hatch 
open. This was due to the centre-board of 
the boat. The 
advantage of 
having such a 
small bunk is 
that one can 
brace oneself 
securely therein, 
so that when the 
vessel pitches 
and rolls there 
is no danger of 
being hurled 
out of the berth. 
The boat was 
not ballasted, 
and is the only 
craft that has 
ever accomplish- 
ed such a jour- 
ney under such 
conditions. When the alterations had been 
made and the compass re-arranged we 
made a fresh start. The weather was fright- 
ful, the wind blowing from the north-east, 
and no vessel would put to sea. Nothing 
daunted, and chafing at the delay already 
caused, we decided to put off, though every- 
thing augured an unsuccessful passage. 
Fortunately, however, the weather moderated 
when we got well out to sea. 

“ When we dropped out of sight of land 
that night we vaguely wondered whether we 
should ever see it again. I had never 
been to sea before ; I had no idea of naviga- 
tion, and naturally had never taken an obser- 
vation of the sun. Our plight seemed 
hopeless and the attempt foolhardy. But 
we resolved to continue the journey, come 
what might. We took the observation of the 
sun whenever possible, and settled upon our 
Course as well as we could. During the trip 
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CAUIAIN ANDREWS AND HIS BROTHER LAND IN MULLION COVE, 
CORNWALL, AFTER CROSSING THE ATLANTIC, 
From a Photo. by E. Chickering. 
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we spoke thirty-seven vessels, and by their 
aid could rectify any errors that we had made 
in our calculations regarding longitude and 
latitude. In spite of our deficient know- 
ledge in this respect we struck the Bishop’s 
Rock off the Scilly Islands, and for which 
we had been making our way dead in 
a fog, so that we had not erred much 
in our observations. We made up to the 
Scilly Islands, and the following day entered 
the English Channel and ran into Penzance, 
being under the impression that it was 
Falmouth. We experienced a difficult time 
in these waters. A north-east gale was blow- 
ing and we got into the Lizard Race—the 
terror of all mariners. ‘The sea was running 
high, and the tide was sweeping us along 
backwards against the wind at a speed of nine 
miles an hour. 
We finally landed 
at Mullion Cove, 
and right glad 
we were for the 
opportunity to 
get ashore to 
stretch our limbs 
after being 
cramped up in 
the narrow con- 
fines of our little 
boat for forty-five 
days. We subse- 
quently made 
our way to Havre, 
thence to Paris. 
After the exhibi- 
tion we returned 
to England, 
where we stayed for several months exhibit- 
ing our boat, since the episode had 
aroused considerable attention. We then 
returned to the States, and shortly after our 
arrival home my brother was taken ill and 
succumbed to the malady.” 

Since the death of his brother Captain 
Andrews has always entered upon his various 
expeditions alone. Although his first trip 
had been so uniformly successful it was not 
until ten years later that he decided to under- 
take another similar excursion. Curiously 
enough, on this occasion, as with the former, 
the incentive was the Paris Exhibition. But 
this time he determined to reap some pecu- 
niary benefit from the undertaking, owing to 
the public interest that had been created by 
the accomplishment of his former trip. -He 
thereupon set to work to construct another 
vessel. The MWauti/us had been considered 
small, but this next craft was still more 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


174 TAE 
diminutive, being only 1r5ft. in length over 
all. He originally intended to christen it 
the Mermaid, but when his projected trip 
was noised abroad an enterprising showman, 
scenting dollars in such a side-show, induced 
Captain Andrews to take his boat upon a 
short tour, and to call it the Dark Secret. 

“ At first,” commented the Captain, “I 
was not in favour of calling her by such a 
name. It sounded ominous. But he was 
adamant. At last I told him I would only 
consent to do so for £100, thinking that the 
mention of such a high figure would preclude 
further insistence upon his part. To my 
surprise, however, he closed with me im- 
mediately. He also made another contract 
with me that I should tour with him with my 
boat for forty-seven weeks at a weekly re- 
muneration of £20 and 
expenses. 

“I started from the pier 
at Point of Pines near 
Boston on June 17th. The 
advantage of starting from 
Boston is that the journey 
is some 250 miles shorter, 
and one enters the Gulf 
Stream much earlier, the 
warmth of which is very 
appreciable, while it carries 
you along at a splendid pace. 
More than 28,000 people 
witnessed my departure, and 
as I had contracted to 
receive a percentage of the 
pier receipts for this event 
I netted a further £280. 
On this occasion I had the 
boat constructed with a 
hollow keel in which I intended to carry my 
water, but before I sailed I was supplied with 
hygeia water in bottles. I then admitted sea 
water into the keel to ballast the boat. I had 
scarcely got clear of the land, however, when 
I experienced rough weather. A strong 
head wind was blowing and the seas were 
running very high. Still I pushed on steadily, 
hoping that the elements would become more 
propitious. But my anticipations were 
doomed to disappointment, for the weather 
became worse. I was buffeted about for 
sixty-two days and made no progress. In 
fact I was driven back. After I had been 
out for a month I spoke a vessel which 
informed me that I was only 150 miles off 
Boston. ‘This news depressed me, but at the 
end of another fortnight when I spoke 
another vessel I was informed that I was 
only too miles out. 
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“ To aggravate matters my water gave out, 
and when I spoke a Norwegian barque a few 
days later I was glad in one sense of the 
word to get on board and to sit down toa 
hearty meal in the captain’s room after two 
months’ subsistence upon canned food. 

“ When I reached America I learned that 
a Mr. J. Lawlor had successfully erossed over 
to England in a small boat, and had created 
a tremendous sensation. This put me upon 
my mettle, and I resolved to make another 
try. I ordered another boat, the Mermaid, 
the same dimensions as the Dark Secret. 
While the boat was being built I met Lawlor 
and we agreed to race across the Atlantic for 
41,000 and a silver cup. This was the first 


trans-Atlantic race with small boats, and it 
aroused 


widespread interest. We started 
together from the Ocean 
Pier near Boston on June 
17th, 1891, just before 
nightfall, amid the huzzas 
of a large concourse of 
people. The weather was 
extremely rough. When we 
got away from land we 
decided upon our respective 
courses. Lawlor went north 
and I went south. Lawlor, 
however, must have changed 
his course soon after leaving 
ine, since I passed his sprit, 
which he had cast adrift. 
By this I saw ihat he was 
taking the same course as 
I projected. My theories 
in this direction were further 
substantiated when I spoke 
a vessel which informed me 
that they had passed Lawlor, ‘all well,’ three 
days before about a thousand miles ahead of 
me. As for myself I encountered successive 
disasters. My boat capsized seven times, 
and on one occasion I was clinging to her 
bottom for half an hour. She was wrongly 
constructed. Lawlor had fitted his boat 
with a lead keel, so that if she capsized she 
would right herself immediately. My boat 
would not do this. I had to right her the 
best way I could. To make matters worse, 
five days after we set out I ran into a cyclone. 
The seas were so heavy that my boat was 
practically crippled. All my stores were 
damaged and my water was lost. Under 
these circumstances I decided to seek assist- 
ance from a passing steamer. I sighted the 
“/brus, of Antwerp, and was taken on board. 
I proceeded with her to Antwerp, and sold 
my boat for a handsome sum to a syndicate 
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of showmen. I then went to 
London and met Lawlor, who had 
safely made a place near Land’s : 
End, and then went to Portsmouth, 
having accomplished the journey 
in about forty-three days.” 

Although the last two attempts 
to cross the ferry had resulted in 
failure, Captain Andrews was by 
no means daunted, and wagered 
Lawlor that he would cross in 
thirty days. Lawlor also decided 
to endeavour to lower his own 
record, and. for this purpose both 
competitors set to work to construct 
special vessels. Captain Andrews 
christened his the /dving Dutchman, 
an auspicious name. Lawlor called 
his the Christopher Columbus. 

“While my vessel was being 
built I was commissioned by the 
manufacturers of a well-known 
domestic commodity to name the | 
vessel the Safo/ro and to undertake 
the trip on their behalf. I com- 
municated to Lawlor my projected 
course, which was to be from Cape Race 
to Queenstown, a distance of only 1,800 
miles. Lawlor replied that his designs 
were precisely the same. But I sud- 
denly learned that a celebration was to be 
held in Spain, in honour of Columbus, 
since the year was the four-hundredth 
anniversary of the discovery of America. It 
then suddenly occurred to me that it would 
create a sensation if I were to sail for the 
very town from which Columbus had set out 
on his expedition. ‘The Sapolio was 14ft. 
over all, with a beam of 5ft. and a depth of 
2ft. 3in. She was collapsible. I had thirty- 
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VHROWN OUT BY CAPTAIN ANDREWS EN ROUTE TO SPAIN. 


nine square feet in the sails. Lawlor, anxious 
to reap primary honours, started on his trip 
before I was ready, but he never reached 
his destination, for he was never heard of 
again. His tragic end did not deter me 
from my purpose, and so I set out on July 
zoth, 1892. On this occasion Fortune was 
kind to me. The weather was all that could 
be desired, and the wind was so favourable 
that I reached the Azores in thirty days, a 
distance of 2,500 miles. Profiting by my 
previous experience with the Mermaid, I had 
a lead keel provided to the Safolio, and it 
was a gigantic success. From the Azores I 
proceeded to Por- 
tugal, made my 
way up the coast, 
and finally reach- 
ed the Spanish 
towns of Huelva 
and Palos.” 
Upon his ar- 
rival in Spain the 
population be- 
came demented 
with delight. A 
large crowd met 
him at the land- 
ing-stage and the 
air was filled with 
vigorous cheer- 
ing. The ladies 
with their courtly 
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“Surely the 
monotony of 
travelling alone 
for so long must 
exert a depressing 
influence?” I 


queried. 

“I do not 
notice it. You 
see, I have a 


regular routine of 
work to perform 
during the day. 
In addition to 
attending to the 
boat I keep a log, 
and also write an 
account of my 
experiences as I 
progress, for the 
American papers. 
These packages 
of manuscript, 








CAPTAIN ANDREWS'S ARRIVAL AT HUELVA, SPAIN, AFTER CROSSING THE ATLANTIC. 
From a Photo. by D. P. Romero, Seville. 


Spanish grace waved their handkerchiefs and 
greeted him with flowers as he was paraded 
round the streets upon the shoulders of some 
of the swarthier citizens. Distinguished cele- 
brities entertained him upon every side. The 
streets were thronged with enthusiastic sight- 
seers. One old lady was heard to remark 
by the Captain that the-event ought to be 
recorded in “natural history.” The papers 
published glowing and lengthy accounts 
of his wonderful voyage. The Government 
paid his expenses until his departure, making 
him a guest of the Crown. The Queen 
herself sent him an invitation, of which 
the Captain cherishes pleasant memories. 
Photographers besieged him upon every side. 
He distributed no fewer than 560 photos of 
himself and boat to interested and curious 
sightseers. One enthusiast requested a piece 
of the American flag which had flown at the 
masthead of the Safo/to, but as his request 
was not complied with he satisfied himself 
by taking the whole flag. Another gentle- 
man was anxious to secure a photo- 
graph of the Captain. The latter, desirous 
to oblige, withdrew five photographs from his 
pocket in order to let the gentleman 
make his own selection. But the Spaniard 
excitedly grabbed the whole five photographs 
and decamped exultingly. 

“T thought he not only took the cake,” 
remarked the Captain, when relating the 
incident, “but the wind out of me at the 
same time,” 
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CAPTAIN ANDREWS ON LANDING AT HUELVA. 
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them when they get ashore. I sleep when 
I feel so inclined. Formerly at night time 
I used to ‘heave to’ while I slept, but 
now I have fitted a device by which I am 
able to set the vessel’s course before I 
turn in and she will steer herself during the 
few hours I am asleep. I average in fair 
weather about roo miles every twenty-four 
hours, which is by no means a despicable daily 
run considering the size of the boat.” 

Since Captain Andrews completed his 
memorable trip to Spain 
in thirty-five days he has 
made two other attempts 
to cross the Atlantic, but 
on neither occasion has 
he achieved his purpose. 
The first of these two trips 
was made in 1898 in the 
Phantom Ship—an unlucky 
name according to marine 
traditions—13ft. in length, 
and carrying twelve square 
yards of sail. Curiously 
enough, the boom of this 
craft was longer than the 
boat itself. 

“From the very com- 
mencement this voyage was 
unfortunate. Owing to un- 
foreseen circumstances I 
could not take my depar- 
ture until August 24th, 
and as a consequence I 
encountered the full force 
of the September gales. I 
started from Atlantic City. | 
I had not got far out when vn 
my first trouble overtook me. 9 7°" 

My boat leaked like a sieve, and I had to 
work might and main baling the water 
out, otherwise she would have foundered. 
The sea was rough and the boat con- 
stantly heeled over and lay upon her side, 
with the result that the water swamped 
her. ‘The tins containing my provisions were 
knocked about and punctured, so that 
their contents were spoiled and rendered 
unfit to eat. By September zoth I found I 
had no food. I had been twenty-seven 
days at sea and was now progressing very 
favourably, making about 100 miles a day. 
But I could not subsist upon nothing, and I 
soon realized that unless I fell in with a ship 
it would go hard with me. On September 
27th I espied a vessel. I hailed her, but she 
took no notice. I put on all sail and sped after 
her. They did not observe me for the reason 
that they were busily engaged in taking in 
Vol. xxii.—23, 
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their sails, which had been damaged by the 
storms. I presently attracted their attention, 
and they hove to. When I came alongside 
they hauled me aboard and my boat after 
me, which they stowed away. You can form 


a comprehensive idea of the diminutive size 
of this boat when I tell you that when 
folded up she was only qin. thick. Curiously 
enough, this vessel fulfilled the superstitious 
traditions of the sea, which is that any 
a phantom 


vessel which speaks ship 


ara te 
es 





+, AFTERWARDS CUT DOWN 
LENGTH ([2FT. 





NTO TH DOREE, 

[ Photograph. 
is eventually lost. This ship subsequently 
went down off Dunkerque. No doubt 
had the sailors observed the name of my 
boat they would have refused ta take me 
aboard, so strong are their superstitious 
natures. 

“When I again reached Atlantic City I 
could not rest, but immediately set about 
making preparations for another voyage. I 
had the Phantom Ship dismembered and 
rebuilt, only on this occasion she measured 
but 12ft. in length, and is the smallest vessel 
that ever essayed to cross the Atlantic. I re- 
christened her the Doree.” 

Captain Andrews was to be accompanied 
on this expedition by Professor Miller, who 
created a tremendous sensation by stating 
that he was going to cross the herring-pond 
by means of Shanks’s pony. He interviewed 
the Captain on the subject, and although the 
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intrepid lonely voyager was naturally very 
sceptical of Miller's ability to achieve tne 
feat, he consented to construct the necessary 
walking shoes in which the latter anticipated 
accomplishing the journey. In our illustra- 
tion Professor Miller is seen with his special 
walking shoes under either arm. They each 
measured about 5ft. in length. As will be 
seen, they resembled miniature canoes in 
design, with a small orifice in the centre to 
admit the foot, and were furnished with 
corrugated soles. Being manufactured of 
wood they were, of course, buoyant, so that 
Miller had little fear of being dragged under 
water. The absclute impracticability of his 
being able to withstand the enormous potency 
of the waves in mid-Atlantic never appealed 
to the Professor. Confident of unqualified 
success he started upon his foolhardy trip, 
but it was not long before the folly of his 
scheme dawned upon him very forcibly. He 
could not maintain his equilibrium, and, as 
was to be naturally expected, he was simply 
drifted about at the mercy of the waves. 
After vainly endeavouring to make headway 
Miller was at last reluctantly compelled to 
abandon the idea of walking from Atlantic 
City to England. 

“I think this was the most remarkable 
trip I have under- 
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have made, I asked the captain for the longi- 
tude. He gave it to me, and you can judge 
of my surprise when I found that his obser- 
vation was three days ahead of mine. That 
is to say, I had travelled three days farther 
than I imagined. I thought he must be in 
error. I asked him the date of the month. 
‘July 1st,’ he retorted. ‘You must be wrong,’ 
I replied; ‘it is only June 27th’ He 
quickly dissipated my doubt upon this point, 
and I was at my wits’ end to account for 
such a flagrant error in my calculations. I 
continued my journey in a dazed condition. 
One day when it was abnormally hot I 
laid down in my bunk. Immediately I 
experienced a strange feeling of asphyxia- 
tion. I jumped up in alarm. Thinking it 
must be fancy on my part I once more lay 
down, and the same curious sensation 
overtook me. I thereupon sought to dis- 
cover the reason for this peculiarity. It 
was not a difficult search, for I found that 
the cork stoppers to my bottles of Saratoga 
water had shrunk under the influence of the 
intense heat, and that the carbonic acid gas 
had escaped and had collected in the bottom 
of the boat. This was the solution of my 
curious drowsy feeling. I could now account 
for my error in longitude. I must have been 

unconscious for those 





taken, since, although 
I did not accomplish 
my object, I passed 
through a succession 
of experiences such 
as I never wish to 
meet with again. I 
was supplied with a 
large stock of Saratoga 
water, a natural effer- 
vescent drink. I sailed 
on June 17th from 
Atlantic City and made 








three days, since I 
never had the slightest 
recollection of them. 
Since I had now dis- 
carded my water I kept 
a sharp look-out for a 
vessel to replenish my 
supply. The first ship 
I spoke was bound 
for Liverpool, where 
I was eventually 
landed.” 

The trip Captain 








very fair progress. Andrews is going to 

The weather was hot, -` PA = make this year is 
A . . ae CAPTAIN ANDREWS WITH THE ** DORFF UNDER HIS ARM, . Á 

and for some inexplic- AND PROFESSOR MILLER WITH THE WOODEN SHOF -BOATS IN reply to a chal- 

able reason I felt pecu- IN WHICH HE PROPOSED TO CROSS THE ATLANTIC. le n ge i ssue d by 


liarly drowsy. I had 
never experienced the sensation before. 
When I commenced writing my log, for 
the first few minutes the writing was 
quite bold and distinct, but it soon resolved 


itself into an unintelligible scrawl and 
I would fall asleep. At first I attri- 
buted the peculiarity to the heat. I took 


my observations in the usual manner, and 
conjectured that I was keeping a good course. 
One day when I fell in with a vessel, wishing 
to rectify any errors that I might possibly 
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Captain Blackburn, of 
Gloucester, Mass., who a short time ago 
successfully crossed to England from his 
town. It is to be a race similar to that 
organized by Andrews and Lawlor. The 
stipulations are that the boat must not 
exceed 2oft. in length. Captain Andrews 
proposes to make his attempt in a boat 
12ft. long, since his experience with the 
Doree convinced him that a craft of this 
dimension was splendidly adapted tọ such 
an expedition, 
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A Lightning Modeller. 


By FRANK HOLMFIELD. 
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skilled artist. 

Such will be the conclusion 
that must be arrived at by 
anyone who has witnessed, at the London 
Pavilion, the remarkable performance of Mr. 
De Bessell, before whose lissom fingers an un- 
shapely mass of brown mud-mixture assumes, 
in an almost incredibly short space of time, 
forms and features as true to life as may be. 

There is a slap-dash and “go-ahead” style 
about Mr. De Bessell’s work which adds to 
his artistic performance a drollness_ irre- 
sistible to most people. Whilst he is always 
thoroughly in earnest, 
he manages—I will not 
say unconsciously — to 
make the most hardened 
cynic chuckle with mirth. 

His is a truly unique 
entertainment. With an 
oblong slab of wood 
fitted upon an ordinary 
easel, and supplemented 
by a big lump of the 
necessary material and 
ten deftly artistic fingers, 
he can produce effects 
simply marvellous in 
detail, considering the 
wonderfully short time 
occupied. 

The smart variety 
theatre “turn” known as 
“lightning modelling ” 
originated with Mr. De 
Bessell. And he may 
be said to have retained 
a monopoly of the inter- 
esting and amusing entertainment. Of course, 
there are the usual crop of imitation “acts.” 
The writer has seen some of these. But in 
skill, artistic effect, and humour they are 
simply not in the running with the original. 
To produce a first-class caricature in clay of, 
say, Mr. Kruger within a space of roosec. is 
a feat not to be tackled by any save the 
smartest modellers. And certainly Mr. De 
Bessell is smart, ahead of all others 
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‘One can’t become a successful lightning 
modeller at a moment’s notice — nor at a 
year’s, for the matter of that! It has taken 
the subject of this article the greater portion 
of his lifetime to reach the standard of 
smartness and artistic completeness. 

“ From my very earliest schooldays,” said 
Mr. De Bessell to me, “I always had a 
liking for such work. ‘They told me, too, 
that my mud pies and sand castles were 
always eminently superior to the efforts of 
my most enthusiastic playfellows! I have 
even been complimented,” went on the clay 
king humorously, “by one of my school 
teachers on the excellence of what I’m afraid 
was a rather rude caricature model of his own 

face ! 
“With such encouragement there 
was only one profession open to me! 


HURLING THE CLAY AT THE MODELLING SILAR. 


I went on the stage! Yes; after a great deal 
of study under some of the best masters in 
the States”—Mr. De Bessell hails therefrom 
—“ I saw that there was an opening for such 
an original ‘turn? ‘There was absolutely 
nothing like it. It was quite new. And you 
know what managers want. They are always 
crying out for novelty--and not often with 
success, so scarce has become the material to 
be drawn upon. 
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“Tt was not 
long before I 
found myself in 
England — by 
the way, what an 
extraordinary 
theatre - going 
nation England 
is! The enor- 
mous patronage 
given to the 
‘halls? particu- 
larly astonishes 
us Americans, 
even accustomed 
as we have been 
to big audi- 
ences.” 

Clay modelling 
on the stage would be rather slow under 
ordinary methods of manipulation. In fact, 
it would not “go” were there not plenty of 
life and dash introduced. 

Mr. De Bessell’s methods “ fill the bill.” 
As soon as he 
has made his 
bow to the audi- 
ence he catches 
up a great chunk 
of clay in his 
hands. Stand- 
ing a yard or 
two away from 
the modelling 
slab he hurls 
lump after 
lump, with 
unerring aim 
and wonder- 
ful rapidity, at 
its centre, to 
the sound of 
lively orches- 
tral tunes. 

Every lump 
is thrown with 
a particular 
purpose, and 
even before 
the artist’s 
fingers touch 
it the outline 
of a face is plainly discernible. As soon as 
he has hurled the last lump at the slab, with 
a rush he has crossed to the easel and with 
extraordinary swiftness his fingers are darting 
hither and thither. A dab here, a pinch 
there, a rub yonder, a punch below-—those 
deft fingers get in their work. Not a-tool is 





KRUGER BEFORE GETTING HIS HAT 
AND WHISKERS, 







THE HAT AND WHISKERS ARE ADDFD. 
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used from beginning to end, only the fingers. 
In and out, out and in, they twist and twirl 
in a truly bewildering fashion. 

In some- 
thing like fif- 
teen seconds 
that mass of 
brown clay 
has been 
pinched, pun- 
ched, rubbed, 
and shoved 
into features 
which the 
spectator be- 
gins to recog- 
nise as having 
come within 
his vision 
somewhere at 
some time— 
he can’t 
exactly say. 
Fingers and 
thumbs raise 
both eye- 
brows ina 
certain pecu- 
liar twist only 
known to be 
characteristic 
of one man—“ the whole discovery is now 
found out,” as they say in the melodramas. 
Those eyebrows have given the neces- 
sary expression 
to the incom- 
plete features. 
It is our old 
friend Kruger! 
But where are 
his famous 
whiskers? 
Waita mo- 
ment. 

A few little 
lumps of clay 
are flung from 
the lightning 
modeller’s 
hands. They 
form a fringe 
to the face— 
and are Kru- 
ger’s whiskers 
in embryo, 
A few quick 
dashes of the 
artist’s fingers, 
and the hirsute 


“DE WET'S SLIPPED THROUGH !” 





A isan iias we, SS 


H DE WET’S CAUGHT !" 
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ornamentation is 
complete ! 
Krugers hat 
has played as 
big a part in 
caricature as did 
the collar of a 
famous states- 
man. Without 
his hat Kruger 
would be a mere 
nonentity. Shall 
this particular 
Kruger remain 
hatless? Never ! 
Grabbing up one 
more lump of 
the pliable clay, 
Mr. De Bessell’s 
fingers soon 
model it into the 
typical old 
“topper” of re- 
nown. Another 
second and it is 
reposing, some- 
what jauntily 


A LIGHTNING MODELLER. 


perhaps, on the well-worn cranium. 


is all there. 
up Imin. 43 
graph. 

Who has 
ever seen a 
picture of 
Kruger other- 
wise than de- 
picting a very 
worried state 
of mind? 
Well, Mr. De 
Bessell shows 
us what Oom 
Paul would 
look like if 
he were ever 
persuaded to 
smile. The 
effect, how- 
ever, is not 
particularly | 
complimen- 
tary. Even 
though 
adorned with 


a smile, Kruger refuses to be beautiful. 
model is now supposed to represent Kruger 
on hearing for the tenth time that De Wet 


SHE LAUGHS. 


has “slipped through.” 


Another movement or two of the artist’s 
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Kruger 
The entire operation has taken 
2-5sec. by Benson’s chrono- 
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AN OLD WOMAN. 


woman in a state of intense grief. 
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deft hands, and 
lo! we see Kruger 
as he will be 
when the sad but 
inevitable news 
arrives at last 
that “ De Wet is 
captured.” 
The next 
operation of the 
clay shows that 
the venerable 
Boer is to be 
made good use 
of. His whiskers 
are whisked 
away; his hat 
decapitated and 
turned into an 
old woman’s 
bonnet. The fea- 
tures are still 
Kruger’s, but the 
change in acces- 
sories has trans- 
mogrified him 
into an old 
This pre- 


sently changes to a different frame of mind, 


until a punch below the chin from the 


modeller’s clenched fist produces a lugubrious 


Original from 


A PUNCH UNDER THE CHIN AND SHE 
WEEPS. 


effect on the old lady’s features. 
Next we are treated to another lightning 
production of a present-day celebrity. 


This 
is no less a 
personage 
than Li Hung 
Chang, who, 
with pig-tail, 
peacock’s fea- 
thers and all, 
turns from a 
mass of clay 
to an excel- 
lent model of 
the wily Chi- 
nese states- 
man in the 
course of 
Imin. 25sec. 
A truly won- 
derful feat. 

“ John Bull 
and Jona- 
than,” a tri- 
bute to the 
excellent feel- 
ing existing 
between the 
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nations, is 
and 


two 
tackled 
finished in 2min. 


45sec. It is a 
revelation to see 
Mr. De Bessell 
with both hands 
at work, each on 
a different face, 
at the same 
time ! 

Such an entertainment does not run for 
any length of time without meeting with 
some odd little experiences. I have referred 
to the hurling of the clay from Mr. De 
Bessell’s hands on to the modelling slab. 
This has led to more than one little humor- 
ous episode, as the following anecdote proves 
—the victim 
might differ as 
to the point of 
the humour. 

In Vienna last 
year the light- 
ning modeller 
had begun as 
usual to hurl the 
clay upon the 
slab preparatory 
to forming a 
caricature. He 
stood about two 
yardsaway. He 
had barely begun 
to throw when 
the electric light 
throughout the ; ; 

5 ) JONATHAN 
theatre was acci- SIMULTANEOUSLY, 03 
dentally turned SRT 


LI HUNG CHANG. 
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off. Thinking that it would be a good hit if, 
during the temporary darkness, he could get 
the caricature partly done, the modeller con- 
Suddenly he heard 
agony. 


tinued hurling the clay. 


an awful howl of At the same 





II HUNG CHANG IS THROWN AWAY, 


moment the electric light was switched on 
discovering the stage manager (who had 
rushed across the dark stage to see what 
had happened to the lights) endeavouring 
to remove from his features a huge lump 
of the clay, which, coming with full force 
from the model- 
lers hand, had 
struck him 
across the eyes, 
which were 
black for days 
afterwards. 
[The writer de- 
sires to acknow- 
ledge the cour- 
tesyof Mr. Frank 
Glenister, the 
manager of the 
Pavilion, in ena- 
bling the accom- 
panying photo- 
graphs to be 
secured under 


— MODELLED 
E WITH 


difficult cir- 
cumstances.— 
F. H.] 
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At Sunwich 


fort. 


By W. W. Jacoss. 


CHAPTER VI. 

OR the first few days after his 
Sy) return Sunwich was full of 
“A| surprises to Jem Hardy. ‘The 
town itself had changed but 
little, and the older inhabitants 
were for the most part easily 
recognisable, but time had wrought wonders 
among the younger members of the popula- 
tion : small boys had attained to whiskered 
manhood, and small girls passing into well- 
grown young women had in some cases 
changed even their names. 

The most astonishing and gratifying in- 
stance of the wonders 
effected by time was that of 
Miss Nugent. He saw her 
first at the window, and 
with a ready recognition of 
the enchantment lent by 
distance took the first pos- 
sible opportunity of a closer 
observation. He then 
realized the enchantment 
afforded by proximity. The 
second opportunity led 
him impetuously into a 
drapers shop, where a 
magnificent shop - walker, | 
after first ceremoniously || 
handing him a high cane 
chair, passed on his order 
for pins in a deep and 
thrilling baritone, and re- 
tired in good order. 

By the end of a week his 
observations were com- 
pleted, and Kate Nugent, 
securely enthroned in his 
mind as the incarnation of 
feminine grace and beauty, 
left but little room for 
other matters. On his 
second Sunday at home, to 
his father’s great surprise, 
he attended church, and 
after contemplating Miss 
Nugent’s back hair for an 
hour and a half came home and spoke 
eloquently and nobly on “ burying hatchets,” 
“healing old sores,” “letting bygones be 
bygones,” and kindred topics. 

“I never take much notice of sermons 
myself,” said the captain, misunderstanding. 

“ Sermon ? ” said his son. “I wasn’t 
thinking of the sermon, but I saw Captain 
Nugent there, and I remembered the stupid 









“THE MOST AS 






INSTANCE OF THE WONDERS EFFECTED BY TIME 
WAS THAT OF MISS NUGENT.” 


quarrel between you. Its absurd that it 
should go on indefinitely.” 

“Why, what does it matter ? ” inquired 
the other, staring. “ Why shouldn't it? 
Perhaps it’s the music that’s affected you ; 
some of those old hymns——” 

“Tt wasn’t the sermon and it wasn’t the 
hymns,” said his son, disdainfully ; “ it’s just 
common sense. It seems to me that the 
enmity between you has lasted long enough.” 

“T don’t see that it matters,” said the 
captain ; “it doesn’t hurt me. Nugent goes 
his way and I go mine, but if I ever get a 
chance at the old man, he’d better look out. 

He wants a little of the 
starch taken out of him.” 

“Mere mannerism,” 
said his son. 

“ He’s as proud as Luci- 
fer, and his girl takes after 
him,” said the innocent 
captain. “By the way, 
she’s grown up a very good- 
looking girl. You take a 
took at her the next time 
you see her.” 

His son stared at him. 

“She'll get married soon, 

I should 
think,” con- 
Ries tinued the 
ae ees 
N 


other. 
“Young 
Turchison, the new doctor 


| here, seems to be the 
| favourite. Nugent is back- 

ing him, so they say; I 

wish him joy of his father- 

in-law.” 

Jem Hardy took his 
= pipe into the garden, and, 
“===! pacing slowly up and down 

the narrow paths, deter- 

mined, at any costs, to 
“Seer! save Dr. Murchison from 
such a father-in-law and 
Kate Nugent from any 
husband except of his 
choosing. He took a seat under an old 
apple tree and, musing in the twilight, tried 
in vain to think of ways and means of making 
her acquaintance. 

Meantime they passed each other as 
strangers, and the difficulty of approaching 
her only made the task more alluring. In 
the second week he reckoned up that he had 
seen her nine times. It was a satisfactory 


AND GRATIFYING 
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total, but at the same time he could not shut 
his eyes to the fact that five times out of that 
number he had seen Dr. Murchison as well, 
and neither of them appeared to have seen 
him. 

He sat thinking it over in the office one 
hot afternoon. Mr. Adolphus Swann, his 
partner, had just returned from lunch, and 
for about the fifth time that day was arrang- 
ing his white hair and short, neatly-pointed 
beard in a small looking-glass. Over the top 
of it he glanced at Hardy, who, leaning 
back in his chair, bit his pen and stared hard 
at a paper before him. 

“Is that the manifest of the Worth Star?” 
he inquired. 

“No,” was the reply. 

Mr. Swann put his looking-glass away and 
watched the other as he crossed over to the 
window and gazed through the small, dirty 
panes at the bustling life of the harbour 
below. For a short time Hardy stood gazing 
in silence, and then, suddenly crossing the 
room, took his hat from a peg and went 
out. 

“ Restless,” said the senior partner, wiping 
his folders with great care and putting them 
on. ‘Wonder: where he’s put 
that manifest.” 

He went over to the other's 
desk and opened a 
drawer to search for 
it. Just inside was a 
sheet of foolscap, and 
Mr. Swann with grow- 
ing astonishment 
slowly mastered the 
contents. 

“See her as often 
as possible.” 

“Get to know some 
of her friends.” 

“Try and get hold 
of the old lady.” 

“Find out her 
tastes and ideas.” 

“Show my hand 
before Murchison has 
it all his own way.” 

“It seems to me,” 
said the bewildered 
shipbroker, carefully 
replacing the paper, 
“that my young 
friend is looking out for another 
partner. He hasn't lost much 
time.” 

He went back to his seat and 
resumed his work. It occurred 
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to him that he ought to let his partner know 
what he had seen, and when Hardy returned 
he had barely seated himself before Mr. 
Swann with a mysterious smile crossed over 
to him, bearing a sheet of foolscap. 

“Try and dress as well as my partner,” 
read the astonished Hardy. “What’s the 
matter with my clothes? What do you 
mean?” 

Mr. Swann, in place of answering, returned 
to his desk and, taking up another sheet of 
foolscap, began to write again, holding up his 
hand for silence as Hardy repeated his 
question. When he had finished his task he 
brought it over and placed it in the other's 
hand. 

“ Take her little brother out for walks.” 

Hardy crumpled the paper up and flung it 
aside. ‘Then, with his face crimson, he stared 
wrathfully at the benevolent Swann. 

“ Irs the safest card in the pack,” said the 
latter. “You please everybody ; especially 
the little brother. You should always hold 
his hand—it looks well for one thing, and if 
you shut your eyes 7 

“I don’t want any of your nonsense,” said 
the maddened Jem. “What do you mean 
by reading my private papers ?” 

“I came over to look for the 
manifest,” said Mr, Swann, “and 
I read it before I could make out 
what it was. You must admit 
that it’s a bit cryptic. I thought 
it was a new game at first. Get- 
ting hold of the old lady sounds 
like a sort of blind-man’s buff. 
But why not get hold 
of the young one? 

Why waste time 


n 








over 
“Go to the 
devil,” said the 


junior part- 
ner. 

oe A n y 
more sug- 
gestions I 
can give 
you, you are 
heartily wel- 
come to,” 
said Mr. 
Swann, 
going back to his 
seat. “All my 
vast experience 
is at your ser- 
vice, and the 
best and sweet- 
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est and prettiest girls in Sunwich regard me 
as a sort of second father.” 

‘““What’s a second father?” inquired Jem, 
looking up—“ a grandfather ? ” 

“ Go your own way,” said the other; “I 
wash my hands of you. You're not in 
earnest, or you'd clutch at any straw. But 
let me give you one word of advice. Be 
careful how you get hold of the old lady ; 
let her understand from the commencement 
that it isn’t her.” 

Mr. Hardy went on with his work. ‘There 
was a pile of it in front of him and an 
accumulation in his drawers. For some time 
he wrote assiduously, but work was dry after 
the subject they had been discussing. He 
looked over at his partner and, seeing that 
that gentleman was gravely busy, re-opened 
the matter with a jeer. 

“Old maids always know most about rear- 
ing children,” he remarked ; “so I suppose 
old bachelors, looking down on life from 
the top shelf, think they know most about 
marriage.” 

“I wash my hands of you,” repeated the 
senior, placidly. “I am not to be taunted 
into rendering first aid to the wounded.” 

The conscierce-stricken junior lost his pre- 
sence of mind. ‘Who's trying to taunt 
you?” he demanded, hotly. “Why, you’d 
do more harm than good.” 

“Put a bandage round the head instead 
of the heart, I expect,” assented the chuckl- 
ing Swann. “ Top shelf, I think you said ; 
well, I climbed there for safety.” 

“You must have been much run after,” 
said his partner. 

“I was,” said the other. “I suppose 
that’s why it is I am always so interested in 
these affairs. I have helped to marry so 
many people in this place, tbat I’m almost 
afraid to stir out after dark.” 

Hardy’s reply was interrupted by the en- 
trance of Mr. Edward Silk, a young man of 
forlorn aspect, who combined in his person 
the offices of messenger, cleaner, and office- 
boy to the firm. He brought in some letters, 
and placing them on Mr. Swann’s desk 
retired. 

““There’s another,” said the latter, as the 
door closed. “His complaint is Amelia 
Kybird, and he’s got it badly. She's big 
enough to eat him, but I believe that they 
are engaged. Perseverance has done it in 
his case. He used to go about like a blighted 
flower——” 

“I am rather busy,” his partner reminded 
him. 


Mr. Swann sighed and resumed his own 
Vol. xxii.— 24, 
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labours. For some time both men wrote in 
silence. Then the elder suddenly put his 
pen down and hit his desk a noisy thump 
with his fist. 

“ Tve got it,” he said, briskly; “apologize 
humbly for all your candour, and I will give 
you a piece of information which shall 
brighten your dull eyes, raise the corners of 
your drooping mouth, and renew once more 





the pink and cream in your youthful 
cheeks.” 

“Look here ” said the overwrought 
Hardy. 


“Samson Wilks,” interrupted Mr. Swann, 
“number three, Fullalove Alley, at home 
Fridays, seven to nine, to the daughter of his 
late skipper, who always visits him on that 
day. Don’t thank me, Hardy, in case you 
break down. She’s a very nice girl, and ifshe 
had been born twenty years earlier, or I had 
been born twenty years later, or you hadn’t 
been born at all, there’s no saying what might 
not have happened.” 

“When I want you to interfere in my 
business,” said Hardy, working sedulously, 
“TII let you know.” 

“Very good,” replied Swann; “still, re- 
member Thursdays, seven to nine.” 

“Thursdays,” said Hardy, incautiously ; 
“why, you said Fridays just now.” 

Mr. Swann made no reply. His nose was 
immersed in the folds of a large handkerchief, 
and his eyes watered profusely behind his 
glasses. It was some minutes before he had 
regained his normal composure, and even 
then the sensitive nerves of his partner 
were offended by an occasional belated 
chuckle. 

Although by dint of casual and cautious 
inquiries Mr. Hardy found that his partner’s 
information was correct, he was by no means 
guilty of any feelings of gratitude towards 
him; and he only glared scornfully when 
that excellent but frivolous man mounted a 
chair on Friday afternoon, and putting the 
clock on a couple of hours or so, urged him 
to be in time. 

The evening, however, found him starting 
slowly in the direction of Fullalove Alley. 
His father had gone to sea again, and the 
house was very dull; moreovcr, he felt a 
mild curiosity to see the changes wrought by 
time in Mr. Wilks. He walked along by the 
sea, and as the church clock struck the three- 
quarters turned into the alley and looked 
eagerly round for the old steward. 

The labours of the day were over, and the 
inhabitants were for the most part out of 
doors taking the air. Shirt-sleeved house- 
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holders, leaning against their door - posts 
smoking, exchanged ideas across the narrow 
space paved with cobble-stones which sepa- 
rated their small and ancient houses, while 
the matrons, more gregariously inclined, 
hunched in 
little groups 
and discussed 
subjects which 
in higher 







= 
““FULLALOVE ALLEY.” 


circles would have inundated the land with 
libel actions. Up and down the alley a 
tiny boy all ready for bed, with the exception 
of his nightgown, mechanically avoided 
friendly palms as he sought anxiously for his 
mother. 

The object of Mr. Hardy’s search sat at 
the door of his front room, which opened on 
to the alley, smoking an evening pipe, and 
noting with an interested eye the doings of 
his neighbours. He was just preparing to 
draw himself up in his chair as the intruder 
passed, when to his utter astonishment that 
gentleman stopped in front of him, and 
taking possession of his hand shook it 
fervently. 

“ How do you do?” he said, smiling. 

Mr. Wilks eyed him stupidly and, releasing 
his hand, coyly placed it in his trouser-pocket 
and breathed hard. 

“I meant to come before,” said Hardy, 
“but I’ve been so busy. How are you?” 
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Mr. Wilks, still dazed, muttered that he 
was very well. Then he sat bolt upright in 
his chair and eyed his visitor suspiciously. 

“Tve been longing for a chat with you 
about old times,” said Hardy ; “of all my old 
triends you seem to have changed the least. 
You don’t look a day older.” 

“Im getting on,” said Mr. 
Wilks, trying to speak coldly, but 
observing with some gratification 
the effect produced upon his 
neighbours by the appearance of 
this well-dressed acquaintance. 

“I wanted to ask your advice,” 
said the unscrupulous Hardy, 
speaking in low tones. “I dare- 
say you know I’ve just gone into 
partnership in Sunwich, and I’m 
told there’s no man knows more 
about the business and the ins 
and outs of this town than you 
do.” 

Mr. Wilks thawed despite 
himself. His face glistened and 
his huge mouth broke into tre- 
mulous smiles. For a moment 
he hesitated, and then noticing 
that a little group near them 
had suspended their conversa- 
tion to listen to his he drew 
his chair back and, in a kind 
voice, invited the searcher after 
wisdom to step inside. 

Hardy thanked him, and, 
following him in, took a chair 

behind the door, and with an air of 

youthful deference bent his ear to catch 
the pearls which fell from the lips of his host. 
Since he was a babe on his mother’s knee 
sixty years before Mr. Wilks had never had 
such an attentive and admiring listener. 
Hardy sat as though glued to his chair, one 
eye on Mr. Wilks and the other on the clock, 
and it was not until that ancient timepiece 
struck the hour that the ex-steward suddenly 
realized the awkward state of affairs. 

“Any more ’elp I can give you I shall 
always be pleased to,” he said, looking at the 
clock. 

Hardy thanked him at great length, won- 
dering, as he spoke, whether Miss Nugent 
was of punctual habits. He leaned back in 
his chair and, folding his arms, gazed 
thoughtfully at the perturbed Mr. Wilks. 

“ You must come round and smoke a pipe 
with me sometimes,” he said, casually. 

Mr. Wilks flushed with gratified pride. He 
had a vision of himself walking up to the 
front door of the Hardys, smoking a pipe 
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in a well-appointed room, and telling an 
incredulous and envious Fullalove Alley 
about it afterwards. 

“I shall be very pleased, sir,” he said, 
impressively. 

“Come round on Tuesday,” said his 
visitor. “I shall be at home then.” 

Mr. Wilks thanked him and, spurred on to 
hospitality, murmured something about a 
glass of ale, and retired to the back to draw 
it. He came back with a jug and a couple 
of glasses, and draining his own at a draught, 
hoped that the example would not be lost 


upon his visitor. That astute person, however, 


after a modest draught, sat still, anchored to 
the half-empty glass. 

“Tm expecting somebody to-night,” said 
the ex-steward, at last. 

“No doubt you have a lot of visitors,” 
said the other, admiringly. 

Mr. Wilks did not deny it. 
guest’s glass and fidgeted. 

“ Miss Nugent is coming,” he said. 

Instead of any signs of dis- 
order and preparations for rapid 
flight, Mr. Wilks saw that the 
other was quite composed. He 
began to entertain a poor idea 
of Mr. Hardy’s memory. 

“She generally comes for a 
little quiet chat,” he said. 

“ Indeed !” 

“Just between the two of 
us,” said the other. 

His visitor said “ Indeed,” 
and, as though some chord of 
memory had been touched, sat 
gazing dreamily at Mr. Wilks’s 
horticultural collection in the 
window. Then he changed 
colour a little as a smart hat 
and a pretty face crossed the 
tiny panes. Mr. Wilks changed 
colour too, and in an awkward 
fashion rose to receive Miss 
Nugent. 

“ Late as usual, Sam,” said 
the girl, sinking into a chair. 
Then she caught sight of Hardy, who was 
standing by the door. 

“Its a long time since you and I met, 
Miss Nugent,” he said, bowing. 

“ Mr. Hardy?” said the girl, doubtfully. 

“Yes, miss,” interposed Mr. Wilks, 
anxious to explain his position. “He called 
in to see me; quite a surprise to me it was. 
I ‘ardly knowed him.” 

“The last time we three met,” said Hardy, 
who to his host’s discomfort had resumed 


He eyed his 
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his chair, ‘‘ Wilks was thrashing me and you 
were urging him on.” 

Kate Nugent eyed him carefully. It was 
preposterous that this young man should 
take advantage of a boy and girl acquaintance 
of eleven years before—-and such an ac- 
quaintance !— in this manner. Her eyes 
expressed a little surprise, not unmixed with 
hauteur, but Hardy was too pleased to have 
them turned in his direction at all to quarrel 
with their expression. 

“You were a bit of a trial in them days,” 
said Mr. Wilks, shaking his head. “If I live 


to be ninety I shall never forget seeing Miss 
The way 


Kate capsized the way she was. 








‘Sue CAUGHT SIGHT OF HARDY.” 





“How is your cold?” inquired Miss 
Nugent, hastily. 

“ Better, miss, 
Wilks. 

“ Miss Nugent has forgotten and forgiven 
all that long ago,” said Hardy. 

“ Quite,” assented the girl, coldly; “one 
cannot remember all the boys and gils one 
knew as a child.” 


thankee,” said Mr. 


“Certainly not,” said Hardy. “I find 
that many have slipped. from my own 
Original from 
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memory, but I have a most vivid recollec- 
tion of you.” 

Miss Nugent looked at him again, and an 
idea, strange and incredible, dawned slowly 
upon her. Childish impressions are lasting, 
and Jem Hardy had remained in her mind 
as a sort of youthful ogre. He sat before 
her now a frank, determined-looking young 
Englishman, in whose honest eyes admira- 
tion of herself could not be concealed. 
Indignation and surprise struggled for 
supremacy. 

`“ Its odd,” remarked Mr. Wilks, who had 
a happy knack at times of saying the wrong 
thing, “it’s odd you should ’ave ‘appened to 
come just at the same time as Miss Kate 
did.” 

“Its my good fortune,” said Hardy, with 
a slight bow. Then he cocked a malignant 
eye at the innocent Mr. Wilks, and wondered 
at what age men discarded the useless habit 
of blushing. Opposite him sat Miss Nugent, 
calmly observant, the slightest suggestion of 
disdain in her expression. Framed in the 
queer, high-backed old chair which had 
belonged to Mr. Wilks’s grandfather, she 
made a picture at which Jem Hardy continued 
to gaze with respectful ardour. A hopeless 
sense of self-depreciation possessed him, but 
the idea that Murchison should aspire to so 
much goodness and beauty made him almost 
despair of his sex. His reverie was broken 
by the voice of Mr. Wilks. 

“ A quarter to eight ?” said that gentleman 
incredulously ; “ it can’t be.” 

“I thought it was later than that,” said 
Hardy, simply. 

Mr. Wilks gasped, and with a faint shake 
of his head at the floor abandoned the thank- 
less task of giving hints to a young man who 
was too obtuse to see them ; and it was not 
until some time later that Mr. Hardy, sorely 
against his inclinations, gave his host a hearty 
handshake and, with a respectful bow to 
Miss Nugent, took his departure. 

“Fine young man he’s growed,” said Mr. 
Wilks, deferentially, turning to his remaining 
visitor ; “ greatly improved, I think.” 

Miss Nugent looked him over critically 
before replying. “He seems to have taken 
a great fancy to you,” she remarked. 

Mr. Wilks smiled a satisfied smile. “He 
came to ask my advice about business,” he 
said, softly. “Hes eard two or three speak 
o’ me as knowing a thing or two, and being 
young, and just starting, ’e came to talk it 
over with me. I never see a young man so 
pleased and ready to take advice as wot 
he is,” 
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“ He is coming again for more, I suppose ?” 
said Miss Nugent, carelessly. 

Mr. Wilks acquiesced. ‘And he asked 
me to go over to his ’ouse to smoke a pipe 
with ’im on Tuesday,” he added,.in the 
casual manner in which men allude to their 
aristocratic connections. ‘ He’s a bit lonely, 
all by himself.” 

Miss Nugent said, “Indeed,” and then, 
lapsing into silence, gave little occasional 
side-glances at Mr. Wilks, as though in search 
of any hidden charms about him which 
might hitherto have escaped her. 

At the same time Mr. James Hardy, 
walking slowly home by the edge of the sea, 
pondered on further ways and means of 
ensnaring the affections of the ex-steward. 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE anticipations of Mr. Wilks were more 
than realized on the following Tuesday. 
From the time a trim maid showed him into 
the smoking-room until late at night, when 
he left, a feted and honoured guest, with one 
of his host’s best cigars between his teeth, 
nothing that could yield him any comfort 
was left undone. In the easiest of easy 
chairs he sat in the garden beneath the leafy 
branches of apple trees, and undiluted 
wisdom and advice flowed: from his lips in a 
stream as he beamed delightedly upon his 
entertainer. 

Their talk was mainly of Sunwich and 
Sunwich people, and it was an easy step 
from these to Equator Lodge. On that 
subject most people would have found the 
ex- steward somewhat garrulous, but Jem 
Hardy listened with great content, and even 
brought him back to it when he showed 
signs of wandering. Altogether Mr. Wilks 
spent one of the pleasantest evenings of 
his life, and, returning home in a slight 
state of mental exhilaration, severely exer- 
cised the tongues of Fullalove Alley by 
a bearing considered incompatible with his 
station. : 

Jem Hardy paid a return call on the 
following Friday, and had no cause to com- 
plain of any lack of warmth in his reception. 
‘The ex-steward was delighted to see him, and 
after showing him various curios picked up 
during his voyages, took him to the small 
yard in the rear festooned with scarlet- 
runner beans, and gave him a chair in full 
view of the neighbours. 

“Im the only visitor to-night?” said 
Hardy, after an hour’s patient listening and 
waiting. 


Mr, Wilks nodded casually. “Miss Kate 
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came last night,” he said. “Friday zs her 
night, but she came yesterday instead.” 

Mr. Hardy said, “Oh, indeed,” and fell 
straightway into a dismal reverie from which 
the most spirited efforts of his host only 
partially aroused 
him. 

Without giving 
way to undue 
egotism it was 
pretty clear that 
Miss Nugent had 
changed her plans 
on his account, 
and a long vista of 
pleasant Friday 
evenings suddenly 
vanished. He, 
too, resolved 
to vary his 
visits, and, 
starting with a 
basis of two 
a week, sat 
trying to solve 
the mathema- 
tical chances: 
of selecting ` 
the same as 
Kate Nugent; 
calculations 
which were 
not facilitated 
by a long- 
winded ac- 
count from 
Mr. Wilks of 
certain inter- 
esting amours of his youthful prime. 

Before he saw Kate Nugent again, how- 
ever, another old acquaintance turned up 
safe and sound in Sunwich. Captain Nugent 
walking into the town saw him first: a tall, 
well-knit young man in shabby clothing, 
whose bearing even in the distance was oddly 
familiar. As he came closer the captain’s 
misgivings were confirmed, and in the sun- 
burnt fellow in tattered clothes who advanced 
upon him with outstretched hand he reluct- 
antly recognised his son. 

“What have you come home for?” he 
inquired, ignoring the hand and eyeing him 
from head to foot. 

“ Change,” said Jack Nugent, laconically, 
as the smile left his face. 

The captain shrugged his shoulders and 
stood silent. His son looked first up the 
road and then down. 

“ All well at home ? ” he inquired. 
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“Yes.” 

Jack Nugent looked up the road again. 

“ Not much change in the town,” he said, 
at length. 

“No,” said his father. 

“Well, Pm glad 
to have seen you,” 
said his son. 
“ Good-bye.” 

“ Good - bye,” - 
said the captain. 

His son nodded 
and, turning on 
his heel, walked 
back towards the 
town. Despite his 
forlorn appearance 
his step was jaunty 
and he carried his 
head high. The 
captain watched 
him until he was 
hidden by a bend 
in the road, and 
then, ashamed of 
himself for display- 
ing so much emo- 
tion, turned his 
own steps in the 

direction of 

home. ` 

“Well, he 
didn’t whine,” 
he said, slowly. 

“He's got a bit 

of pride left.” 

Meantime the 
prodigal had 
reached the town again, and stood ruefully con- 
sidering his position. He looked up the street, 
and then, the well-known shop of Mr. Kybird 
catching his eye, walked over and inspected 
the contents of the window. Sheath-knives, 
belts, tobacco-boxes, and watches were dis- 
played alluringly behind the glass, sheltered 
from the sun by a row of cheap clothing 
dangling from short poles over the shop front. 
All the goods were marked in plain figures in 
reduced circumstances, Mr. Kybird giving a 
soaring imagination play in the first marking, 
and a good business faculty in the second. 

At these valuables Jack Nugent, with a 
view of obtaining some idea of prices, gazed 
for some time. Then passing between two 
suits of oilskins which stood as sentinels in 
the doorway, he entered the shop and smiled 
affably at Miss Kybird, who was in charge. 
At his entrance she put down a piece of 
fancy-work, which Mr. Kybird called his 
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sock, and with a casual glance at his clothes 
regarded him with a prejudiced eye. 

“ Beautiful day,” said the customer ; 
“makes one feel quite young again.” 

“What do you want?” inquired Miss 
Kybird. = 

Mr. Nugent turned to a broken cane-chair 
which stood by the counter, ` 
and, after applying severe tests, 
regardless of the lady’s feelings, 
sat down upon it and gave a 
sigh of relief. 

“Tve walked from London,” 
he said, in explanation. “I 
could sit here for hours.” 

“Look here——” 
began the indignant Miss 
Kybird. 

“Only people 
would be sure to 
couple our names 
together,” con- 
tinued Mr. Nugent, 
mournfully. 
“When a hand- 
some young man 
and a good-looking 
girl—-—” 

“Do you want 
to buy anything or 
not?” demanded 
Miss Kybird, with an impatient toss of her 
head. 

“No,” said Jack, “I want to sell.” 

“ You’ve come to the wrong shop, then,” 
said Miss Kybird; “ the warehouse is full of 
rubbish now.” 

The other turned in his chair and looked 
hard at the window. “So it is,” he assented. 
“It’s a good job I’ve brought you something 
decent to put there.” 

He felt in his pockets and, producing a 
silver-mounted briar-pipe, a battered watch, 
a knife, and a few other small articles, 
deposited them with reverent care upon the 
counter. 

“No use to us,” declared Miss Kybird, 
anxious to hit back; “we burn coal 
here.” 

“ These’ll burn better than the coal you 
buy,” said the unmoved customer. 

“Well, we don’t want them,” retorted Miss 
Kybird, raising her voice, “and I don’t 
want any of your impudence. Get up out of 
our chair.” 

Her heightened tones penetrated to the 
small and untidy room behind the shop. 
The door opened, and Mr. Kybird in his 
shirt-sleeves appeared at the opening. 
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“Wot’s the row?” he demanded, his 


little black eyes glancing from one to the 
other. s 

“Only a lovers’ quarrel,” replied Jack. 
“You go away; we don’t want you.” 

“Look ’ere, we don’t want none o’ your 
nonsense,” said the shopkeeper, sharply ; 
















INQUIRED MISS KYBIKD.” 
“and, wots more, we won't ‘ave it. Who 
put that rubbish on my counter?” 

He bustled forward, and taking the articles 
in his hands examined them closely. 

“Three shillings for the lot—cash,” he 
remarked. 

“ Done,” said the other. 

“Did I say three?” inquired Mr. Kybird, 
startled at this ready acceptance. 

“ Five you said,” replied Mr. Nugent, 
“ but Tl take three, if you throw in a smile.” 

Mr. Kybird, much against his inclinations, 
threw in a faint grin, and opening a drawer 
produced three shillings and flung them 
separately on the counter. Miss Kybird 
thawed somewhat, and glancing from the 
customer's clothes to his face saw that he 
had a pleasant eye and a good moustache, 
together with a general air of recklessness 
much appreciated by the sex. 

“Don’t spend it on drink,” she remarked, 
not unkindly. 

“I won't,” said the other, solemnly ; “ I’m 
going to buy house property with it.” 

“Why, darn my eyes,” said Mr. Kybird, 
who had been regarding him closely ; “darn 
my old eyes, if it ain’t young Nugent. Well, 


_ well!” 
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“Thats me,” said young Nugent, cheer- 
fully ; “I should have known you anywhere, 
Kybird: same old face, same old voice, 
same old shirt-sleeves.” 

“’Ere, come now,” objected the shop- 
keeper, shortening his arm and squinting 
along it. 

““T should have known you anywhere,” 
continued the other, mournfully ; “and here 
I’ve thrown up a splendid berth and come all 
the way from Australia just for one glimpse 
of Miss Kybird, and she doesn’t know me. 
When I die, Kybird, you will find the word 
‘Calais’ engraven upon my heart.” 

Mr. Kybird said, “Oh, indeed.” His 
daughter tossed her head and bade Mr. 
Nugent take his nonsense to people who 
might like it. 

“Last time I see you,” said Mr. Kybird, 
pursing up his lips and gazing at the counter 
in an effort of memory ; “last time I see you 
was one fifth o’ November when you an’ 
another bright young party was going about 
in two suits o’ oilskins wot I'd been unting 
for ‘igh and low all day long.” 

Jack Nugent sighed. ‘They were happy 
times, Kybird.” - 

“ Might ha’ been for you,” retorted the 
other, his temper rising a little at the remem- 
brance of his wrongs. 

“Have you come home for good?” 
inquired Miss Kybird, curiously. ‘“ Have 
you seen your father? He passed here a 
little while ago.” 

“I saw him,” said Jack, with a brevity 
which was not lost upon the astute Mr. 
Kybird. “I may stay in Sunwich, and I 
may not—it all depends.” 


, 


“You're not going ’ome?” said Mr. 
Kybird. 

“No.” 

The shopkeeper stood considering. He 


had a small room to let at the top of his 
house, and he stood divided between the 
fear of not getting his rent and the joy to a 
man fond of simple pleasures, to be obtained 
by dunning the arrogant Captain Nugent for 
his son’s debts. Before he could arrive at a 
decision his meditations were interrupted by 
the entrance of a stout, sandy-haired lady 
from the back parlour, who, having con- 
quered his scruples against matrimony some 
thirty years before, had kept a particularly 
wide-awake eye upon him ever since. 

“Your tea’s a-gettin’ cold,” she remarked, 
severely. 

Her husband received the news with 
calmness. He was by no means an enthu- 
siast where that liquid was concerned, the 
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admiration evoked by its non- inebriating 
qualities having been always something in 
the nature of a mystery to him. 

“Im coming,” he retorted; “Im just 
faving a word with Mr. Nugent ’ere.” 

“Well, I never did,” said the stout lady, 
coming farther into the shop and regarding 
the visitor. “I shouldn't ’ave knowed ’im. 
If you’d asked me who ’e was I couldn’t ha’ 
told you—I shouldn’t ’ave knowed ’im from 
Adam.” 

Jack shook his head. “It’s hard to be 
forgotten like this,” he said, sadly. “ Even 
Miss Kybird had forgotten me, after all that 
had passed between us.” 

“Eh?” said Mr. Kybird. 
` “Oh, don’t take any notice of him,” said 
his daughter. “Td like to see myself.” 

Mr. Kybird paid no heed. He was still 
thinking of the son of Captain Nugent being 
indebted to him for lodging, and the more he 
thought of the idea the better he liked it. 

“Well, now you're ’ere,” he said, with a 
great assumption of cordiality, ‘why not 
come in and ’ave a cup o’ tea?” 

The other hesitated a moment and then, 
with a light laugh, accepted the offer. He 
followed them into the small and untidy 
back parlour, and being requested by his 
hostess to squeeze in next to Melia at the 
small round table, complied so literally with 
the order that that young lady complained 
bitterly of his encroachments. 

“And where do you think of sleeping 
to-night?” inquired Mr. Kybird after his 
daughter had, to use her own expressive 
phrase, shown the guest “ his place.” 

Mr. Nugent shook his head. “I shall get 
a lodging somewhere,” he said, airily. 

“Theres a room upstairs as you might 
‘ave if you liked,” said Mr. Kybird, slowly. 
“Its been let to a very respectable, clean 
young man for half a crown a week. Really 
it ought to be three shillings, but if you like 
to ’ave it at the old price, you can.” 

“ Done with you,” said the other. 

“No doubt you'll soon get something to 
do,” continued Mr. Kybird, more in answer 
to his wife’s inquiring glances than anything 
else. “Half a crown every Saturday and the 
room’s yours.” 

Mr. Nugent thanked him, and after making 
a tea which caused Mr. Kybird to congratu- 
late himself upon the fact that he hadn't 
offered to board him, sat regaling Mrs. 
Kybird and daughter with a recital of his 
adventures in Australia, receiving in return a 
full and true account of Sunwich and its 
people up to date. 
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““There’s no pride about ’im, that’s what I 
like,” said Mrs. Kybird to her lord and 
master as they sat alone after closing time 
over a glass of gin and water. ‘“ He’s a nice 
young feller, but bisness is bisness, and 
s’pose you don’t get your rent?” 

“I shall get it sooner or later,” said Mr. 
Kybird. “That 
stuck-up father of 
‘is “ll be in a fine 
way at ’im living 
here. Thats wot 
I’m thinking of.” 

“T don’t see 
why,” said Mrs. 
Kybird, _ bridling. 
“Who's Captain 
Nugent, I should 

` liketoknow? We're 

as good as what ’e 
is, if not better. 
And as for the 
gell, if shed got 
‘alf Amelia’s looks 
she’d do.” 

“*’Melia’s a fine- 
looking gal,” 
assented Mr. 
Kybird. “I 
wonder 4 

He laid his pipe 
down on the table 

















and stared at the 

mantelpiece. “He seems very 
struck with ’er,” he concluded. 
“T see that directly.” 

“Not afore I 
sharply. 

“See it afore you come into the shop, 

' said Mr. Kybird, triumphantly. “It ’ud be 
a strange thing to marry into that family, 
Emma.” 

“She’s keeping company with young 
Teddy Silk,” his wife reminded him, coldly ; 
“and if she wasn’t she could do better than 
a young man without a penny in ’is pocket. 
Pride’s a fine thing, Dan’l, but you can’t live 
on it.” 

“I know what I’m talking about,” said Mr. 
Kybird, impatiently. “I know she’s keeping 
company with Teddy as well as wot you do. 
Still, as far as money goes, young Nugent'’ll 
be all right.” 

“Ow?” inquired his wife. 

Mr. Kybird hesitated and took a sip of his 


S 


did,” said his wife, 
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gin and water. Then he regarded the wife of 
his bosom with a calculating glance which at 
once excited that lady’s easily kindled wrath. 
“You know I never tell secrets,” she cried. 
“Not often,” corrected Mr. Kybird, “ but 
then I don’t often tell you any. Wot wouid 


you say to young Nugent coming into five 





SS 
—= 
“HE REGARDED THE WIFE OF HIS ROSOM 
Z 3 WITH A CALCULATING GLANCE.” 


’undred pounds ’is mother left ’im when he’s 
twenty-five? He don’t know it, but I do.” 

“ Five ‘undred,” repeated his wife, “sure?” 

“ No,” said the other, “I’m not sure, but I 
know. I ‘ad it from young Roberts when ’e 
was at Stone and Dartnell’s. Five ’undred 
pounds! I shall get my money all right 
some time, and, if ’e wants a little bit to go 
on with, ’e can have it. He’s honest enough; 
I can see that by his manner.” 

Upstairs in the tiny room under the tiles 
Mr. Jack Nugent, in blissful ignorance of his 
landlord’s generous sentiments towards him, 
slept the sound, dreamless sleep of the man 
free from monetary cares. In the sanctity 
of her chamber Miss Kybird, gazing ap- 
provingly at the reflection of her yellow hair 
and fine eyes in the little cracked looking-glass, 
was already comparing him very favourably 
with the somewhat pessimistic Mr. Silk. 


(To be continued.) 
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A Glance at “Vanity Fair” 


By J. Hott SCHOOLING. 


[All the accompanying cartoons are from the pages of “ Vanity Fair,” and they are shown 
here by special permission. | 


SADALANAN] 






HE first number of Vanity Fuir 
was published November 7, 
1868. It was the first of the 
W| modern weekly society journals. 
~~, In the thirteenth number, pub- 
lished January 30, 1869, the 
first of the famous cartoons was included — 
the long series of the most remarkable por- 
traits of the men who live or who have lived 
prominently in Vanity Fair. We have here 
actual portraits, whose truth is most deftly em- 
phasized by the admixture of caricature— 
not lessened by it. For this reason one may 
say rightly that the Vanzty Fair cartoons 
more truly show to us the men as they were, 
or as they are, than many a more ambitious 
canvas painted by an artist who must not 


Benjamin Desras 





I.—BENJAMIN DISRAELI. THE FIRST 'f VANITY FAIR” CARTOON, 


JANUARY 30TH, 1869. BY CARLO PELLEGRINI. 


Vol. xxii.--26. 
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introduce that peculiar shade of emphatic 
caricature truth which is contained in the 
brilliant cartoons of Vanity Fair. 

The first cartoon published by Vanity Fair 
was that shown in No. 1, of Lord Beacons- 
field when he was plain Benjamin Disraeli. 
As I have said, it was issued with the 
thirteenth number of Vanity Fair, and it 
was by an accident that this leading feature 
of a well-known society paper was intro- 
duced into its life. One day, thirty-two 
years ago, Mr. Bowles, the proprietor of 
the paper, chanced to meet at dinner Signor 
Carlo Pellegrini, an Italian refugee, who 
was a clever artist, and the result of that 
chance meeting was the institution of the 
Vanity Fair cartoons. 


2—THE MARQU!S OF SALISBURY, 1869. 
PELLEGRINI. 


BY CARLO 
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Cartoon No. 2 
shows us a 
portrait of 
Lord Salisbury in 
the year 1869; 
then, he was des- 
cribed by “Jehu 
Junior,” the writer 
of the biographies 
in Vanity Fatir, 
as “too honest a 
Tory for his party 
and his time.” 
Now, he seems to 
us to be a very 
honourable, cap- 
able, level-headed, 
far - seeing states- 
man, who during 
the years 1896- 
1go1 has steered 
this country 
through many most 
difficult and com- 
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4 SUR WILTTAM HARCOURT, 1870. 


plex places of danger created by the pressure 


of foreign affairs. 
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—Lord John 
Russell. He was 
Prime Minister of 
England during 
1846-1852 and 
during 1865-1866 ; 
he was a great 
Liberal states- 
man, quite honest 
and courageous, 
and he died quietly 
in 1878. 

We all know Sir 
William Harcourt. 
He was Mr. W. G. 
G. V. Vernon- 
Harcourt, M.P., 
when cartoon No. 
4 was published in 
1870. 

The Sage of 
Chelsea — Thomas 
Carlyle — looks at 
us from No. 5. 
He was, says 
“Jehu Junior,” “the stoutest - hearted 
Pagan, tempered by Christianity, that ever 
breathed.” 

The cartoon of the Marquis of Lorne, 
now Duke of Argyll, No. 6, was published 





In No. 3 we have a picture of Earl Russell 5.— THOMAS CARLYLE, 1870. BY PELLEGRINI. 
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6.—THE MARQUIS OF LORNE, 1870. BY PELLEGRINI. 7-—CHARLES DARWIN, 1871. 


in Vanity Fair just after the announce- art and about other things — political 
ment of his engagement to marry the economy, for example--where his claim to 
Princess Louise. our admiration is 
In No. 7 the more doubtful. 
late Mr. Charles And yet he 
Darwin looks glad wrote the following 
that he has been very sensible letter, 
naturally selected in May, 1886, to 
to survive. Mr. a person who had 
Vato Collins, the asked him for some 
rst “sensation ” money to pay a debt 
T is shown on a chapel :— 
in No. 8. Sir, — I am scornfully 
Mr John Ruskin amused at your appeal to 
pa RUT l me, of all people in the 
is shown to us in world the precisely least 
> likely to give you a far- 
cartoon No. 9, as thing! My first word to 
A : EA all men and boys who care 
j was D the i to hear me is, Don't get 
I 2. urin his into debt; starve and go 
f mi d 8 h to Heaven—but don't bor- 
wor aoe ays e ro: _Try art egging i 
dont mind, Wf its rea y 
prore imself to needful, stealing ! But 
be “a very Turner don't buy things you can't 
in the use of Eng- pay for! And, of ail 
lish prose,” and he 
was a most gener- 
ous and self-willed 
man. He wrote 
magnificently about 


manner of debtors, pious 
people building churches 
they can't pay for are the 
most detestable nonsense 
to me. Can't you preach 
and pray behind the hedges 
—or in a sand-pit, or in 
a coal-hole—first? And, of 
all manner of churches thus 
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idiotically built, iron 
churches are the damn- 
ablest to me. And, of all 
the sects of believers in 
any ruling spirit—Hindoos, 
Turks, Feather idolaters, 
and Mumbo puri, Log 
and Fire Worshippers, who 
want churches. your 
modern English Evangeli- 
cal sect is the most absurd, 
and entirely objectional e 
and unendurable to me! 
All which they might very 
easily have found out from 
my ks—any other sort 
of sect would ! -- before 
bothering me to write it to 
them. Ever, nevertheless, 
and in all this saying, your 
faithful servant, JOHN 
Ruskin. 


The recipient of 
this pleasing letter 
promptly sold it, 
and so got some 
money for his tin- 
pot chapel. 

Cartoon No. 10 
represents Mr. 
Frederick Leigh- 
ton, A.R.A, a 
beautiful man with 
a delicate taste for 
form and colour, 
who in later lile 
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became Lord 
Leighton, P.R. A. 

The next car- 
toon, No. 11, is 
very interesting, 
apart from its in- 
trinsic merit as a 
fine portrait of the 
late Professor 
Richard Owen — 
the eminent zoo- 
logist, | anatomist, 
and palæontologist 
(I don’t know what 
this last word 
means) — shortly, 
he was called “Old 
Bones.” For this 
fine.eartoon is the 
first that"was done 
for Vanity Fair by 
Mr. Leslie Ward 
(“Spy”), who for 
more than twenty- 
eight years has 
been so prominent 
in the Vantly Fair 
cartoons. 


10,—LUKD LEIGHTON, 1872. 11 KUL bSsuk OWEN, 1873. THE FIRST CARTOON BY “sey,” 
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Mr. Leslie Ward is 
the son of the late 
E. M. Ward, R.A., and 
of Henrietta Ward, the 
painter, and he is, also 
the great-grandson of 
James Ward, R.A., so 
famous “Spy” has a 
plenty of artistic talent 
in his heredity. He 
vas educated at Eton, 
he is a sportsman, and 
the most modest of 
men as to his own 
work, which is, as we 
shall see for ourselves, 
fully equal to the best 
thing that Carlo Pelle- 
grini ever did. More- 
over, Mr. Ward is able 
to make a good car- 
toon out of any of his 
long list of subjects 
awaiting weekly execu- 
tion: but Pellegrini, 
who was a chartered 
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12.—ANTHONY TROLLOPE, 1873. BY LESLIE WARD. 


14. -— SIR HENRY IRVING, 
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take only those car- 
toons whose subjects 
were obviously well 
adapted to caricature 
representation in Vanity 
Farr. 

Mr. Leslie Ward be- 
came connected with 
Vanity Fair in 1873 by 
the chance sight that 
Sir John Millais got of 
one of young Ward’s 
caricatures. Millais was 
a friend of Leslie 
Ward's father, and he 
promptly marched the 
young artist off to Mr. 
Gibson- Bowles at the 
office of Vanity Farr, 
and introduced him 
with the words, “ Here 
is the man you want !” 

Mr. Leslie Ward 


3 SIR ARTHUR 


libertine, would under- i ena V NE was the man wanted, 
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15.-—LOKD RUSEBERY, 1876, 


and he has remained 
“wanted” by Vanity 
Fair and by the 
British ` public ever 
since. 

His cartoon in No. 
12, of Mr. Anthony 
Trollope, did not 
please the novelist, 
but the late Edmund 
Yates was so im- 
pressed by the truth 
of this cartoon that 
when he was starting 
his newspaper, Zhe 
_World, Mr. Yates 
asked Leslie Ward to 
do a cartoon for it 
weekly. But Mr. 
Ward was not able 
to undertake the 
work. 

No. 13 was done 
by Pellegrini ; its 
subject is the late Sir 
Arthur Sullivan, the 
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17.—DR. W. G. GRACE, 1877. 
BY LESLIE WARD, 


composer of the 
beautiful tuneful 
music which has so 
often been joined in 
the Savoy operas with 
the quaint and 
polished wit of Mr. 
W. S. Gilbert. 

Sir Henry Irving 
was Mister and 
thirty - seven when, 
in 1874, Pellegrini 
made cartoon No. 
14, representing 
Henry Irving as 
Mathias in “The 
Bells”; a piece of 
acting that, with 
Digby Grand in 
“The Two Roses,” 
had then lately done 
much to send our 
leading actor’ to the 
top of the tree. 
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19.—JOHN ROBERTS, 1885, 


BY LESLIE WARD. 
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The early portrait of Lord Rosebery seen 
in No. 15 was done by Leslie Ward in 1876, 
when the young Primrose was engrossed with 
his horses and trainers and with getting his 
racing colours—eau de nie and primrose — 
well to the front at Epsom and Ascot. ‘The 
concluding and prophetic words of the notice 
in Vanity Fair that faced this cartoon were, 
“He may, if he will, become a statesman 
and a personage.” 

Mr. Leslie Ward went to Birmingham for 





20.--MR, ARTHUR BALFOUR, 1587. 


BY LESLIE WARD, 


the purpose of “doing” Cardinal Manning, 
but he did Mr. Chamberlain instead—see 
No. 16. 

The cartoon of Dr. W. G. Grace, No. 17, 
was done in Mr. Leslie Ward’s studio ; W. 
G. dressed for the occasion. 

Cartoon No. 18, of Sir. L. Alma-Tadema, 
was done by Pellegrini. 

Mr. John Roberts, the greatest of billiard- 
players, chalks his cue in No. 19. To see 
this man play a series of cannons round the 
table makes one think that the balls are 
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21,.—GEORGE MEREDITH, 1896. BY MAX BEL KIKOHM, 
drawn about by invisible mechanism, so mar- 
vellously easy and true are his strokes. 

No. 20 is the “Industrious Apprentice ” 
of years ago, when he and Lord Randolph 
Churchill were both members of the little 
Fourth Party in the House of Commons. 
This most popular statesman is now First 
Lord of the Treasury and Leader of the 
House. He will be Prime Minister. 

Mr. Max Beerbohm’s only contribution to 
Vanity Fair is shown in No. 21—a cartoon 
of Mr. George Meredith—done more after 
the older fashion of caricature than in the 
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more modern style of portraiture that 
characterizes Mr. Leslie Ward’s work. 

Grim Kitchener looms large in No. 22— 
a hard, long - headed, obstinately - decided 
soldier, who has made himself by his fore- 
sight, attention to detail, and persistence. 
He won control of the Soudan without a 
mistake, and he is now carrying out in South 
Africa a work in which his characteristic 
virtues are having their sure, if slow, reward. 
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22.—LOKD KIICHENER, 1899. 
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AR. STAFFORD wishes to 
j speak with you fora moment, 
sir.” 

The Editor of the Thun- 
derer raised his eyebrows. 
Having reflected for a 
moment, he said that Mr. Stafford might be 
shown in. 

, Sixty seconds later a young man entered 
the room. He was a tall, thin young 
man, with a remarkably well-shaped fore- 
head, a determined chin, and an intro- 
spective look in his eyes. It was this look, 
and what it meant, that the Editor dis- 
approved. He was also alive to the fact— 
not unconnected, in his opinion, with the 
other—that Mr. Stafford’s frock-coat, though 
carefully preserved, had been worn through 
several seasons. 

“Good day,” said the great man. “Iam 
sorry for this, Mr. Stafford; but really it 
could not be helped, in the circumstances.” 

The man who was not great appeared sur- 
prised. “I beg your pardon?” said he, 
inquiringly. 

“T supposed that you had come to speak 
with me about the—er—the change in your 
position. But P 

“ No, sir. For the moment I had forgotten 
that I had been dismissed. You see, I was 

Vol. xxii.—26. 
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By 
i CN. & AM. ax 


NV Lamson. 

thinking in any event of resigning my berth 
on the Zhunderer. I didn’t suit it; it didn’t 
suit me, though I have much kindness and 
consideration from you and all the members 
of the staff to be grateful for. What I came 
to see you about this evening was quite 
another matter, though also personal.” 

Perhaps the Editor of the most important 
newspaper in England was to be pardoned if 
he did not entirely believe that the young 
man had intended of his own accord to throw 
away the enviable position which had been 
his. Still, almost anything eccentric might 
be credited of Robert Stafford. The great 
man glanced at his watch. “I have still 
five minutes, which I can spare you with 
pleasure,” he said. “After that, I am 
afraid ” 

“ Five minutes will do, sir,” said the young 
man. “It is a mere question of ‘yes’ or 
‘no? I want to marry your daughter.” 

“Good heavens, you must be out of your 
senses !” exclaimed the Editor. 

“If to be very much in love is to be out 
of one’s senses, I plead guilty.” 

“Good heavens !” remarked the Editor 
again. “What confounded business is this ? 
I had no idea that you had met my daughter 
except at the one evening party I believe 
you were invited to, at my house.” 
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“That was the first time I saw her. I 
knew what I wanted from that moment, but 
I didn’t see much chance of getting it.” 

“Ah! And now you do? Having just 
been discharged on account of incompetency 
from the post you held on my paper, and 
having no other prospects so far as I know, 
you take the opportunity of coming to me 
and proposing to marry my daughter, whom 
you seem to have continued to meet in 
some underhand way.” 

“You hardly state the case fairly, sir— 
certainly not from her side. She visits rather 
often at the house of an aunt of mine, Mrs. 
D'Arcy, where I also have been in the habit 
of going when I could get away from work. 
As for your accusation that I have acted in 
an underhand way, I deny it, and assert the 
contrary. I came to you before speaking to 
your daughter. I wished to tell you some- 
thing about myself which might make you 
look at my future differently. I——” 

“ Have you come into a fortune?” 
question was asked drily. 

“No, sir.” 

“ You expect to do so?” 

“ Not quite that.” 

“What then? 
yours 2?” 

“You might call it mad, sir.” 

“If you think I might, I am certain I 
should, so we won’t waste time in discussing 
it, if you please. I shall regard it as a most 
dishonourable act if you attempt to disturb 
my daughter’s mind with this nonsense, and 
I depend upon you not to do so.” 

“Not without your consent. May I ask 
whether your objection is only to my lack of 
prospects, or is it also personal ?” 

The Editor iooked at the young man criti- 
cally through his øince-nez. “My sole 
objection to you personally is that you are 
mad,” he replied. 

“A number of persons who eventually 
proved successful were called mad in their 
time,” returned Mr. Stafford. 

“ They happened to be geniuses.” 

The young man smiled at the emphasis. 

“Tf you were not mad, and if you had an 
income of ten thousand a year, you might 
come to me again and ask for my daughter,” 
said the Editor of the Zhunderer. “ Then, 
I should be inclined to give you a different 
answer. You cannot cite such an income ? ” 

“Not to-day,” admitted Mr. Stafford. 

“Then, for to-day, shall we consider the 
subject closed? Another day, when you 
can re-open it on the basis I suggest—my 
daughter being at that time still unmarried — 
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Some mad scheme of 
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call on me again and remind me of this 
interview.” 

“Thank you; I will.” Mr. Stafford rose, 
took the large white hand which his former 
“chief,” with returning good nature in the 
twinkle of his eye, patronizingly held out, and 
departed. 

The interview had occupied very little 
more than the allotted five minutes ; never- 
theless, it filled the Editor’s thoughts more 
than once during his working hours. Several 
times he ejaculated “By Jove!” without 
any apparent relevance. Once or twice he 
frowned and once or twice he laughed. 

Next morning at breakfast he gazed at his 
exceedingly pretty daughter with reflective 
eyes. She would be a considerable heiress, 
but was so popular and charming that no 
man need be suspected of wanting her for 
what she would have rather than for what 
she was. A number of men had wanted her, 
and were probably wanting her at the present 
time. Almost any one among these appli- 
cants, selected at random, would be more 
eligible than Robert Stafford. ‘The Editor 
did not think that there was a man in 
England, under Royal rank, who need look 
down upon this lovely and lovable young 
creature. 

He marvelled at Stafford’s impudence, but 
failed to admire it. For a moment he 
meditated speaking to the motherless girl 
about what had occurred, and putting one or 
two questions; but on second thoughts he 
decided to hold his peace and to watch. 
He did watch—as much as so busy and 
important a man was able—but saw nothing 
to excite alarm. One day he heard at the 
office that young Stafford had gone abroad, 
and gradually he forgot all about him. 

So, more than a year passed. Ona very 
hot night in early September, when things 
were just beginning to happen after the lull 
of the “Silly Season,” the Editor was hard 
at work. There was still a great deal to do 
for which he was responsible; he was tired, 
irritable, and anxious to get home. Into the 
midst of this mood came a messenger with a 
card. The Editor looked at it impatiently. 
“ Stafford, Stafford,” he repeated twice before 
the name took a particular meaning for him, 
When it did, he flung the card aside with an 
uncomplimentary exclamation. 

“ Confound his impudence,” he muttered. 
“Tike the fellows cheek to come at all, 
especially at this time of night when he 
knows I’m busiest. Go, tell this gentle- 
man ”~-to the messenger— “that I can’t see 
him.” 
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“Yes, sir,” responded the messenger. 
“He said his business was very urgent, sir, 
or I wouldn’t have i 

“ Hang his business ; it’s nothing to me,” 
was the answer, extorted by impatience ; and 
the messenger waited for no more. 

After some moments of work the Editor 
hurriedly opened his door and strode out, 
with a long proof fluttering from his hand. 
He had taken a step or two down the 
corridor off which opened the rooms used 
by sub-editors, leader-writers, and reporters, 
when a voice—once familiar, now all but 
forgotten—hailed him. 

There was Stafford, as quiet, as pale, the 
lower part of his face as deter- 
mined, the upper part as dreamy 
as ever. The poor man had put 
himself in the great man’s path, 
and the chief, too angry, too com- 
pletely dumfounded to speak or 
move, was taken at a momentary 
disadvantage. 

Stafford had his watch in his 
hand. It was a cheap Waterbury 
watch ; and his frock-coat looked 
as if it might have been the 
frock-coat of last year. ‘Good 
evening, sir,” he said to the 
Editor. “Pardon my lying in 
wait for you like this, but it’s a 
matter of grave importance. Will 
you tell me the exact time by 
your watch ?” 

“Let me pass, sir,” commanded 
the Editor of the Zhunderer, “or 
it will be time to have you shown 
the way downstairs.” 

“I inquired because just half 
an hour ago the Sultan died in 
Yildiz Kiosk — very suddenly. 
Poison is suspected, but it will 





probably be given out that 
death was the result of a 
stroke. The news will be kept 


from the people in Constanti- 
nople for some hours, and it 
wont get over the wires to 
London until the Zhunderer and all the 
other papers have gone to press. No morn- 
ing paper—except yours, now that I’ve told 
you—can print the news, though of course 
to-morrow’s evening papers will have it. 
Now, if you put it in, with the biography 
you of course have standing in type, you'll 
have about the biggest ‘scoop’ that’s ever 
been done.” 

“T always thought you were mad,” said 
the Editor. “Now I knowit. Mr. Stafford, 
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this is my busiest time. I’m in no mood for 
practical jokes. Have the kindness to leave 
this office, where you had no right to force 
yourself in.” 

“Allow me to point out that you are 
making a grave mistake, sir,” persisted 
Stafford, provokingly unruffled. “But I 
have done my best to give you a good thing. 
You won't tell me the time by your watch ? 
Then pray look at mine. Half-past eleven, 


English. That’s nine-thirty in Constanti- 
nople. You will have cause to remember 


that to-morrow.” He bowed and, turning, 
walked away. 


“Of all the lunatics !” ejaculated the great 


Woreione 


““THEN PRAY LOOK AT MINE,” 


man, glaring after the erect figure, departing 
with the air of a banished prince. And as 
the Editor was putting on his hat to go 
home, after seeing the paper to press, he 
mentioned to the assistant-editor, who 
remembered the discharged “sub” very well, 
the unexpected call and the absurd nature of 
Stafford’s errand. 

“Much learning hath made him mad,’” 
quoted the assistant. He also said that in 
his opinion if Stafford came again it would 
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be well to send for the police, as such fellows 
really ought not to be at large. 

Next day the Editor of the Zhunderer 
slept late. As he was walking to keep a 
luncheon engagement at the Carlton Club 
he stared with astonishment at the 
contents bill of an evening journal just 
out, which in huge lines announced : 
“Sudden Death of the Sultan.” 

He bought the paper and hastily 
opened it. 

“Died of an apoplectic stroke,” he 
read, “at half past-nine at night. 
Unavailing efforts to restore animation. 
Poison suggested, but official an- 
nouncement that the cause of 
death was apoplexy. News not 
made known publicly until this 
morning.” 

The Editor whistled to himself 
as he folded up the paper. At 
the Carlton everybody was talking 
of the event, and he was condoled 
with because the news had come 
too late to appear in the Zhunderer 
as well as the lesser morning 
journals. 

About five o'clock the Editor 
met his assistant at the office © 
for the usual daily consultation. 
The two looked at each other 
queerly. 

“Ive told the printer to put 
the Sultan’s obituary in page,” 
said the younger man. 

“Certainly ; quite 
turned the chief. 

“A little odd about that mad- 
man, Stafford,” began the assistant, 
hesitating. 

“Coincidence ; mere coincidence. <A 
lucky guess, that’s all.” The Editor waved 
the affair away with a sweep of the hand, 
though he thought of it all the same, and 
wondered in his heart what the world would 
have been saying to-day if the great Zhunderer, 
alone among the dailies, had printed the 
news. 

At midnight Stafford’s card was handed 
to the Editor while his assistant was 
in the room. The “chief ’ passed it 
to the latter with a short, perplexed 
cough. “See him and hear what he has 
to say. It can’t be in the least important, 
still n 

In five minutes the assistant-editor came 
back and closed the door carefully. ‘The 
Czarina has had a child, prematurely—a boy 
this time,” he announced, “born half an 


right,” re- 
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hour ago in Gatschina.” He smiled a little 
uneasily. The Editor stared. 
“ He says that?” he asked. 


The assistant nodded. “Yes; and he 


asked me particularly to note the time.” 





=S 
R 


HHE BOUGHT THE PAVER AND HASTILY OPENED IT.” 


Neongono = 


The Editor pushed back his chair and 
took a hasty turn up and down the room. 
“Why, its pure bosh,” he exclaimed, petu- 
lantly. ‘We should make ourselves the 
laughing-stock of Europe to print news like 
that if it wasn't true. And how can it be 
true? Its too absurd. This fellow wants 
to take us in and play a trick upon us for 
being dismissed. How can he possibly know 
what happened in Russia half an hour ago, 
when our own correspondent hasn’t wired, 
when there’s nothing from any of the news 
agencies ? He made a lucky guess last night, 
and is playing on that.” 

The paper was sent to press as usual; the 
Editor went home, and the foreign editor who 
stayed an hour later in case anything of great 
importance should happen was about to 
follow him, when there came a telegram 
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announcing the birth of an heir to the 
Russian ‘Throne. The machines were 
stopped, a page altered, and part of the 
issue of next morning’s Zhunderer contained 
the tidings. All the other morning papers 
had it also. 

It was the Editor's custom to have a copy 
of the Zhunderer brought to his bedside 
every morning with the other leading dailies. 
Before he got up he used to run through 
them all. Opening his own paper first, he 
could hardly believe his eyes when he saw 
the announcement with large headlines of 
the birth of the Russian heir. 

“What on earth’s the meaning of this?” 
he said to him- 
self. ‘Can my 
people have been 
fools enough to 
believe that im- 
postor and put 
this stuff in as 
soon as my back 
was turned?” 
Then he hastily 
opened the other 
papers, and was 
startled to see 
that they also 
contained the 
same important 
item of news. 
“Can he have 
hoaxed the lot of 
them ?” thought 
the Editor, as he 
tubbed and 
dressed with 
more than his 
usual haste. 
“Can he have 
run round to all 
the offices in a 
cab, and induced 
them to believe 
his story? And 
have they all 
been fools enough to trust him?” 

The Editor's beautiful daughter was vastly 
astonished when her father hurriedly left 
home without breakfast. He took a swift 
cab, drove direct to Marlborough House, 
and was astonished into speechlessness on 
being assured that the happy event had un- 
doubtedly happened, in the course of the pre- 
ceding night, at about the hour of half-past 
eleven, English time, adding that the King 
had been waked soon after one in the morn- 
ing to have the telegram handed to him. 
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The Editor walked to his club, thinking 
deeply, and it was with some embarrassment 
that he exchanged greetings with his assistant 
about five o’clock at the office. 

“ Have we the address of that young man, 
Stafford?” asked the “chief.” “It—er— 
might, perhaps, be worth while to send for 
and question him.” 

“T have tried already to find him,” said 
the assistant, “but without success. He 
left no address when he called, and they 
know nothing at the lodgings he occupied 
more than a year ago when he was on the 
paper.” 

Something before midnight, when the 
pages would soon be passed 
finally for press, the great 
Editor was amazed at him- 
self to find that he was bc- 
coming unaccountably 
fidgety. It was 
with a distinct 
sense of relief 
that he took 
from the hand 





“IHE EDITOR'S DAUGHTFR WAS VASTLY 
ASTONISHED,” 


of a messenger 
a card bearing 
the name, ‘ Mr. 
Robert Stafford.” 
“Show him in,” 
said the Editor, 
promptly, and 
the young man 
entered with a 
grave bow and 
a courteous 

“ Good evening, 
sir.” 

“You bring 
me, no doubt, 
some wonderful 
piece of news, 
Mr. Stafford ?” 
questioned the 
“ chief,” with an air of condescend- 
ing jocularity. “What is it to- 
night? The death of a great 
man, the discovery of the North Pole——” 

“ My news to-night is certainly serious,” 
replied the young man. “ There is a rising 
en masse of the negroes of the Southern 
States against the whites. It has been 
secretly planned for months. A horrible 
massacre has begun ; great parts of Alabama 
and Geowgia are in the hands of the blacks. 
They first seized the telegraph offices and 
cut the wires ? 

“ Then, if the wires were cut to begin with, 
how can you know anything of what has 
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taken place?” The Editor leaned forward 
and glared severely at the young man as he 
launched his crushing question. *“ Come, 
come, sir; this wont do! You go too fast ! 
‘That twice already you have successfully 
tampered with telegraph clerks, bribing them 
to give you early information, I can under- 
stand—such things have been done before, 
though it’s a risky game and a felony ; but 
that you should come here pretending to 
know what is happening three thousand 
miles away, in the Southern States of 
America, when by your own confession you 
admit the wires are cut and the districts 
isolated ” He broke off abruptly and 
pressed an electric bell upon his table. A 
messenger came at once. “I wish to cable 
to New Orleans; telephone immediately to 
see if the wire’s open.” The Editor sat 
frowning and drumming with a paper-knife 
on the table, casting now and then 
a suspicious glance at his visitor, who 
stood calmly examining the pattern of the 
wall-paper. With a quick knock the mes- 
senger returned. “They can only take the 
cable at your risk, sir,” he announced. 
“ There’s some unexplained interruption at 
the other end.” The Editor dismissed him 
with a nod, rose to the full height of his 
imposing figure, and faced his visitor. 

“Your extraordinary story seems so far 
confirmed,” he said. “ Kindly give me some 
further particulars.” 

“I do not know many details yet,” was the 
quiet answer, “though further information 
will reach me soon. I can only tell you 
that the blacks are well armed, that there has 
been fighting in the streetsin many places ; 
that a gigantic negro named Joe Paterson, 
formerly a railway-shunter, seems to be the 
leading spirit; that whites have been merci- 
lessly butchered in the remoter districts, to 
the number of many hundreds.” 

“I should be mad to print all this without 
the least indication as to how you received 
the intelligence.” 

The hint fell on stony ground. ‘As you 
will, sir.” Stafford moved towards the door 
with the calm bearing of a Galileo before 
the council. The Editor had a deep know- 
ledge of human nature, and the confident 
fire in the introspective eyes caused him a 
certain discomfort. 

“Stay!” Stafford turned on the thres- 
hold. “I wi publish something of this 
wonderful story,” relented the chief; then, 
his scepticism re-awakening, he wagged a 
threatening forefinger. “But if you are 
deceiving me, mind, I shall have no mercy 
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on you—none!” The young man smiled 
serenely, bowed to the forefinger, and de- 
parted. 

Next morning the Editor waked at an un- 
usually early hour with all his faculties on 
the stretch. Sitting up in bed, he opened 
the ZAunderer and read the few cautious 
words in a conspicuous position of the middle 
page: “ As we go to press a rumour reaches 
us of a rising of negroes in some of the 
Southern States of the Union, accompanied 
by sanguinary acts of violence. It is said 
that the rebellion has been long planned and 
has already attained alarming dimensions. 
The rumour is unconfirmed, and we publish 
it with all reserve.” Not one of the other 
morning papers had any reference to the 
event. 

All day the Editor went about in a mood 
of apprehension. At his club he was bom- 
barded with questions ; the contents bills of 
an evening paper bore in large letters the 
words: ‘ Alarming statement in the 
Thunderer. 1s it a hoax?” and when he 
reached his office he found that the American 
Ambassador and a messenger from the 
Foreign Office had been among the many 
callers to inquire into the extraordinary 
rumour. As the night wore on, to the 
selfish but infinite relief of the Editor, 
telegrams began to arrive confirming in the 
fullest particulars the details which Stafford 
had supplied the night before. Refugees 
fleeing to the sea-coast and into neighbouring 
States carried with them wild tales of a savage 
uprising of the oppressed blacks, of an 
awful revenge that was being taken for bloody 
acts of Lynch-law. United States troops 
were moving with all speed to the scene ; but 
precise facts were difficult to obtain owing to 
the continued interruption of the wines. The 
Editor wiped his forehead, with a sigh cf 
divided emotions. The 7/uzderer had had 
its “scoop”; but how much more dramatic- 
ally complete would have been its success if 
he had dared to give in full, and with assur- 
ance, all the particulars with which Stafford 
had furnished him. In short, the Editor 
wished that he had “gone nap.” 

He found himself longing for midnight. 
For the last three nights midnight and a visit 


from Stafford had been synonymous. But 
this time the rule was broken. Midnight 


came and no Stafford. The “chief” made 
excuses for stopping late at the office, but 
at length he had to go home with a vague 
sense of flatness and disappointment. He 
was annoyed with himself for his neglect in 
not having secured the mysterious young 
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man’s address when he called last, though, of 
course, it would not have done to seem 
anxious ; and he visited his annoyance on the 
assistant-editor. 

Another day passed and still Stafford made 
no sign. A halfpenny daily published a bit 
of exclusive news, and the great man asked 
himself if the finger of his discharged “ sub” 
was in it. 

“I wonder if we’ve lost Stafford ? ” casually 
remarked the assistant on the third night. 
The Editor shrugged his shoulders as if the 
matter were of no importance, but he had 
never liked his subordinate less; and, at 
home and in bed, he dreamed of missing 
Stafford and a piece of news of world-wide 
importance. With this dream in his mind 
he somewhat shamefacedly gave orders that 
if Mr. Stafford should call that night he was 
to be at once shown in. Expecting the call 
he grew quite nervous, and attributed his 
condition to dyspepsia, but he expected in 
vain. 

On the fifth night, however, he started 
at the sound of a rap on his door as the 
clocks had finished striking twelve. Stafford 
answered his “Come in,” and he was only 
just able to restrain an exclamation of “At 
last !” 

He changed it into a “ How do you do?” 
of marked cordiality, and genially added, 
“Tm glad to see you again.” 

“Thank you, sir,” replied Stafford. “I 
saw the advertisement 
in the Daily Record, 
requesting me to call 
at the office of the 
Thunderer.” 

“Oh, indeed—er-— 
I wasn’t aware—my 
assistant perhaps may 
have thought——” 
The great man was 
well-nigh reduced to 
stammering. 

“I beg your par- 
don,” said Stafford ; 
“I supposed it pos- 
sible that you wished 
to see me here again, 
and, not having my 
address, had adopted 


that means. Since i p 
you don’t -——” he EH 

took a step towards NAdo 

the door, but the 

Editor, half rising, 

arrested him with a X 

g sture, THE EDITOR, CURI 
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“I do,” he admitted. “I do. Come, 
Mr. Stafford, the time for mystery has gone 
by. You have proved your point beyond a 
doubt. Do you want me to believe you a 
magician, or are you ready to explain by 
what method you are able to obtain earlier 
information than newspapers and Govern- 
ments can command ? ” 

“Tve brought it with me in a cab,” said 
Stafford, “in case you would like to 
see it.” 

“In a cab?” The echo was almost a 
gasp, so extraordinary seemed the announce- 
ment. But the Editor controlled himself, 
emulating Stafford’s coolness. “Oh, bring 
it in by all means,” he murmured, and sank 
back in his chair. 

Stafford went out and was gone for some 
minutes. Presently sounds of heavy foot- 
steps, as of men carrying a burden, reached 
the ears of the ‘‘ chief,” and an instant later 
Stafford reappeared with a commissionaire. 
Between them they bore a large rosewood 
box, which they placed upon a table. When 
the commissionaire had left them alone 
Stafford asked permission to lock the door, 
which was granted. “You know all about 
Marconi ?” he said, with his hand on the box. 
“Well, I’ve gone one better, that’s all.” 
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PEERING AT AN APPARATUS 
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He lifted the lid from the box, and the 
Editor, curiously excited, found himself peer- 
ing at an apparatus of intricate parts, with 
coiled wires, springs, and an automatic 
printing-machine like that of the familiar 
“ ticker.” 

“ Marconis difficulty,” Stafford went 
quietly on, “was in his coherer and relay. 
He used metallic filings in his coherer, which 
was a little tube, you know. He thought 
that the coherence was a sort of absolute 
quantity that was produced in all its com- 
pleteness by the electric impulse. ‘That was 
wrong. I have invented a new coherer” 
(he touched a small upright brass case, with 
an elaborate net-work of vibrating wires), 
“and with this I can receive, practically in- 
stantaneously, electric impulses transmitted 
from no matter what distance. ‘The conver- 
sion of the electric impulses into visible 
writing is, of course, simplicity itself.” 

“Still, I don’t understand,” said the 
Editor. ‘The electric impulses don’t reach 
you by chance. Someone must transmit 
them, and by a machine similar to this. 
Am I not right ?” 

“Perfectly. I patented this machine in 
every European country and in the States 
something less than a vear ago, a little while 
after I left the Zhunderer. I made no 
public announcement of it at the time, for 
I wanted to give tests that even you could 
not withstand. I have an aunt, Mrs. D'Arcy 
-—your daughters friend—who believes in 
me; she was the only person who did—and 
she gave me money. I made half.a-dozen 
transmitters, and took them to half-a-dozen 
foreign countries. They are in St. Peters- 
burg, in Constantinople, in Berlin, in Paris, 
in New York, in Yokohama, in the hands of 
trustworthy persons all in a position to 
receive early news of important events. 
These persons are paid by me—they are 
my correspondents.” 

“That must cost you something!” mur- 
mured the Editor. 

“It does, but thanks to the machine 
itself, I am able to afford it. The first test 
I made was to take advantage of a piece 
of early information I got from Wall 
Street, to go in for a little deal on the 
Stock Exchange. I cleared £20,000 in a 
couple of days.” 

“By Jove!” exclaimed the great man, 
meditatively, a marvellous vista opening 
before him. 

“Yes. You can quite understand that 
the field there is practically unlimited ; 
but that isn’t much in my line, except 
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in special cases. I leave it to those who 


care for it.” 


“ And the news of the negro rising! How 
did you get that ? ” 
“Chance favoured me there. My New 


York correspondent’s a Southerner ; he was 
called South by family business, took his 
transmitter with him, and sent me early 
news. You see this lever? It disconnects 
the machine. I press it down thus, and the 
apparatus is ready to receive messages.” At 
the instant the “ticker” began to work. 
Eagerly the Editor watched the words that 
appeared, transmitted by invisible waves of 
electric energy straight from the Japanese 
capital, passing by the shortest path through 
a great portion of the solid earth itself, 
penetrating unnoticed, unsuspected, through 
brick walls or human bodies, able to record 
themselves on this machine, and on this 
machine only in the whole world, for it alone 
was tuned to vibrate sympathetically with the 
transmitting instrument. 

“ Yokohama,” the message began. “Grave 
news has just arrived that the Russians 
have landed in force in Korea and have 
captured the capital by a coup de main. 
Intense indignation here. Frenzied crowds 
in the streets. The Japanese Government 
has declared war, and orders for mobiliza- 
tion of the entire forces of the country have 
been issued.” ‘Then, suddenly, the ticker 
was still. z 


When the business of sending the 
momentous news to press was over, and an 
enormous “scoop” assured for next morn- 
ing’s Zhunderer (there were to be no doubts, 
no reservations this time), the Editor turned 
to Stafford, who stood thoughtfully beside his 
closed rosewood box. 

“Youre a wonderful fellow—a valuable 
man for England!” he enthusiastically ex- 
claimed. “Now, how much will you take to 
give the Zhunderer the exclusive use of this 
instrument? Shall we say ten thousand a 
year?” 

“Money does not tempt me as it once 
might — a year ago, for instance,” said 
Stafford. 

“ Twenty thousand, my dear fellow.” 

“Vou see, I can easily make five times 
that sum.” 

“But, look here, you came to me. 
You gave me news worth thousands. 
You must have had some object in doing 
that.” 

“T had.” 

“Well?” 
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“I wanted to remind you, if I got the 
chance, that you had asked me to call again 
when I could prove that I wasn’t mad and 
could make an income of. ten thousand a 
year. You said then that when that was the 
case I might refer to a subject you wished 
closed for that day. It has been nearer to 
my heart ever since than anything else. Do 
you remember what it was, sir?” 

“ Good gracious, you wanted to marry my 
daughter !” 

“ And do want it, more than ever.” 

“ Are you driving a bargain with me, my 
boy ?” 

“That would be about it, sir, if only I 
were at all sure of her. She—I think she 
liked me once. But I promised you to say 
nothing without your consent. And _ that’s 
a year ago.” 

The Editor stroked his beard. 

“H’m!” he ejaculated. ‘I—er—I've had 
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you a good deal in my mind these last five 
days. I’d never spoken to my daughter 
about you before, but I did mention your 
name yesterday, quite—er—incidentally. I 
told her you were back in town and had 
called at the office.” 

“ What did she say ?” asked Stafford, a flash 
of eagerness escaping his calm eyelids. 

“She didn’t say much, but—she got rather 
red. I never saw her look so pretty. When 
I went out she—kissed me twice, and ran up- 
stairs singing, some love song or other. I 
wondered what made her so demonstrative ; 
she isn’t like that as a rule. But—er—if one 
puts two and two together, it strikes me 
there mightn’t be any great difficulty in our 
coming to terms. And, by Jove, I should 


be proud, Mr. Stafford, to have you for my 
son-in-law.” 

Stafford held out his hand. The Editor 
shook it. 
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Illustrated Interviews. 


NO. LXXVI.—HEINRICH HOFMANN, THE GREAT RELIGIOUS PAINTER. 
By KATHLEEN SCHLESINGER. 


(The only interview this great artist has ever granted.) 


>|HY is Heinrich Hofmann the 
M most powerful religious painter 
that modern Germany has pro- 
duced? No other has exer- 
cised an influence so far- 
reaching and so independent 
of the paintings themselves. Nine-tenths of 
the human 
hearts that have 
been touched 
by his art have 
never seen the 
original can- 
vases, scattered 
as they are over 
Germany, but 
love them 
merely from 
photographs, 
which can give 
no hint of the 
exquisite beau- 
ties of his 
colouring. 
Heinrich Hof- 
mann is great 
because he is 
true to himself 
and to his con- 
ceptions, and 
his pictures 
appeal with 
singular force 
through their 
Divine and 
human influ- 
ences to all that 











ings unsatisfied, and of loneliness unutterable. 
Such men alone can in their art reach with 
one and the same magical touch the bitter 
depths of human woe and the light-hearted 
exuberance of pure joy. Recall Beethoven’s 
great symphony in C minor as an instance 
of this; the sunny natures of Mozart or 
Mendelssohn 
never gave us 
anything so 
purely, trium- 
phantly joyous 
as that last 
movement, and 
this after the 
hopeless anguish 
with which the 
symphony open. 

But with Hof- 
mann it was not 
so. He is one 
of those natures 
which thrive 
best under the 
benign and 
softening in- 
fluence. of that 
pure happiness 
which ennobles 
the heart and 
widens the sym- 
pathies, and this 
becomes evident 
when we review 
his life and 
career. 


Heinrich Hof- 








is best and 
noblest in 
human nature. 
Some artists, 
poets, and musicians do not give the 
world of their best until the tragedy of life 
has grasped their very heart-strings and 
pulled them up with a jerk on the very 
brink of despair ; henceforth they enter into 
communion with their fellow - creatures 
through the fellowship of suffering, of long- 
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MARY MAGDALENE. 
From the Painting by H. Hofmann. 
R, permission of the Photographische Union, Munich. 


mann never 
knew the hard- 
ships of a 
struggle for ex- 
istence ; nor was his childhood darkened 
by any denial of its birthright of joyous 
insouciance like that of Michael Munkacsy. 
Ina refined and sunny home in Darmstadt 
four sturdy boys, of. whom Heinrich was the 
eldest, grew up full of life and spirits under 
the loving care of their parents. The walls 
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of the nursery in which they romped to their 
hearts’ content were not covered, like those 
of other children, with the heroes of nursery 
rhymes and fairyland, but with water-colour 
drawings which the children watched on 
their father’s easel growing more and more 
distinct under the magic touch of the brushes 
they too longed to handle. These pictures 
in after years formed one of the most 
cherished recollections of their childhood. 
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had thrown in his way. From him the 
promising lad received a thorough training 
in drawing, perspective and anatomy, both 
from Nature and classical models. 

Two years later (in 1842), having mastered 
the technical difficulties of his profession, he 
was sent to the academy at Düsseldorf to 
study under Professor Hildebrandt, who 
found him so well prepared that he was at 
once set to paint head-studies from the life. 
At the age of twenty (in 1844), 
having passed on to genre paint- 
ing under Schadow, Heinrich 
painted his first large historical 
picture, a scene from the history 
of the Longobards, which was 
purchased by the Art Union of 
Wiirtemberg. The painter will 
never forget the joy of his parents 
on the proud day when he was 
able to show them his first 
success. Alas! it was the only 
one his father witnessed, for he 
died shortly afterwards, a victim 
to an attack of typhus of the 
most virulent type; but the 
realization of his hopes of an 
artistic career for his eldest son 
was sweet to him and a com- 





A FAVOURITE NOOK IN THE DRESDEN GALLERY, SHOWING HOFMANN'S 
“CHRIST AMONGST THE DOCTORS." 


From a Photo. by the Author. Copyright. 

Yet Heinrich Hofmann’s father was by 
profession an advocate of the High Court of 
Justice ; he had had the choice in his youth 
of devoting his life to the pursuit of the art 
which he so dearly loved, but as this would 
have entailed receiving his training in Paris 
—the centre of art and the world’s capital 
during the declining years of the eighteenth 
century—his love for his Fatherland caused 
him to abandon an artistic career and follow 
law, rather than sacrifice his German individu- 
ality and his University education. 


Before her marriage his wife had given 


lessons in drawing in order to help support 
her parents, and she was delighted to be able 
to impart to her four boys the rudiments of an 
art which they loved by inheritance and in 
which they all became proficient. With 
Heinrich, however, drawing became a passion, 
and asa ‘schoolboy there was no keeping the 
pencil from his hand; he always declared he 
would be a painter and nothing else. There- 
fore, when the time came for choosing a pro- 
fession, there was no hesitation on his part, 
and he was at once handed over to the 
engraver, Ernst Rauch, an excellent teacher, 
resident in Darmstadt, whom good fortune 
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pensation for his own sacrifice. 

Hofmann spent six months at 
the academy at Antwerp in order 
to acquaint himself with the principles and 
methods of the rising Belgian school, and 
visited all the principal picture galleries in 
the Netherlands before returning home by 
way of Paris to enjoy the treasures of the 
Louvre, which were a revelation to him. 

At Darmstadt commissions for portraits 
poured in, for he always excelled in this 
branch of his art, and one of these, a por- 
trait of Baron Justus von Liebig, is among 
the art treasures collected by Queen Victoria. 

In 1847 Hofmann went to live in Munich, 
where he painted the farewell between Romeo 
and Juliet, the first of a series he afterwards 
designed for Peeht’s Shakespearean gallery. 
It is impossible to tell what influence a 
longer stay in pleasure-loving, artistic Munich, 
surrounded by artistic friends, might have 
had on the career of the young artist, and 
whether his taste would have developed in a 
different direction in consequence. What is 
—is best! and therefore we will not regret 
that the political events of 1848 recalled him 
to his native city and later to Frankfort, 
where life assumed an anxious and serious 
aspect. It was his good fortune to become 
an inmate of the household of Heinrich von 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


ILLUSTRATED 


Gagern—a friend of his family and the leader 
of the political reformation—whose portrait 
he painted several times. These were 
accomplished under great difficulties, for the 
President of the Parliament never found 
leisure for sittings, and it was left to the 
persistent ingenuity of the young painter to 
take advantage of the necessary pauses which 
the toilet, meal-time, or the reading of the 
newspaper afforded in the turmoil of life. 

The turning-point in Hofmann’s career was 
the death of his beloved mother in 1854, an 
event which inspired him to paint the picture 
of “The Entombment of Christ,” a noble ex- 
pression of his grief which will remind many 
of the magnificent national 
monument—‘A German Requiem” 
—which Brahms was moved to 
compose when under the influence 
of a similar calamity. 

There is a world of tenderness 
and reverence in the attitude of 
the sorrowing Mother who had 
not yet grasped the consoling 
mystery of the Resurrection, while 
in Mary Magdalene’s’ eyes we 
read a more passionate grief, as 
she gazes for the last time, as she 
believes, on the face of the dead 
Christ. 

This picture was purchased by 
the Art Union of Darmstadt. 

In this, his first religious 
painting, Hofmann has closely 
followed the classical traditions. 
The Christ’s attitude, for instance, 
is ideal rather than realistic. 
None of the Evangelists describe 
the sacred, silent farewell of the 
loving women who had followed 
afar from Galilee and had stood 
at the Cross, but St. Matthew 
(xxvii, 61) tells us that Mary 
Magdalene and the other Mary 
were sitting over against the 
sepulchre, after Joseph of Arimathaa had 
rolled the great stone to the door and 
departed. 

But although Hofmann was inspired by 
tradition in his composition, and although 
the position of the Christ is reminiscent in 
one or two details of that of Fra Bartolomeo’s 
Christ in his celebrated picture on the same 
subject; yet Hofmann’s work is entirely 
original, all his figures have a strong in- 
dividuality, and we notice already that 
strength and steadfastness to his ideal con- 
ception which are so startling in his two 
popular pictures in the Dresden Gallery. 
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I can give my readers but a reminder of 
the grouping of the figures, and for those 
who have had the privilege of seeing them in 
Dresden this will be a souvenir of the oft- 
visited and favourite corners of the Modern 
Gallery. In “Christ in the Temple,” which 
hangs on the left of the doorway, we see the 
Boy (St. Luke ii., 41) with the Divine look in 
His eyes, standing up fearless among the 
doctors in the Temple. In the picture on 
this page, known as “The Woman Taken 
in Adultery,” is the Boy grown into the Man ; 
He has the same features, and the Divine 
look illumines His face; it is no longer full 
of the ardent eloquence of youth, but of 





ANOTHER CORNER OF THE DRESDEN GALLERY, SHOWING HOFMANN'S 
PICTURE: “ THE WOMAN TAKEN IN ADULTERY.” 
A unique Photo. by the Author. Copyright. 


a compassion too deep for words. The 
resemblance may be carried still farther by 
examining the picture representing “The 
Adoration of the Magi,” where the Babe is 
in very truth the infant Christ whom we 
know already as Boy and Man. The young 
Mother, too, is the same woman whom we 
find some thirty years later weeping over her 
dead son. This resemblance is so striking 
that many people have noticed it, as I did 
the first time I saw the pictures, and have 
come to the conclusion that Hofmann must 
have had, as living model, someone he had 
known as boy and man. ‘The painter, how- 
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ever, told me this was not the case, and that 
he had never been aware of the likeness. 
What he says on the subject is of the greatest 
interest, showing as it does his method of 
working and his simplicity and modest 
earnestness ; therefore I will quote from one 
of his letters to me: 

“T am glad to see from your letter that 


“THE ADORATION OF THE MAGI.” 
From the series by H. Hofmann, * Come unto Me.” By permission of Herr C. T. W iskott. 


my unpretending pictures from the life of 
our Saviour have become so dear to you 
that you wish to write about them. You 
want to know something about my method 
of working and the origin of the pictures. 
Well, it is a well-known fact that a good 
picture is the result of putting the right 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


colour on the right spot—what influences 
co-operate with this in the fancy and soul of 
the artist defy explanation and are hardly 
known to hiinself ; they differ in every work 
and in every artist. Enough that the work 
should speak for itself; the artist had best 
remain in the background . . . . I will, how- 
ever, readily answer your question. For my 
pictures I have 
never used prototype 
or model for the 
features of Christ. 
Where should I find 
one that answers to 
the conception I have 
of Him? 


“When I read 
about Christ in the 
Bible there arises 


spontaneously before 
my fancy a picture 
of Him which I try 
to retain and to re- 
produce—that is my 
only prototype ... .” 

Yes, that is the 
whole secret! A 
profound insight into 
character and an 
imagination powerful 
enough to clothe the 
mixture of good and 
bad qualities which 
go to make up the 
inner man in a suit- 
able outward present- 
ment, consistent 
enough to stand the 
test of varying years 
and moods; yes, 
indeed, that is quite 
simple, but it is the 
simplicity of genius. 

We have now 
digressed consider- 
ably, and must re- 
turn to see what 
influences were at 
work moulding the 
artist and enabling 
him to strive towards 
his ideal. 

After his bereavement Hofmann went to 
Italy, the Eldorado of artists; and, after 
spending some months in Venice anu 
Florence studying the Old Masters, he 
turned his steps to Rome. Here he found 
a large circle of young German artists, 
attracted thither by the fame of the veterans 
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—Overbeck and Peter von Cornelius—who, 
throwing off the trammels of the French 
school, had resolved to found a new national 
German school, which became strongly 
imbued with the romantic spirit that per- 
vaded music and literature alike during 
the early years of the century. Hofmann 
found in Cornelius a true friend, to whom, 
he always says, he can 
never be grateful enough 
for the warm interest he 
took in his studies, 
advising, criticising, and 
ever urging him forward 
to greater works. It 
was at his instigation 
that Hofmann set to 
work on the beautiful 
picture now in the Grand 
Ducal Gallery at Darm- 
stadt, representing “ The 
Taking of Christ,” of 
which photographs and 
photogravures have been 
published by Wiskott. 

Close upon four years 
passed thus—a time of 
golden opportunities — 
during which he lived 
free from care and sur- 
rounded by the beauties 
of Nature and Art. His 
sunny temperament ex- 
panded, his manhood 
ripened, and the spiritual 
side of his nature 
deepened more and 
more as the voice of his 
true calling made itself 
heard, and from that 
time it became Heinrich 
Hofmann’s life-work to 
depict the life and work 
of Christ, although he 
did not then realize this 
fully. 

Hofmann never seems 
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Saviour,” reproduced in photogravure from 
very large pencil drawings made by Hofmann 
himself. The first of these series is called 
“Come unto Me” (Wiskott, Breslau). All the 
twelve drawings are beautiful, but for pathos 
there is none to my mind which surpasses 
“The Entombment,” a sequel to the one 
painted on the death of his mother. The 
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to tire of the subject 
which he, among all 
the painters of the age, 
has made his most profound study ; every 
event and phase in the life of Our Lord 
became rooted in his imagination, “where 
it was tended with care until ripe for 
expression. 

“The Adoration of the Magi,” the study 
of “The Woman Taken in Adultery” and of 
“Christ Before Pilate” form part of a triple 
cycle of “Events from the Life of the 
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‘““THE WOMAN TAKEN IN ADULTERY.” 
From the series by H. Hofmann, ** Come unto Me.” By permission of Herr C. T. Wiskott. 





(EARLIER STUDY.) 


second cycle is “Remember Me” (Acker- 
mann, Munich) and the third ‘Peace Be 
With You” (Hanfstaengl). 

Each picture bears evidence of the same 
great power of moving the heart and of 
calling forth that degree of responsiveness 
which is necessary in order to grasp the 
inner meaning of a beautiful picture or 
musical composition. It is this responsive- 
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From the Painting by) “GETHSEMANE,” 
By permission of the Berlin Photo, Compuny, 
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ness which accounts, for the fact that no six 
people probably admire a picture for the 
same reason or see the same beauties in it. 
Sometimes some little touch in the picture 
strikes a chord of sympathy in the beholder, 
znd to him the whole canvas becomes 
illumined with a subtle beauty which his own 
imagination has put into it. 

The picture of “Easter Morn at the 
Sepulchre” was painted as an altar-piece for 
a church in Hamburg in 1861 ; in this, as in 
almost all his pictures of Mary Magdalene, 
he has followed a fixed conception of her 
face and figure. 

It is now time to turn our attention to his 
connection with Dresden, “ Florence-on-the- 
Elbe,” as it has very justly been termed. 
Attracted by the fame of the picture gallery, 
Hofmann had paid a flying visit to the city 
in 1851, returning a few months later for two 
years, during which he won the life-long 
friendship of the sculptor Haehnel, best 
known perhaps to the world through his 
great masterpiece, the Beethoven monument, 
which he executed for the city of Bonn, the 
birthplace of the great composer. ; 

During this time Hofmann’s imagination 
was fired by the history of the unfortunate 
King of Sardinia, son of the Emperor 
Frederick II., who, during the struggles be- 
tween the Guelphs and Ghibellines, was made 
prisoner by the Bolognese and was left to 
pine away in an underground cell for twenty- 
three years. The result was a large historical 
picture, “ King Enzio in His Dungeon,” a 
gem which is lost to the world, for it is in 
the private possession of a German gentle- 
man of means residing near Dresden. 

He was called to Prague to paint the por- 
trait of Dr. Beer, the Grand Master. of the 
Crusaders, the sittings taking place in a rocky 
cell of the monastery. Here Hofmann was 
smitten with the same disease to which his 
father bad succumbed just ten years: before ; 
but, thanks to the loving care of his host and 
to his strong and healthy constitution, he 
recovered. 

In Rome Hofmann felt a longing to revisit 
his Fatherland, and, returning to Dresden in 
1858, met there the playfellow of his youth 
and fell deeply in love with her. Judging 
from her photograph, which stands on the 
writing-table in his studio, the glowing ac- 
counts of her beauty given by those who 
knew her are not one whit exaggerated ; her 
features are clear-cut, small, and of exquisite 
delicacy, and the eyes have the gaze of stead- 
fast purity and inward joy which one finds 


in some of the Madonnas of the Old Masters. 
Vol. xxii.— 28. 
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Professor Hofmann told me that he was 
very partial to English people, and that he 
loved England for the sake of the happy 
times he had spent there. It is not generally 
known that his wife’s relations were English 
and that he was married in St. George’s, 
Hanover Square. The young couple, more- 
over, bought some of their furniture in 
London. This I learnt one day when I had 
the privilege of visiting Professor Hofmann 
in Dresden last year. We happened to be 
discussing the respective merits of English 
and German workmen, for I had just been 
over some of the technical and industrial 
schools of Saxony, and was struck with the 
superior system of practical training which 
the German artisan receives. 

“ Yes, that is all very well,” said he, “ but 
I think the English workman is the best in 
spite of all; the things he makes last longer. 

“When I was in London I bought some 
Wellington boots,” he continued, “and they 
wore and wore till I thought they would 
never wear out! Then, again, the knives and 
forks we brought over with “us years ago are 
as good as new now. 

“Ah! it is over ten years now since I 
was in England. No! I shall never go there 
again, although I love your land. I am too 
old to travel now ” (no one would think so to 
see the tall, upright figure ; old age it may 
be, but a vigorous, healthy old age, full of 
dignity, kindliness, and courtesy). ‘ Besides,” 
he added, with infinite sadness, “ I could not 
bear to go there without my dear wife—and 
niost of my old friends are gone too! That 
is the saddest part of old age, the loneliness !” 

And now, before I have had time to 
describe the beginning of Hofmann’s happy 
married life, the end of it has been fore- 
shadowed. ‘This beloved wife, the friend of 
his youth, the helpmeet of his manhood, who 
constantly urged him on to new endeavours 
and higher ideals, was vouchsafed to him for 
thirty years of radiant happiness, and then 
she died in 1891 of an incurable disease 
borne with heroic fortitude. 

In 1861 Hofmann took his beautiful young 
bride back from England to the old home in 
Darmstadt which had witnessed the happiness 
of his parents and was full of the sweetest 
memories to him. Here the young couple 
spent two years ; but the busy life and greater 
artistic activity of Dresden attracted him, and 
he settled down there in a home of his own, 
never wishing to leave the city again, although 
he made frequent visits to England and to 
many parts of Germany. 

His villa stands in the English quarter of 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


218 


Dresden, near the English church; the 
garden is at the side of the house, and there 
the artist and his wife spent much of their 
time in summer. 

In the early sixties the beautiful picture of 
“The Woman Taken in Adultery” was painted, 
and won for him the distinction of honorary 





“í CHRIST BEFORE PILATE.” 
(From the series by H. Hofmann, “ Come unto Me.” By permission of Herr O. T. Wiskott. 


member of the Dresden Academy. One 
never gets tired of studying it; the colouring 
so rich, mellow, and restful, and each charac- 
ter so real, so lifelike: the sanctimonious 
Pharisee, thankful not to be such as that 
woman is; the musing face of the youthful 
St. John and the rugged head of St. Peter; 
the old woman ready to strike the sinner, 
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hissing through her malevolent old teeth, 
“You sinner!”; the young mother turning 
away her boy lest his innocence should be 
contaminated. 

But Christ’s voice of a sudden is heard— 
His hand points to the sinner bending low 
at His feet; His wonderful eyes are turned 
full on the scribe and 
the letter of the law, 
which He interprets 
thus: “He that is 
without sin among 
you, let him first cast 
a stone at her.” 

Young and old, 
rich and poor, of all 
nationalities, stand 
before that picture 
and their voices are 
hushed ; for it is a 
curious fact that the 
room containing two 
great pictures by 
Hofmann is the most 
silent in the whole 
gallery. 

Hofmann himself is 
bitterly disappointed 
with this masterpiece 
of his: he told me he 
used a new varnish 
for it that had been 
very highly recom- 
mended to him, and 
now yellow spots are 
beginning to appear 
here and there, over 
Christs figure and 
draperies. Nor is 
this unfortunately all. 
At first he had put 
in the figure of Christ 
lower in the picture, 
and had to paint it 
out, and now where 
the ear was there is 
a horrible black spot 
showing. 

I must confess that 
when Professor Hof- 
mann told me this I 
was horrified, and greatly grieved to hear 
that such a disaster had overtaken my 
favourite picture, which I had not seen 
for two years. I went the very next day 
to the gallery to see it, and was relieved to 
find that at present it requires the lynx eye of 
the painter himself to discern the blemishes. I 
fervently hope the mischief will go no farther. 
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There is a wonderful freshness about the 
picture of “ Christ in the Temple”; a breath of 
youthfulness, high promise and hope pervades 
the composition and colouring. The chief 
interest of course centres in the boy Christ 
in His robes of white and gold; His eyes, 
fixed on nothing earthly, shine with a super- 
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then muses deeply, almost grasping the 
Divine origin of the Child. “Thus, indeed, 
might Messias speak,” he seems to say. 

The colouring is a direct inspiration, and 
is in thorough harmony with the conception 
of the subject, with the composition of the 
picture, and with the individuality of each 





“THE ENTOMBMENT OF CHRIST.” 
From the Painting by H. Hofmann. By permission of the Photographic Union of Munich. 


natural light almost dazzling in its intensity. 
The interest, however, by no means stops 
there, for each of the surrounding figures 
rivets attention in turn, and one finds oneself 
following in imagination the amazing inter- 
change of questions. It seems as though the 
old Rabbi, in pale terra-cotta, wonders chiefly 
at youth coupled with so much wisdom. The 
next figure, in apple-green, a doctor of the 
law, himself an astute man, clear-headed in 
argument, is amazed to find his youthful 
interlocutor’s answers on the most knotty 
points quite flawless. The seated scribe or 
Rabbi, whose whole life has been spent in 
studying and expounding the Scriptures, 
wonders most at the knowledge acquired so 
early. The thoughtful one leaning his chin 
on one hand, still grasping a roll of the law 
in the other, sees deeper than any of the 
others ; while they speak he listens at first, 
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figure. Try to imagine for instance an inter- 
change of garments between the thoughtful 
one in his draperies of dark gobelin blue and 
rose madder, and the astute Rabbi in pale 
green ; the thing is impossible. 

The artist’s studio is typical of himself ; it 
is not a show-place, but a room in which 
serious work is done; nor is any concession 
made to fashion or society within its walls. 
On weekdays it is the artist’s sanctum during 
the precious daylight hours, but on Sundays 
his canvas and easel are put away and visitors 
are admitted to see what can never during 
the artist’s lifetime be seen elsewhere—his 
picture of Christ and the rich young ruler, 
which nothing can induce him to part 
with. I called at Professor Hofmann’s invita- 
tion one Sunday morning ; he was, unfortu- 
nately, confined to his room with a severe 
cold, and I was shown up the stairs and left 
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to enter alone. The studio consists of two 
rooms with an upper light ; everything therein 
is simple, strong, and good; there is no 
attempt at elegance as in some of our London 
studios. Ona writing-table stands the photo- 
graph of the artist’s wife, one of the most 
beautiful things in the room; on a small 
table is a wooden money-box, with the in- 
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of colour, some of the expression on Christ’s 
face is lost. The Divine eloquence of those 
light-brown eyes is indescribably beautiful. 
The artist has followed the text of St. Mark, 
“Then Jesus beholding him loved him.” 
Christ sees right into the soul of the young 
ruler and grieves that riches should be so 
dear to him; love, regret, and infinite know- 





‘EASTER MORN AT THE SEPULCHRF.” 
From the Painting by H. Hofmann. By permission of the Photographic Union, Munich. 


scription on a card in the artist’s own hand, 
“ Remember the Poor!” All this one notices 
later ; at first the large picture of ‘Christ 
and the Young Ruler” absorbs all attention. 
No wonder the artist’s wife loved it so dearly. 
In the photograph, which may not be repro- 
duced, besides missing the wonderful effects 
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ledge are blended in the mute pleading of 
those eyes. 

At the side of this picture is one of the 
Saviour, which, as a photograph, bears the 
title of “ I am the Way,” for which the artist 
is not responsible, nor does he consider it at 
all suitable. He had simply called it ‘‘ The 
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Saviour,” and considered it sufficient, but 
as the publisher wanted something more 
definite, Professor Hofmann suggested he 
should find a title for himself. 

It is again the same Christ, but His face 
is etherealized. He is drawing near to the 
Passion and is about to enter into com- 
munion with the whole world through the 
fellowship of suffering—that is the impression 
the picture gives me. 

A small study of the well-known picture, 
“Gethsemane,” stands in the second 
room. 

There is one more study that shows the 
power of the artist to realize Christ, and 
which impressed me greatly, “ The Daughter 
of Jairus.” Hofmann has seized the moment 
when Jesus is stand- 
ing by the maiden’s 
couch, concentrating 
His whole soul on the 
mystery of death, 
which He has not yet 
experienced Himself, 
in order to recall to 
its earthly abode the 
spirit of the ruler’s 
daughter; the mother 
stands behind, grief 
melting into hope in 
her eyes; but the 
father is still comfort- 
less—she was his only 
daughter. 


Hofmann is a great 
lover of music and 
often goes to the beauti- 
ful symphony concerts 
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given at the Dresden Opera during the 
winter ; he is also very partial to the opera. 
“But,” he said, “I cannot get on with 
Wagner ; ‘Lohengrin’ and ‘Tannhäuser, 
yes ; but Wagner’s later work, no.” 

“What, not the genial, joyful music of 
‘Die Meistersinger? pe 

“T don’t like Wagnerian humour !” was 
his characteristic reply. “It doesn’t appeal 
to me!” 

With regard to picture galleries, he con- 
siders our National Gallery the finest in 
Europe—for it only contains works of the 
first rank. The Dresden Gallery, which he 
loves dearly, is not so good, with the excep- 
tion of the ‘“Sixtine Madonna.” He has 
not seen our Raphael’s “ Madonna Ansedei.” 
Professor Hofmann 
loves Gainsborough, 
but he could not find 
a good word for Turner 
—“I cannot see any- 
thing in his paint- 
ings !” 

And then his grey 
eyes twinkled as he told 
me of a friend of his 
in London who had a 
fine collection of pic- 
tures and took him to 
see them with great 
pride. ‘This is the best 
of them all,” he said, 
showing him one of 
Turner’s latest works. 
“I have sat before it 
daily for ten years, and 
I haven’t yet fathomed 
its mysteries !” 
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From a Photo. by Teich-Hanfstaengl, Dresden. 
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FROM THE FRENCH OF GEORGES REGNAL. 


By Atys HALLARD. 


Th GAYA E asked the Colonel how it was 
A VAs/PA that he had left the army so 
BHA] young, considering that he had 





himself chosen a military 
career, and had won pro- 
motion so quickly and so 
brilliantly. 
Promotion, indeed! Yes, a fine 


thing it is, certainly, to be in authority, he 
replied, bitterly. How many times I used 
to wish that it was my happy lot to obey 
someone else instead of giving orders myself 
—the responsibility was so terrible in some 
instances. If you want to know what 
caused me to leave the army I will 
tell you, for there is no reason for me 
to hide it. It was during the Commune, 
and on the 25th of May, 1871, I had just 
entered Paris with the Versailles army. 
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There is no need to describe to you the 
frightful state of things with which our 
soldiers had to contend, and against what 
awful odds they had won.the victory. We 
had had to walk over ground which was said 
to be undermined ; we had been fired on 
from every window ; whilst the horizon which 
loomed before us was the flaming fire of the 
public buildings of our beloved city. 

We had nevertheless advanced, step by 
step, in the midst of horrible carnage, fire, 
and treachery. Our soldiers were wildly 
excited by the massacre of our hostages, and 
beside themselves with exasperation against 
the insurgents. ‘They were perfectly fero- 
cious, not only in their fighting, but in their 
anxiety for the execution of all individuals 
taken with weapons. It is a dreadful thing 
to own, but it is nevertheless quite true that 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE COLONEL’S STORY. 


after certain combats, even if a man be 
fighting against his own brother, he arrives 
at that state when he can carry through the 
most ghastly tasks without a vestige of 
remorse. 

Unfortunately for me, I never could get 
intoxicated with the wild excitement, the 
smoke of battle, and the sight of blood. I 
have always done my duty, and, as my past 
will prove, I have fought no matter what 
enemy without any scruple whatever, holding 
that in the gigantic duel which we call war 
each man must defend himself, and his one 
duty is to see that his country’s flag is 
honoured. 

When once the fight is over, though, and 
I see conquerors and conquered lying side 
by side in the tortures of the death-struggle 
or already lifeless corpses, my heart sinks 
within me, and there is nothing of the soldier 
left. 

You can imagine, then, how horrible it 
was during those fearful days of May to 
preside at the courts-martial and to see pass 
before me, one at a time, bands of criminals 
—monsters, or whatever you like to call 
them, but, all the same, human beings whom I 
had to condemn to death in cold blood .. . 
Good heavens ! it seems to me that such a 
task as this ought to be performed by limbs 
of the law with a whole row of jurymen to 
ease their consciences for them. A military 
man does not like to condemn his fellow- 
creature to death unless he is risking his own 
life to do it. 

Well, on this famous 25th of May I had 
just come away from a military council we 
had improvised, and over which I had pre- 
sided. My colleagues had soon dispersed, 
and I was leaving the chatelet which we had 
used as our military court. I felt as though 
I were in a nightmare, and all the faces I had 
just seen haunted me. Some of them were 
handsome and some hideous; men in the 
prime of life; young men who should have 
been thinking of their love affairs rather than 
of murder and of setting houses on fire with 
petroleum ; women with disordered hair and 
blasphemous language, and all of them wild 
with excitement and hatred, in deadly earnest, 
but also, it must be said to their credit, brave 
and sincere. 

Suddenly I found myself face to face with 
a sergeant and his men bringing to the court 
a Communist they had just captured, and I 
knew that I must decide the wretched man’s 
fate. 

They pushed him on in front of me, and 
as I glanced at him I thought I recognised 


Digitized by Gor gle 


223 


my son—Jean. He walked boldly on with- 
out attempting any resistance. His uniform 
was torn, and he had evidently struggled 
hard for his liberty, but now that he was 
captured he appeared to be absolutely in- 
different to all things. 

My wife had died some years previously, 
and my son was all in all to me. 

“We've had a tough job to take him, 
Colonel,” said the sergeant. “He was just 
clearing out of the house we were searching, 
and I recognised him, for he’d been shooting 
at us all the morning fromthe window. His 
hands are black with the powder, and he’s 
certainly earned the reward he’ll get-—this 
one has.” 

Making a desperate effort to control my 
feelings, I glanced once more at the prisoner, 
and to my intense joy I discovered that I 
had been mistaken. ‘The resemblance was 
startling, but—-this was not my son! I felt 
as though I had just wakened from some 
horrible dream, and as I gazed at the young 
man before me my heart was filled with an 
immense compassion. He was younger than 
Jean, and reminded me of my boy before 
his promotion as lieutenant. 

“ What is your name and age?” I asked, 
speaking as sternly as I could. 

“ Léopold Fournier. I am nineteen, and 
I engaged as a volunteer when the war 
broke out.” 

“Poor fellow,” was my inward comment ; 
a young enthusiast led away by any wild 
doctrine, provided it were high-sounding and 
generous. 

“Were you, this morning, in the house in 
which you have just been arrested, and did 
you, as they tell me, fire on the army?” I 
asked. 

“I was in the house this morning, Colonel, 
and I fired on the army.” 

I was hoping that he would have denied 
the charge brought against him, but his con- 
fession was clear and frank enough for any- 
thing, and he did not speak in a boasting 
way, either. I could not help thinking that 
my boy, in a similar danger, would have 
acted in just the same way. 

Fortunately for me the prisoner’s voice did 
not sound like Jean’s, but it was clear and 
sympathetic. I did my utmost to find some 
extenuating circumstances. 

“Why have you revolted against the 
Government of your country ?” I asked. 

He did not make any answer at all to this 
question. 

“Do you regret your mistake?” I con- 
tinued, with a sympathetic glance, which I 
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hoped might influence him. ‘Were you 
threatened by your comrades, and did you 
join them in self-defence ?” He threw back 
his head proudly at this question. 

“I am never afraid of anything,” he 
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terrible that he had thus been led astray by 
vile, hateful politics. 

I learned that he was the only son of a 
widow, and that she, poor woman, simply 
lived for him. 





HI AM NEVER AFRAID OF ANYTHING, HE ANSWERED.” 


answered, and then, laying great stress on his 
words, he continued :— 

“Tf the Commune has been a mistake it 
has been a very fine mistake, and I am not 
ashamed to have had a hand in it.” 

What was I to do? ‘The boy before me 
was acting up to his convictions—he was 
absolutely sincere and heroic. My men were 
listening to every word, thirsting for retribu- 
tion. As for me, the longer I looked at the 
young prisoner, whose life was at stake, the 
more I saw in him the brother, the “ sosie” 
of my own son. 

The situation horrified me. I could not 
fail in my duty as Colonel in the army for 
the sake of this boy’s life. By handing him 
over to another judge I simply gave him up 
to certain death. In order to gain time I 
went on questioning the handsome lad before 
me. He looked so brave and noble it seemed 


Digitized by Goc gle 


I encouraged him to state his opinions, 
and tried to prove to him that he had been 
led away by his ideals and that he could 
not excuse the excesses of his party. He 
owned that much had been wrong, but that 
sheer desperation had been the cause of the 
evil, and he blamed the wrongdoers just as 
one might an unworthy priest, whilst still 
holding zealously to the religion of which 
that priest had been a minister. 

“Do you know,” I said, coming very near 
to betraying my mortal anguish, “that I shall 
have to condemn you to death?” 

“Yes, I know that,” he answered, simply. 

I was in utter despair, and went on talking, 
incoherently, as it seemed to me, for my lips 
refused to frame the death sentence. My 
one anxiety was to put off the fatal moment. 

‘“ And so,” I said, “you do not regret this 
life; you do not care for anyone or any- 
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thing? What about your poor mother who 
is waiting anxiously for your return, and who 
will discover to-morrow that her son is dead ? 
She will hear that you have literally com- 
mitted suicide, that you had no pity for her 
—because you know it is suicide, this death 
you have sought 4 

This time my arrow had struck home, and 
the young rebel could not, and did not even 
attempt to, hide his emotion. 

“Poor mother!” he said, his voice falter- 
ing in spite of himself. “If only I could 
keep the news of my death from her. If 
only she could go on expecting to see me 
back home she would at least have that hope 
in her life, instead of utter despair.” 

A sudden inspiration came to me. 

“ Well,” I said, “ supposing I were to allow 
you to go to her and 
to make her think 
that you are obliged 
to leave France——” 

“Oh—will you— 
will you really ?” he 
asked, eagerly. 

“Yes, if you will 
give me your word 
of honour that you 
will be back here 
to-night.” 

“I give you my 
word of honour, 
Colonel,” he said. 

I immediately 
scribbled a few words 
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which should serve as a passport for him, 
and I took no notice of the murmur of 
disapproval that I heard around me. 

“Hell never come back,” whispered the 
sergeant to one of the other men. 

Ah, I only hoped that he would not. I 
hoped that in face of his mother’s grief he 
might sink the proud heroism that he had 
maintained in my presence. 


He did come back, though—-at night he 
arrived tired and breathless, for he had been 
running in order to keep his word. 

“I am late,” he said, “but it was so hard 
to get away. My poor mother kept begging 
me to stay. It was as though she guessed 
tHe truth——” 

They led him away, and the sentence was 
pronounced by 
another judge. My 
incomprehensible 
weakness and indul- 
gence had been 
blamed in high 
quarters. ` 

He was, of course, 
condemned to death. 
I begged for mercy, 
but it was all in vain. 
An hour after the 
firing which had sent 
the brave boy into 
eternity I had sent 
in my resignation. 

I had had enough. 


“IT WAS SO HARD TO GET AWAY.” 


Vol. xxii.—29. 
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A Wonderful Railway. 
BY WHICH YOU CAN TRAVEL AT TWO HUNDRED MILES AN HOUR. 


By Jonn Nix. 


AKE the law of gravity, some 
hydraulic power, a few girders, 
and acar on wheels, and you 
get a railway which will run 
trains at two hundred miles an 
hour, or more. It sounds 
startling, but it is really very simple. Gravity 
railways have been heard of before, but 
here is one—or rather a model of one— 
that is in actual working order. Those 
enterprising railway engineers who are 
now considering 
the advisability 
of supplanting 
their present 
steam power by 
electrical trac- 
tion should give 
an eye to the 
possibilities of 
gravity-hydraulic 
locomotion be- 
fore they expend 
money on the 
installation of a 
comparatively 
new system 
which may soon 
become out of 
date. 

There is a 
Bill before the 
British Houses 
of Parliament 
asking for au- 
thorization to 
construct an 
elevated mono- 
railway, the 
trains of which 
are to be pro- 
pelled by elec- 
tricity, to run at one hundred and twenty 
miles an hour between the cities of Man- 
chester and Liverpool. ‘That is a speed 
devoutly wished by the citizens of those two 
huge towns, who have so much intercourse 
and so many interests in common. If it is 
accomplished; they will gladly avail themselves 
of the railway which will place them inside 
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A TRAIN ON THE HALFORD GRADIENT RAILWAY, 


either city comfortably within half an hour. 
The present train service occupies an hour 
to do the thirty-five miles, and the enter- 
prising Lancastrians grumble at that. 

Mr. H. S. Halford, the inventor and 
patentee of the Halford Gradient Railway, 
assures us that by his gravity-hydraulic 
railway two hundred miles an hour is 
easily possible. In order to prove his 
theory he has built a model railway on 
his premises, and certainly the desired 
speed is easily 
attained on the 
miniature sys- 
tem. And if it 
can be obtained 
on asmall scale, 
why not on a 
large ? 

The track of 
the model rail- 
way is r5oft. in 
length. It is 
built on an iron 
embankment, 
which rests upon 
level ground. 
The permanent 
way is laid upon 
girders. The 
girders are 
divided into six 
sections, each 
25ft. in length. 
At the terminal 
point of each 
section the 
girder rests upon 
a ram, or piston, 
inclosed in a 
steel column or 
cylinder, at the 
bottom of which is hydraulic power 
sufficient to raise the piston, and conse- 
quently the track, to a height enough to 
form a gradient down which the train runs. 
The hydraulic power is automatically con- 
trolled by the train itself while travelling. It is 
“turned on,” as it were, about 5ft. before the 
column is reached, so that, directly the train 
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A SIDE VIEW OF THE CARS AND ENGINE, 


has passed it, the track (in the model) is 
raised 4in., producing a gradient in the 
25ft. of one in seventy-two. As the train 
proceeds it gathers momentum, and the 
longer the track the higher the speed. These 
are the main principles upon which the 
gravity railway works. 

In order to properly understand the 
method of working this unique railway the 
photographs which illustrate this article 
should be care- 
fully studied. The 
pictures were 
taken by Mr. Hal- 
ford’s permission, 
and he has fur- 
nished an explana- 
tion of his system. 

The first illus- 
tration shows a 
train on the Hal- 
ford Gradient 
Railway. It will 
be seen that the 
cars are sus- 
pended on a hori- 
zontal bar, and 
travel parallel with 
the girders. The 
horizontal bar 
traverses a smaller 
car, which runs 
along the top of 
the track, or 
girders. This top 
car is the engine, 
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or rather it is 
the engineer’s 
car, from which 
the train is con- 
trolled. It is in 
this car that the 
machinery is 
placed which 
automatically de- 
presses the levers 
setting in action 
the hydraulic 
power employed 
to raise the 
girders, and here 
is the machinery 
by which the 
engineer can 
apply powerful 
brakes, and re- 
verse the train’s 
direction by rais- 
ing the track in 
front of him instead of behind. Many 
persons naturally think that a train going at 
the rate of three miles a minute on a down 
gradient would be difficult to stop, but it will 
be seen that the train is under complete 
control, for, if the brake is not strong enough, 
the raising of the track is certain to bring 
it to a standstill. 

The second illustration gives a side view 
of the cars and the engine. It will be 





A VIEW OF THE LINE, SHOWING THE TRACK ELEVATED AND THE TRAIN PASSING 
A PISTON. 
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noticed that both cars and engine are 
equipped with the usual railway buffers 
which would be required were a train 
composed of several cars. Such a train 
would be made up, as is the case on existing 
steam and electric railways, without any in- 
convenience. Moreover, the end cars of a 
train would be cigar-shaped, to offer less 
resistance to the wind. Mr. Halford built 
only a couple of cars and one engine for the 
purpose of demonstrating the practicability 
of his idea. 

The third photograph is interesting, as it 
shows one of the pistons raised to its full 
height just before the train passes over it. 
It is a pity that the perspective of the photo- 
graph does not show the steepness of the 





A CLOSE VIEW OF ONE OF THE COLUMNS SUPPORTING THE TRACK, 


decline of the track, although a slight idea of 
it may be gained from a close scrutiny. In 
the distance, however, the section of the 
track behind the train is seen to decline to 
its low level —that is, from the fullest eleva- 
tion of the piston to the top of the stationary 
column. It should be explained that after 
the train has passed the pistons slip down 
into the columns or cylinders by the release 
of the hydraulic pressure. 

The next picture is a close view of a 
column on which rest the terminal points of 
two sections of girders. Inside this column 
is the ram or piston by which the section of 
the track is raised and lowered. ‘The track 
is partly on the rise as the train crosses the 
ram, but the latter does not reach its full 
height until the train has quite passed it, and 
remains elevated long enough to increase the 
train’s speed to a considerable extent. As 
the process is repeated at all remaining 
columns during the journey the speed of 
the train is ever-increasing. 
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For instance, the time occupied in cover- 
ing the track of r5oft. by the model train is 
26 4-5sec. The first or starting section is 
covered in 8sec. ; section 2, 6sec. ; section 3, 
4 1-5sec.; section 4, 3 1-5sec.; section 5, 
2 2-5sec.; and the final section in asec. 
Thus the last section (of equal distance) is 
covered in exactly one-fourth of the time. 
It is hardly possible to soberly calculate the 
speed of this train on a track anything from 
five to fifty times its length. Whirlwinds and 
tornadoes would be nothing to it. 

The last photograph, on the next page, is 
a view of the model railway with the cars 
approaching. Only by comparison of the 
track and train with the-foliage at the side of 
the embankment is the“illuston that it is a 
“life-size” railway dis- 
pelled. 

It has been shown that 
the train is stopped by 
the application of brakes, 
or, if necessary, by the 
inclination of a section 
or sections of the track 
in front of it. The start 
is effected with equal 
simplicity. The driver 
simply pulls a lever which 
turns on the hydraulic 
power in the column 
behind him. The track 
is lifted, the gradient 
formed, and the train 
rolls on. 

There is little more 
to be said regarding the working of Mr. 
Halford’s model railway. If the system 
were ever adopted on a large scale for 
ordinary traffic certain alterations in con- 
struction, etc., would be necessary. The 
inventor thinks that in the case of an 
actual working line the sections of the 
permanent way would be at least a quarter of 
a mile in length. And, of course, the longer 
the section the greater the speed. In a 
section of such length, not one, but as many 
supporting columns and pistons as desirable 
could be introduced. They would be neces- 
sary, of course, to counterbalance the weight 
of such a large section. With such counter- 
balancing pistons the only weight, of course, 
to be raised would be the train itself, and as 
1,000lb. pressure to the square inch is com- 
mon in hydraulic power, this would be no 
difficult task. 

If such a railway were ever introduced it 
would not only be the quickest and fastest in 
the world, but there would be really a 
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A GENERAL VIEW OF THE MODEL RAILWAY, WITH A TRAIN IN THE DISTANCE. 


minimum of danger and of wear and tear, and 
absolutely no unpleasant smoke, smell, or dirt. 

But the initial cost of such a system would 
be enormous. It costs enough now to lay a 
railway track for a few hundred miles. ‘The 
cost of a gravity-hydraulic railway would be 
as immense as its speed. However, once 
the track were completed and the plant 
provided, the cost of maintaining it would be 
almost nil. No expensive locomotives and no 
fuel to provide. The hydraulic power could 
be supplied for several miles of columns by 
a small gas or steam engine, and once the 
water were provided it could be used time 
after time. 

There are, of course, several gradient 
railways in existence, the working of which 
is entirely satisfactory ; but the cars of these, 
as they are purely “gradient” railways, are 
hoisted to the elevations from which they 
descend. The gravity railroad which is in 
operation at Mount Penn, Pennsylvania, has 
been working successfully for years. The 
road encircles the Mount, eight miles in 
circumference. The cars are hauled up the 
hill by a locomotive, and descend by gravity 
to the starting-point. 

Philadelphia also possesses a gravity rail- 
road. 
track on planes, and is eight miles long. It 
encircles the West Park, of Fairmount Park, 
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In this case the road has a double’ 


and brings into view of its passengers the 
lovely scenery along the Schuylkill River, 
and also a magnificent view of the whole 
park and a part of the city of Philadelphia 
beyond. From the Schuylkill River below 
to the summit of the railway the height is 
250ft., and the whole distance traversed by 
the gravity cars in their descent from apex 
to base is 14,719ft. Motors are used to 
draw the cars up hill. 

Some considerable time, however, is 
likely to elapse before we see a system 


like the Halford Gradient Railway in 
operation. It is the fate of great inventors 
to be laughed at. Stephenson, Morse, 


Edison, and others were laughed at, but they 
lived to conquer; and people are only just 
beginning to take Marconi seriously and to 
grasp the reality of his wonderful system of 
wireless telegraphy. Mr. Halford’s gravity- 
hydraulic railway, with its speed of three 
miles a minute, will probably be dismissed 
as the dream of a too-earnest inventor. But 
there is the model, in working order. If the 
difficulties of making that model—and only 
those who have worked out a big idea in 
miniature know those difficulties—could be 
overcome, why should not the obstacles 
which would necessarily confront the con- 
struction of a railway on this system be 
surmounted and the end achieved ? 
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N a distant country lived a 
young shepherd named K letch. 
Although poor he was not 
unhappy, for he was good and 
generous. 
One day, as he was with his 
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flock upon some waste ground, an old woman 
came along. 
When Kletch saw her he took off his cap 
politely and said : “ Good-day, mother !” 
“ You are a well-mannered youth,” returned 


the old woman, in a cracked voice. ‘ Now, 
give me one of those sheep; you will never 
repent it if you will oblige me by doing so.” 

“Very well. Choose for yourself,” said 
Kletch. 

The old woman chose a sheep. Then, 
drawing fiom under her cloak an exceedingly 
large umbrella, which had evidently been 
mended many times, she said: ‘ Here is 
something in return for your kindness. At 
the right time, and in the proper place, don’t 
forget to use it, and be sure never fo promise 
anything unconditionaliy.” 

With that the old woman went off. Kletch 
was greatly mystified by her peculiar 
behaviour and strange speech, but he took 
care of the umbrella. 

Another time Kletch was  pasturing his 
sheep on a lonely plain when another old 
woman came along. 
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The young man removed his cap as before. 

“Will you be kind enough to give me two 
sheep ?” said the old woman. 

“Choose. them for yourself, mother,” 
replied Kletch. The woman quickly chose 
two sheep. As she was going away she 
turned to the shepherd and placed in his 
hands an old handkerchief big enough to. 
serve as a tablecloth. “ Here,” remarked 
she, “is something in return for your 
generosity. Use it at the proper time and 
place, but zever promise anything uncon- 
ditionally.” 

Kletch took care of the handkerchief. 

Another day, as he was taking his sheep 
up a rugged cliff, a third old woman made 
her appearance. After being saluted most 
politely by Kletch she coolly asked him for 
three sheep. 

“Dear me,” thought the poor fellow, “if 
this kind of thing goes on much longer I 
shall soon be rid of the whole flock.” 

But he could not refuse to do a kindness, 
so again he said: “ Choose, good mother.” 

Without the least hesitation the old 
woman chose three sheep. Then, before she 
disappeared with them, she gave Kletch a 
common-looking bottle, saying as she did so: 
“Take this in return, At the proper place 
and time don’t forget to use it, and be sure that 
you never promise anything unconditionally.” 
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Kletch put the bottle in his hut by the 
side of his other queer presents, and thought 
no more of the matter. 

About this time the King’s daughter 
attained the age at which Princesses are 
usually married. She was extremely beautiful, 
but had the not uncommon desire that every- 
body and everything should be subject to her 
wishes. 

When the King proposed a powerful 
Prince as a possible husband for her she said, 
“Sire, I have made up my mind to marry no 
man who cannot command the rain.” 

The King was very angry. “Where do 
you imagine I am to find such a man?” he 
exclaimed. “ You may just as well say that 
you will not marry at all!” 

“I am determined not to yield on 
this point,” replied the Princess, in a 
tone which told her father that further 
argument would be useless. 

“ Very well,” said the King; “I will 
see what can be done.” 

Even Kletch, in his remote country 
home, heard of the Princess’s” extra- 
ordinary idea. He left his sheep to the 
care of his dog and set off for town. 

“Here,” he said to himself, “is an 
opportunity for using my umbrella.” 

The rain was pouring down. But the 
umbrella was as big as a tent, and thé 
lad thought that he should be well 
protected. 

As he grasped the huge thing he 
said :— 

“What a miserable day for a journey !” 

The rain ceased immediately. 

“ How very curious !” said Kletch. 

He was startled by a hoarse voice, 
which said :— 

“Tam at your service; but in return 
you must promise to marry my daughter.” 

“All right!” answered Kletch; “I 
promise, but only on one condition.” 

“ What is that ?” asked the voice. 

“That I will tell you at the proper time.” 

Kletch continued his journey. Having 
reached the Royal castle he heard a herald 
announcing, with a flourish of trumpets, that 
any man who could make the rain fall or 
cease at pleasure should be the Princess’s 
husband. No man offered himself. Then 
Kletch stepped forward and was brought 
into the courtyard. Rain was pouring in 
torrents. The King and his daughter were 
looking down from a grand balcony. When 
the Princess saw the poorly-dressed young 
man she called out :— 


“ What does this beggar want? Give him 
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his alms and send him off about his busi- 
ness.” 

“T am not a beggar,” said Kletch. 

“Well, what do you want?” inquired the 
King. 

“ To be your Majesty’s son-in-law.” 

“ Are you mad?” 

“No, I am thankful to say.” 

“ Be off!” roared the King. 

The rain had ceased, and at this moment 
the sky was clear. But Kletch opened 


his umbrella, and again the rain fell in 
torrents. 
“ Wonderful !” remarked the King. 
“ Dear me !” exclaimed the Princess. 
Kletch closed his umbrella, and the rain 
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‘ AGAIN THE RAIN FELL IN TORRENTS." 
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stopped at once. The Princess was rather 
frightened. Her father began to scold her. 

“You see now,” he said, “into what a 
scrape your ridiculous notion has brought us. 
Here am I pledged to take this man into 
our family.” 

“Don’t worry,” said the Princess. ‘No 
harm is done yet.” Then, turning to the 
young shepherd, she asked :— 

“ What is your name ?” 


“Kletch, 
madam, at your a 
service.” a 
“Well, Kletch, Pe 


I admit that you 
have an excep- 
tional power, but 
I have decided 
only to marry a 
man who can 


govern the a 
wind.” 

Then she and ( 
her father re- \ 
tired from the 
balcony and 
Kletch had to ( 
go away. 

He felt sad. ( 
All night long 
instead of sleep- 
ing he thought 
of the beautiful 
Princess. Atan 
early hour the next morn- 
ing he returned to the 
town. This time he 
brought with him the 
handkerchief which he had 
received for the two sheep. 

As he walked quickly along 
a strong wind began to blow. 
“What miserable weather for a journey!” 
thought Kletch, and it so happened 
that at that moment he took from his 
pocket the enormous handkerchief. 

The wind dropped immediately. 

“ How strange !” said the youth. 

Then a voice spoke. “I am at your 
service,” it said; ‘but promise in return 
to marry my daughter.” 

“T may do so,” replied Ketch, “upon one 
condition.” 

“ What is that?” inquired the voice, amid 
shrill, whistling sounds. 

“I will name the condition at the proper 
time.” 

Kletch went on until he reached the 
castle. When the Princess saw him coming 
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‘AT ONCE A THICK VAPOUR PRO- 


she called to him: “I have not changed my 
mind. If you cannot control the wind, it is 
of no use for you to come here.” 

The young man touched his handkerchief. 
Up sprang a hurricane, which shook all the 
chimneys and caused all the windows to 
rattle. 

“Took at that!” said the King. 

“ Dear me!” remarked his daughter. 

Kletch drew the handkerchief from his 


pocket. The 
~ storm ceased as 
a] > 
AE n suddenly as it 
2 X \ had begun. 
“You certainly 
Yz, 


possess a great 
power,” said the 
Princess. She 
began to feel 
some interest in 
this young man. 
Looking at him 
with more atten- 
tion than she 
had hitherto be- 
stowed upon him 
she saw that, in 
spite of his rags, 
he was a fine 
fellow, straight 
and handsome as 
the greatest noble 
at the Court. 
“ However,” she 
continued, “I 
shall only wed a 


man who can 
command the 
sun.” 

Kletch went 
away in low 
spirits. He had 


fallen in love with 
the Princess, and 
thoughts of her 
again banished 
sleep from his 
eyes. 

At daybreak 
the next morning 
he was on his way 
to town. The sun shone brightly. ‘How 
hot it is!” thought Kletch. “I shall be 
melted before I reach the castle!” 

Feeling very thirsty, he took out the little 
bottle which had been given him for the 
three sheep, intending to drink its contents. 
At once a thick vapour proceeded from the 
bottle, formed as it condensed into a big 
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white cloud, and totally obscured the sun’s 
rays. 

“ What an extraordinary thing!” said the 
shepherd. Then a voice said: “I am at 


your service ; but you must promise to marry 
my daughter.” 

Kletch, as before, agreed to this propo- 
sition, but only upon a condition which he 
refused to state. 

When he drew near to the castle he saw 
“You 


the Princess coming to meet him. 
may as well go back,” she said, 
“for, of course, you can’t com- 
mand the sun!” 

The sun at that moment was 
covered by thick clouds. Kletch 
took his bottle. Immediately 


Lm putin. aos 


“ON ONE CONDITION,’ 


the clouds melted away and the sun shone 
in full splendour. 

The Princess was troubled and perplexed. 
How cou/d she marry a poor, miserable 
shepherd? She tried to show Kletch how 
impossible such a union would be. 


Kletch scarcely knew what to say. “I 
love you,” he remarked; “is not that 
enough ? ” 

The Princess did not think so. She was 


proud of her birth and rank. 
“ Ah!” she exclaimed. “Am I to marry 
a fellow whom nobody else will have ?” 


“Ts that all that troubles you?” said 
Vol. xxii.—30, 
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her lowly lover. ‘I can speedily put shat 
right. Will you marry me if I can prove 
that for your sake I refuse three wives? ” 

“How am I to believe you?” returned 
the Princess. “Certainly you are not bad- 
looking, but what woman could wish to bear 
your name?” 

“ Patience !” said Kletch. 

He opened his big umbrella, and down 
came the rain. 

“ Bring out your daughter!” he cried. 






A woman appeared. Her face re- 
sembled that of a frog; her com- 
plexion was green, her hair wet, and 
she shivered beneath her rain-soaked 
clothing. 

“I promised to marry this woman,’ 
said Kletch to the Princess, “ but only upon 
one condition.” 

“What was that ?” 

“That I liked her; I do wot like her, 
therefore I reject her.” 

He closed his umbrella. ‘The rain ceased 
to fall, and the woman, weeping bitterly, dis- 





> 


appeared. The shepherd touched his hand- 
kerchief. Up sprang the wind. 


“ Bring forth your daughter !” cried Kletch. 

Immediately there appeared a tremendous, 
balloon-like person, with ugly, inflated cheeks, 

“I promised to marry Aer,” said Kletch, 
“on one condition.” 
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“ What was it?” 

“ That I liked her. 
I refuse to wed her.” 

He waved the handkerchief. The wind 
grew silent and the daughter flew away like 
an air-ball. 

Kletch took out his bottle, and straight- 
way the sun smiled. 

“Bring forth your daughter!” cried the 
youth. 

A tall woman, with red hair, a face like a 
pumpkin, and eyes like 
glowing coals, pre- 
sented herself. 

“The sun wishes me 
to be his son-in-law,” 


I do ot like her, so 


““THE PRINCESS EXTENDED 10 HIM HER LOVELY HAND.” 


said Kletch to the Princess, ‘but I have 
made one condition.” 

“What is that 2?” 

“That his daughter should please me ; she 
does zot please me, therefore I reject her.” 

He waved the bottle, whereupon a dense 
mass of clouds covered both the sun and his 
daughter. 

Then Kletch fell at the Princess’s feet. 
The kind-hearted old King, who began to 
think that it would be rather a fine thing to 
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have a son-in-law who could control the 
weather, was about to embrace him, when he 
was stopped by his daughter. 

“You have great power,” said she to her 
lover, “and hitherto you have done all that 
I have asked. ‘There is just one more thing 
which I hope you will not refuse me.” 

“What is it?” asked Kletch, in great 
excitement. 

“It is this: tnat when we are married 
I shall regulate the weather ! ” 









“Oh, yes! yes! yes!” ex- 
claimed the enraptured swain, 
and straightway the Princess 
extended to him her lovely 
hand, which he seized and 
covered with kisses. 

At this propitious moment 
three fairies arrived upon the 
scene, having travelled in 
dragon-drawn cars. ‘These were 
none other than the three old 
women whose gifts had brought 
such luck to the fortunate shep- 
herd. Of course, they were 
present at the wedding, which was the 
grandest ever known. 

When the good old King died Kletch 
was supposed to reign in his stead. As a 
matter of fact, it was the Queen, his wife, 
who really governed. 

This state of things was so entirely satis- 
factory to both parties, and also to all their 
loyal subjects, that ever since their time it 
has been the custom, nearly all over the 
world, for ladies to have the upper hand, 
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Curiosities.” 


(We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepled.| 


A CURIOUS NESTING OCCURRENCE. 

“I send you a photograph of no fewer than ten 
birds’ nests (which I took at the beginning of April), 
built in each step of a step-ladder that was hung on the 
wall of a pumping engine -house yard here. The 
engine in question had not been at work for over a 
week, and in the meantime these birds had started 
building their nests. Three of them contained eggs 
when found. The birds forsook their homes as soon as 
the owners started using the engine again. What is most 
remarkable is that all the nests are built by thrushes, 
which birds I have never known to build together 
before.”—Mr. P. Phillips, 28, Oxford Street, Bletchley. 





A TOPSY-TURVY HORSE. 

“I have pleasure in sending you herewith what is 
considered a unique photograph of a falling horse. 
This was taken by myself at the Somerset Agricultural 
Show held at Taunton on May 10th. The horse 


failed to rise sufficiently at the bank, which he struck 








with his chest, and the impetus caused him to turn a 


complete somersault, the peta showing it completely 
upright. The horse fell by the side of the rider, both 
of whom escaped unhurt.”—Mr. H. M. Cooper, 
29, East Street, Taunton. [We congratulate Mr. . 


Cooper on the wonderful luck and no mean skill 
to secure 


which have enabled him this remark- 
able photograph at 
the psychological mo- 
ment. This is proba- 
bly the most curious 
instantaneous photo- 
graph which has ap- 
peared in the Curiosi- 
ties section up to the 
present. } 


“CORKED UP.” 


“The man shown 
inside the bottle, a 





picture of which I send you, was 
alive and well, though the bottle 
was an ordinary pint one. The 
illusion is, -of course, purely a 
photographic one.”—Mr. C. H. 
Breed, Lawrenceville, New 
Jersey. 





* Copyright, 1901, by George Newnes, Limited. 
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ONE PUPPY ONLY. 

“ The photo. I send you is that of a puppy taken 
twice on the same plate. The negative was exposed 
a second time by mistake, the puppy in the meantime 
having changed its position.” —Mr. W ~ Underwood, 
Bellevue, Sevenoaks. 


PLAYER'S BULLET-PROOF CIGARETTE BOXES. 

We quote here a soldier’s letter, written by one at 
the front to Mr. John Player. The letter will explain 
the photograph which we reproduce in connection 
with it: *“ Edenburg, February 8th, 1901.—To John 
Player, of Navy Cat fame.—Sirs,—I am forwarding 
you a box of your famous cigarettes, which un- 
doubtedly saved me from a very serious wound, if not 
my life. No doubt you have read of our stand against 
the Boers (I belong to the C. in C. Bodyguard) when 





we went into action 150 strong and only fifteen came out without 
a wound, and where we refused to cease fire when told to. Well, 
your cigarettes were served out to us the day before, and I had 
smoked about six that day (and how acceptable they were ; most 
of us had not had a smoke fur some time), and I had put them 
in my serge pocket ; that day I was hit in six places, but nothing 


serious till I got this one in my groin. It knocked me over, 
and I really thought I was done for, the pain was so severe ; but 
on examination it proved to be only a severe bruise, and am now 
fit for duty again, although rather sore. The bullet, as you can 


see, penetrated the box, but did not cut the skin, and I think 

you will agree with me that it was a near thing.”—Mr. P. F. 

Carroll, Bristol. Photo. by G. Pendry, Nottingham. 

A MARMALADE TIN 
\S A TOM-TOM. 
“I think the in- 

closed photo. may 


muse some of your 
readers, It is an old 
marmalace tin of 
Cross and Black- 
well’s, which my 
brother bought froma 

charmer (in an 





ut-of-the Indian 


using 












on z } 
"A REAL SNOW MAN. 

“ It is difficult to imagine that this picture 
is that of a man, but such is the fact. He 
went toa masquerade ball to represent a snow 
man, and by wrapping himself in cotton pro- 
duced the effect shown in the photograph. 
The costume was so warm that during the 
evening the wearer fainted in the hall, as it 
was almost impervious to the air, The idea 
was to represent a snow image crudely made, 
and Mr. Samuel Wohlgemuth, of Philadel- 
phia, the wearer, secured first prize for his 
originality.”"—Mr. D. A. Willey, Baltimore. 
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for the sentence is a command— 
a command, moreover, inviting 
prompt compliance.”—Mr. C. H. 
Chandler, 20, Allison Road, 
Harringay, N. 


NOT A PEAR TREE. 


“ Things often are not what they 
seem. This tree at first sight looks 
as if it were covered with large, 
luscious pears, or some equally 
delectable fruit. However, a closer 
inspection of the photograph will 
reveal the fact that the ‘ fruit’ 
consists of nothing more or less 
than dozens of flying foxes. This 
particular tree is in the town of 
Madras, and in the evening it is 





A BOER PRISONER'S CUNNING. f <a ao > aid 


“ Tlerewith a photograph of a quaint snake 
puzzle box, manufactured by one of the Boer 
prisoners of war at St. Helena. A number 
of the Boer prisoners of war at St. Helena, 
and also in Ceylon, are very clever at wood- 
carving, and several of them are making a 
considerable income by carving on pipes, 
which I imagine isa much more agreeable 
occupation than sitting behind boulders, on 
kopjes, under the persistent fire of the merci- 
less rooinek. On opening the lid, by causing 
it to slide with the forefinger, the snake seen 
in the photo. suddenly emerges therefrom 
and inflicts a prick by means of the point of 
a pin cunningly fixed in its mouth.” — Master 
C. A. E. Cadell, Fox Hill Lodge, Upper 
Norwood, London, S.E. 


WHAT IS IT? 


“This is not Chinese, Japanese, or any 
other ‘ese.’ It is English, or rather it would 
be if the two lines were merged into one. 
Those who cannot read the sentence as it 
stands might copy the two separate lines, 
precisely as given, one line on either side of 
a piece of cardboard, cut exactly to size, and 
pasted back to back on cardboard or some 
such substance. A small hole should be 
pierced in either end of the cardboard through 
which a couple of pieces of very fine twine, 
about the length of one’s finger, should be 
threaded. Give the twine a rapid circular 
movement between the fingers and thumbs 





and the writing will at once be apparent. Fascinat- a sight well worth st eing. During the day-time a 
ing ladies are hereby cautioned against trying the large number of the flying foxes remain hanging 

: . ig e n < ` ae a ; ns í š 
experiment in the presence of up-to-date young men, quietly on the tree, like huge bats (as shown in 
: the phe tograph), but after 





= sunset hundreds come 
from all quarters, this 


—_~ ; tree being a regular ren- 
A dezvous. It is then 
-A i thickly covered with the 


ugly creatures, and would 
make a most interesting 
| photo., but, owing to dark- 


ness, this is quite out of 

I I II I 0 I the question.” —The Rev. 
ý | Hi, C. B. Stone, M.A., 

3 Chaplain, Waverley 


House, Egmore, Madras. 
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HORNGARTH PLANTING. 

“ The ancient custom of planting the 
‘t penny - hedge’ or ‘ horngarth’ was 
observed at Whitby on the 15th May 
last. In Henry II.’s time the lords 
of Ugglebarnby and Sneaton hunted a 
boar into a hermit’s chapel. It died, 
and the hounds were kept out by the 
hermit, whom the lords in their anger 
slew. The dying hermit decreed that 
as penance the lords had, at each 
Ascension Eve, to gather wood and 
carry it to the water’s edge at low 
tide and drive in stakes. Should the 
erection not withstand three tides the 
lands of the lords should be forfeited to 
the Abbot of Whithy. The ceremony 
is performed yearly in Whitby harbour 
by Mr. Isaac Hutton and Mr. John 
Rickinson, the latter representing the 
lord of the manor. The blowing of 
the horn, which is over 500 years old, 
and the custom of crying ‘Out on 
ye! Out on ye!’ was observed as usual. The 
photo. shows the hedge in course of construction.”— 
Mr. Henry N. Pulmin, 6, York Terrace, Whitby. 
i 
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A WONDERFUL MONOGRAM 
“ I send you a monogram invented and made by 
myself’ It contains all the letters of the alphabet, 
twenty-six in all, They can be traced with patience. 
The letter N is the smallest (in the centre), and is the 
only indistinct one.” —Mr. C. W. Hooper, Keswick. 
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A HOME-MADE TOBOGGAN. 

“I send you a snap-shot of my youngest brother, 
taken as he was descending our toboggan at a pro- 
bable rate of twenty miles an hour. This sort of 
amusement will perhaps appear novel to most people, 








but is a source of much pleasure to children. It is 
ascended by steps at the far side, and when at the 
top you either sit down ‘naturally’ or upon a mat, 
and let yourself ‘go.’ The sun makes the wood 
very smooth and glassy, and with the aid of a little 
turpentine and beeswax rubbed in an excellent sur- 
face can be obtained.”— Mr. E. F. Guthrie, Lyndhurst, 
Mossley Hill, Liverpool. 
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the bedrooms at the Holland House, New York. 
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j AN UP-TO-DATE INDICATOR. 
“ This photograph represents one of the indicators placed in 


The pointer 


is shifted to any of the ‘wants’ printed on the dial, and, 
on ringing a bell, a similar indicator is actuated in the 


office, and a servant is at once dispatched. 


This is a great 


saving in large hotels like the Holland House.” — Mr. 


Marcus Smith, 
the Cross- 
ways, Totter- 
idge Green, 
Herts. 


THE 
“ BIGGEST 
BREAK” 
ON RECORD. 
The effects of 
a ‘*cannon 
game” and a 
“ shell - out ” 
by a Ioolb. 
shell fired 
from the Boer 
trenches at 
Kampersdorp 
into Kimber- 
ley, a distance 
of four miles. 
This unusual 
performance 
took place on 
a Thurston 
billiard table 
at the Buffalo 
Club, Kimber- 
ley, on Febru- 
ary 7th, 1900. 
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“DANGEROUS!” 


“I have thought that this photograph 
of myself might be suitable for your 
Curiosity pages, and should be pleased 
to hear that such was the case. It was 
taken at the top of a very nasty hill near 
Cloughton, Scarborough, by a friend. 
Some people are inclined to think the 





= 
| 
i 





board much more dangerous than the 
hill.”—Mr. C. E. Colling, 93, Victoria 
Road, Scarborough. 
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THE “GREAT EASTERN’S” 
STEAM WHISTLE. 


“When the Great Eastern was 
broken up in Liverpool some few 
years ago I purchased the large 
steam whistle which I now have, 
and send you a photo. of it, trusting 
it will be of interest to your readers. 
The whistle is made of brass and 
weighs 98lb., its height measuring 
33in.” — Mr. F. G. White, 23, 
Adelaide Street, Blackpool. 


THE SKIN OF A SPIDER. 

“I am sending you a 
picture of what at first looks 
like ordinary wire netting, 
but in truth it is a spider’s 
skin enlarged one thousand 
times. The apparatus 
shown in the second picture 
for enlarging such minute 
objects was invented by a 
boy of fifteen. The picture 
I am sending of it is, of 
course, not quite like it was 
originally, as it is impossible 
to photograph it while in 
the dark room. The spider 
which possessed this skin 
was only a very small money 
spider, and was about one- 
fiftieth the size of one of 
the squares on the skin. 








[ also wish to add that this was the second picture the boy ever 
took, and I think it exceedingly good.” — Mr. H. B. Dresser, 
Malvernhurst, Malvern. 








THE SHADOW IN THE 
GRAVEYARD. 

“I am at present (April 
18th) in South Africa. This 
photo. was taken in Charles- 
town, Natal, Military Grave- 
yard. Majuba rises to the 
left. When I developed the 
negative I noticed a cross 
and some figures on it, and 
these can be seen in the print. 
I cannot account for the 
occurrence. The time of day 
was noon; the sun was 
hidden by clouds. There 
were no shadows either from 
the morgue-man or the graves. 
How do you account for it?” 
—Mr. Re WH. Parker, 13, 
North Park Road, Harrogate, 
Yorkshire, 
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“THERE'S OUR MAN, WATSON! COME ALONG.” 


(See page 252.) 
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The Hound of the Baskervilles. 


ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF 


SHERLOCK HOLMES. 


CHAPTER III. 

THE PROBLEM. 

i CONFESS that at these words 
a shudder passed through me. 
There was a thrill in the 
4 doctor’s voice which showed 
that he was himself deeply 
moved by that which he told 
us. Holmes leaned forward in his excite- 
ment and his eyes had the hard, dry glitter 
which shot from them when he was keenly 
interested. 

“You saw this 2?” 

“ As clearly as I see you.’ 

“ And you said nothing ?” 

“ What was the use ?” 

“ How was it that no one else saw it?” 

“The marks were some twenty yards from 
the body and no one gave them a thought. 
I don’t suppose I should have done so had I 
not known this legend.” 

“There are many sheep-dogs on the 
moor ?” 

“ No doubt, but this was no sheep-dog.” 

“You say it was large 2?” 

“ Enormous.” 

“ But it had not approached the body ?” 

“No.” 

“What sort of night was it ?” 

“ Damp and raw.” 

“ But not actually raining ?” 

“No.” 

“ What is the alley like?” 

“There are two lines of oid yew hedge, 
12ft. high and impenetrable. The walk in 
the centre is about 8ft. across.” 

“Ts there anything between the hedges and 
the walk?” 

“Ves, there is a strip of grass about 6ft. 


broad on either side.” 
Vol. xxii — 3L 





By CONAN DOYLE. 


“I understand that the yew hedge is 
penetrated at one point by a gate?” 

“Yes, the wicket-gate which leads on to 
the moor.” 

“Ts there any other opening ?” 

“None.” 5 

“So that to reach the Yew Alley one 
either has to come down it from the house 
or else to enter it by the moor-gate ?” 

“There is an exit through a summer- 
house at the far end.” 

“ Had Sir Charles reached this ? ” 

“No; he lay about fifty yards from it.” 

“Now, tell me, Dr. Mortimer—and this 
is important—the marks which you saw 
were on the path and not on the grass ? ” 

“ No marks could show on the grass.” 

“ Were they on the same side of the path 
as the moor-gate ? ” 

“Ves ; they were on the edge of the path 
on the same side as the moor-gate.” 

“ You interest me exceedingly. Another 
point. Was the wicket-gate closed ?” 

“ Closed and padlocked.” 

“ How high was it?” 

“ About 4ft. high.” 

“ Then anyone could have got over it?” 

“ Ves.” 

“ And what marks did you see by the 
wicket-gate ? ” 

“ None in particular.” 

“Good Heaven! Did no one examine?” 

“Yes, I examined myself.” 

“ And found nothing ?” 

“Tt was all very confused. Sir Charles 
had evidently stood there for five or ten 
minutes.” 

“ How do you know that ?” 

“ Because the ash had twice dropped from 
his cigar.” 


- Copyright 1901, by George Newnes, Ltd. 
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“Excellent! This is a colleague, Watson, 
after our own heart. But the marks ? ” 

“ He had left his own marks all over that 
small patch of gravel. I could discern no 
others.” 

Sherlock Holmes struck his hand against 
his knee with an impatient gesture. 

“If I had only been there!” he cried. 
“Tt is evidently a case of extraordinary 
interest, and one which presented immense 
opportunities to the scientific expert. That 
gravel page upon which I might have read so 
much has been long ere this smudged by the 
rain and defaced by the clogs of curious 
peasants. Oh, Dr. Mortimer, Dr. Mortimer, 
to think that you should not have called me 
in! You have indeed much to answer for.” 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


and most experienced of detectives is help- 
less.” 

“You mean 
natural ?” 

“I did not positively say so.” 

“ No, but you evidently think it.” 

“Since the tragedy, Mr. Holmes, there 
have come to my ears several incidents which 
are hard to reconcile with the settled order 
of Nature.” 

“ For example ? ” 

“I find that before the terrible event 
occurred several people had seen a creature 
upon the moor which corresponds with this 
Baskerville demon, and which could not 
possibly be any animal known to science. 
They all agreed that it was a huge creature, 


that the thing is super- 





L 





“you HAVE INDEED MUCH TO ANSWER FOR.” 


“T could not call you in, Mr. Holmes, 
withont disclosing these facts to the world, 
and I have already given my reasons for not 
wishing to do so. Besides, besides 7 

“ Why do you hesitate?” 

“ There is a realm in which the most acute 
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luminous, ghastly, and spectral. I have 
cross-examined these men, one cf them a 
hard -headed countryman, one a farrier, 
and one a moorland farmer, who all tell 
the same story of this dreadful apparition, 
exactly corresponding to the hell-hound of 
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the legend. I assure you that there is a 
reign of terror in the district and that it is a 
hardy man who wiil cross the moor at night.” 

“And you, a trained man of science, 
believe it to be supernatural ? ” 

“I do not know what to believe.” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

“I have hitherto confined my investiga- 
tions to this world,” said he. “In a modest 
way I have combated evil, but to take on 
the Father of Evil himself would, perhaps, be 
too ambitious a task. Yet you must admit 
that the footmark is material.” 

“The original hound was material enough 
to tug a man’s throat out, and yet he was 
diabolical as well.” . 

“I see that you have quite gone over to 
the supernaturalists. But now, Dr. Mortimer, 
tell me this. If you hold these views, why 
have you come to consult me at all? You 
tell me in the same breath that it is useless 
to investigate Sir Charles’s death, and that 
you desire me to do it.” 

“I did not say that I desired you to do it.” 

“ Then, how can I assist you ?” 

“ By advising me as to what I should do 
with Sir Henry Baskerville, who arrives at 
Waterloo Station ”—Dr. Mortimer looked at 
his watch—“in exactly one hour and a 
quarter.” 

“ He being the heir?” 

“Yes. On the death of Sir Charles we 
inquired for this young gentleman, and found 
that he had been farming in Canada. From 
the accounts which have reached us he is an 
excellent fellow in every way. I speak now 
not as a medical man but asa trustee and 
executor of Sir Charles’s will.” 

“ There is no other claimant, I presume ?” 

“None. The only other kinsman whom 
we have been able to trace was Rodger 
Baskerville, the youngest of three brothers 
of whom poor Sir Charles was the elder. 
The second brother, who died young, is 
the father of this lad Henry. The third, 
Rodger, was the black sheep of the family. 
He came of the old masterful Baskerville 
strain, and was the very image, they tell 
me, of the family picture of old Hugo. He 
made England too hot to hold him, fled to 
Central America, and died there in 1876 of 
yellow fever. Henry is the last of the Basker- 
villes. In one hour and five minutes I meet 
him at Waterloo Station. I have had a 
wire that he arrived at Southampton this 
morning. Now, Mr. Holmes, what would 
you advise me to do with him?” 

“Why should he not go to the home of 
his fathers ?” 
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“Tt seems natural, does it not? And yet, 
consider that every Baskerville who goes 
there meets with an evil fate. I feel sure 
that if Sir Charles could have spoken with 
me before his death he would have warned 
me against bringing this the last of the old 
race, and the heir to great wealth, to that 
deadly place. And yet it cannot be denied 
that the prosperity of the whole poor, bleak 
country-side depends upon his presence. 
All the good work which has been done by 
Sir Charles will crash to the ground if there 
is no tenant of the Hall. I fear lest I should 
be swayed too much by my own obvious 
interest in the matter, and that is why I 
bring the case before you and ask for your 
advice.” 

Holmes considered for a little time. 

“ Put into plain words, the matter is this,” 
said he. ‘In your opinion there is a 
diabolical agency which makes Dartmoor an 
unsafe abode for a Baskerville--that is your 
opinion ?” 

“ At least I might go the length of saying 
that there is some evidence that this may be so.” 

“Exactly. But surely, if your supernatural 
theory be correct, it could work the young 
man evil in London as easily as in Devon- 
shire. A devil with merely local powers like 
a parish vestry would be too inconceivable a 
thing.” 

“You put the matter more flippantly, Mr. 
Holmes, than you would probably dg if you 
were brought into personal contact with these 
things. Your advice, then, as I understand 


- it, is that the young man will be as safe in 


Devonshire asin London. He comes in fifty 
minutes. What would you recommend ?” 

“T recommend, sir, that you take a cab, 
call off your spaniel who is scratching at my 
front door, and proceed to Waterloo to 
meet Sir Henry Baskerville.” 

“ And then ?” 

“And then you will say nothing to him 
at all until I have made up my mind about 
the matter.” 

“ How long will it take you to make up 
your mind?” 

“Twenty-four hours. At ten o'clock to- 
morrow, Dr. Mortimer, I will be much 
obliged to you if you will call upon me here, 
and it will be of help to me in my plans for 
the future if you will bring Sir Henry Basker- 
ville with you.” 

“I will do so, Mr. Holmes.” He scribbled 
the appointment on his shirt cuff and 
hurried off in his strange, peering, absent- 
minded fashion. Holmes stopped him at 
the head of the stair. 
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“Only one more question, Dr. Mortimer. 
You say that before Sir Charles Baskerville’s 


death several people saw this apparition - 


upon the moor?” 

“ Three people did.” 

“ Did any see it after ?” 

“I have not heard of any.” 

“Thank you. Good morning.” 

Holmes returned to his seat with that quiet 
look of inward satisfaction which meant that 
he had a congenial task before him. 

“ Going out, Watson ?” 

“ Unless I can help you.” 

“No, my dear fellow, it is at the hour of 
action that I turn to you for aid. But this 
is splendid, really unique from some points 
of view. When you pass Bradley’s would 
you ask him to send up a pound of the 
strongest shag tobacco? Thank you. It 
would be as well if you could make it con- 
venient not to return before evening. ‘Then 
I should be very glad to compare impressions 
as to this most interesting problem which 
has been submitted to us this morning.” 

I knew that seclusion and solitude were 
very necessary for my friend in those hours 
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Te * of intense mental 
q concentration during 

which he weighed 
every particle of 
evidence, con- 
structed alternative 
theories, balanced 
one against the 
other, and made up 
his mind as to which 
points were essential 
and which imma- 
terial. I therefore 
spent the day at my 
club and did not 
return to Baker 
Street until evening. 
It was nearly nine 
o’clock when I found 
myself in the sitting- 
room once more. 

My first impres- 
sion as I opened the 
door was that a fire 
had broken out, for 
the room was sc 
filled with smoke 
that the light of the 
lamp upon the table 
was blurred by it. 
As I entered, how- 
ever, my fears were 
set at rest, for it was 
the acrid fumes of strong coarse tobacco 
which took me by the throat and set me 
coughing. Through the haze I had a vague 
vision of Holmes in his dressing-gown coiled 
up in an arm-chair with his black clay pipe 
between his lips. Several rolls of paper lay 
around him. 

“Caught cold, Watson?” said he. 

“ No, it’s this poisonous atmosphere.” 

“ I suppose it zs pretty thick, now that you 
mention it.” 

“Thick! Itis intolerable.” 

“Open the window, then! You have 
been at your club all day, I perceive.” 

“ My dear Holmes !” 

“Am I right?” 

“ Certainly, but how p? 

He laughed at my bewildered expression. 

“ There is a delightful freshness about you, 
Watson, which makes it a pleasure to 
exercise any small powers which I possess at 
your expense. A gentleman goes forth on a 
showery and miry day. He returns im- 
maculate in the evening with the gloss still on 
his hat and his boots. He has been a fixture 
therefore all day, He is not a man with 
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intimate friends. Where, then, could he have 
been? Is it not obvious ?” 

“Well, it is rather obvious.” 

“The world is full of obvious things which 
nobody by any chance ever observes. Where 
do you think that I have been ?” 

“ A fixture also.” 

“ On the contrary, I have been to Devon- 
shire.” 

“Tn spirit? ” 

“ Exactly. My body has remained in this 
arm-chair, and has, 
I regret to observe, 
consumed in my 
absence two large 


““THAT IS BASKER- 
VILLE HALI. IN THE 
MIDDLE,” 


pots of coffee and an incredible amount of 
tobacco. After you left I sent down to 
Stamford’s for the Ordnance map of this 
portion of the moor, and my spirit has 
hovered over it all day. I flatter myself 
that I could find my way about.” 

“ A large scale map, I presume?” 

“Very large.” He unrolled one section 


Digitized by Goc gle 





247 


and held it over his knee. “ Here you have 
the particular district which concerns us. 
That is Baskerville Hall in the middle.” 

“With a wood round it?” 

“Exactly. I fancy the Yew Alley, though 
not marked under that name, must stretch 
along this line, with the moor, as you perceive, 
upon the right of it. ‘This small clump of 
buildings here is the hamlet of Grimpen, 
where our friend Dr. Mortimer has his head- 
quarters. Within a radius of five miles there 
are, as you see, only a very few 
scattered dwellings. Here is 
Lafter Hall, which was men- 
tioned in the narrative. There 
is a house indicated here which ` 
may be the residence of the 
naturalist—Stapleton, if I re- 
member right, was his name. 
Here are two moorland farm- 
houses, High Tor and Foulmire. 
Then fourteen miles away the 
great convict prison of Prince- 
town. Between and’ around 
these scattered points extends 
the desolate, lifeless moor. This, 
then, is the stage upon which 
tragedy has been played, and 
upon which we may help to 
play it again.” 

“Tt must be a wild place.” 

“Yes, the setting is a worthy 
one. If the devil did desire to 
have a hand in the affairs of 
men 





“Then you are your- 


self inclining to the 
supernatural explana- 
tion.” 


“The devil’s agents 
A may be of flesh and 
s blood, may they not? 
There are two questions 
waiting for us at the 
outset. The one is whether anycrime has been 
committed at all; the second is, what is the 
crime and how was it committed ? Of course, 
if Dr. Mortimer’s surmise should be correct, 
and we are dealing with forces outside the 
ordinary laws of Nature, there is an end of our 
investigation. But we are bound to exhaust 
all other hypotheses before falling back 
upon this one. I think we'll shut that 
window. again, if you don’t mind. It is a 
singular thing, but I find that a concentra- 
ted atmosphere helps a concentration of 
thought. I have not pushed it to the length 
of getting into a box to think, but that 
is the logical outcome of my convictions. 
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Have you turned the case over in your 
mind ?” 

“Yes, I have thought a good deal of it in 
the course of the day.” 

“What do you make of it ?” 

“ It is very bewildering.” 

“It has certainly a character of its own. 
There are points of distinction about it. 
That change in the footprints, for example. 
What do you inake of that ? ” 

“ Mortimer said that the man had walked 
on tiptoe down that portion of the alley.” 

“He only repeated what some fool had 
said at the inquest. Why should a man 
walk on tiptoe down the alley?” 

“ What then ?” 


“He was running, Watson—running des- - 


perately, running for his life, running until he 

burst his heart and fell dead upon his face.” 
“Running from 

what ?” 
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more practical sense than I should have given 
him credit for, deduced from the cigar ash?” 

“ But he went out every evening.” 

“I think it unlikely that he waited at the 
moor-gate every evening. On the contrary, 
the evidence is that he avoided the moor. 
That night he waited there. It was the night 
before he made his departure for London. 
The thing takes shape, Watson. It becomes 
coherent. Might I ask you to hand me 
my violin, and we will postpone all further 
thought upon this business until we have had 
the advantage of meeting Dr. Mortimer and 
Sir Henry Baskerville in the morning.” 





CHAPTER IV. 
SIR HENRY BASKERVILLE. 
Our breakfast-table was cleared early, and 
Holmes waited in his dressing-gown for the 





“There lies our 
problem. There are 
indications that the 
man was crazed with 
fear before ever he 
began to run.” 

“ How can you say 
that ?” 

“I am presuming 
that the cause of his 
fears came to him 
across the moor. If 
that were so, and it 
seems most probable, 
only a man who had 
lost his wits would 
have run from the 
house instead of to- 
wards it. If the gipsy’s 
evidence may be taken 
as true, he ran with 
cries for help in the 
direction where help 
was least likely to be. 
Then, again, whom 
was he waiting for 
that night, and why 
was he waiting for 
him in the Yew Alley 
rather than in his own 
house ?” 

“You think that 
he was waiting for someone?” 

“The man was elderly and infirm. We 
can understand his taking an evening stroll, 
but the ground was damp and the night in- 
clement. Is it natural that he should stand 
for five or ten minutes, as Dr. Mortimer, with 
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promised interview. 
Our clients were 
punctual to their 


appointment, for the 
clock had just struck 
ten when Dr. Mortimer 
was shown up, followed 
by the young Baronet. 
The latter was a small, 
alert, dark-eyed man 
about thirty years of 
age, very sturdily built, 
with thick black eye- 
brows and a strong, 
pugnacious face. He 
wore a ruddy-tinted 
tweed suit, and had the 
weather-beaten appear- 
ance of one who has 
spent most of his time 
in the open air, and 
yet there was some- 
thing in his steady eye 
and the quiet assurance 
of`his bearing which 
indicated the gentle- 
man. 

“This is Sir Henry 
Baskerville,” said Dr. 
Mortimer. 

“Why, yes,” said 
he, “and the strange 
thing is, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, that if my 
friend here had not proposed coming round 
to you this morning I should have come on my 
own. I understand that you think out little 
puzzles, and I’ve had one this morning which 
wants more thinking out than I am able to 
give to it.” 
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“ Pray take a seat, Sir Henry. Do I 
understand you to say that you have yourself 
had some remarkable experience since you 
arrived in London?” 

“Nothing of much importance, Mr. 
Holmes. Only a joke, as like as not. It 
was this letter, if you can call it a letter, 
which reached me this morning.” 

He laid an envelope upon the table, and 
we all bent over it. Jt was of com™on 
quality, greyish in colour. The address, 
“Sir Henry Baskerville, Northumber- 
land Hotel,” was printed. in rough 
characters; the postmark ‘Charing 
Cross,” and the date 
of posting the pre- 
ceding evening. 

“Who knew that 
you were going to 
the Northumberland 
Hotel?” asked 
Holmes, glancing 
keenly across at our 
visitor. 

“No one could 
have known. We 
only decided after I 
met Dr. Mortimer.” 

“But Dr. Morti- 
mer was no doubt 
already stopping 
there ?” 

“ No, I had been 
staying with a 
friend,” said the 
doctor. “ There was 
no possible indica- 
tion that we intended 
to go to this hotel.” 

“Hum! Someone seems to be very deeply 
interested in your movements.” Out of the 
envelope he took a half-sheet of foolscap 
paper folded into four. This he opened and 
spread flat upon the table. Across the 
middle of it a single sentence had been 
formed bythe expedient of pasting printed 
words upon it. Itran: “as you value your 
life or your reason keep away from the moor.” 
The word “ moor” only was printed in ink. 

“ Now,” said Sir Henry Baskerville, ‘ per- 
haps you will tell me, Mr. Holmes, what in 
thunder is the meaning of that, and who it is 
that takes so much interest in my affairs ? ” 

“What do you make of it, Dr. Mortimer ? 
You must allow that there is nothing super- 
natural about this, at any rate ?” 

“No, sir, but it might very well come 
from someone who was convinced that the 


business is supernatural.” 
Vol. xxii.—32, 
Ms 
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“What business?” asked Sir Henry, 
sharply. “It seems to me that all you 


gentlemen know a great deal more than I do 
about my own affairs.” 

“You shall share our knowledge before 
you leave this room, Sir Henry. I 
promise you that,” said Sherlock Holmes. 
“We will confine ourselves for the present 
with your permission to this very interesting 
document, which must have been put together 










“HE GLANCED SWIFTLY 
OVER IT.” 


and posted yesterday evening. Have you 
yesterday’s Zimes, Watson?” 

“Tt is here in the corner.” 

“Might I trouble you for it—the inside 
page, please, with the leading articles?” He 
glanced swiftly over it, running his eyes up 
and down the columns. `“ Capital article this 
on Free Trade. Permit me to give you an 
extract from it. ‘You may be cajoled into 
imagining that your own special trade or 
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your own industry will be encouraged by 
a protective tariff, but it stands to reason 
that such legislation must in the long run 
keep away wealth from the country, diminish 
the value of our imports, and lower the 
general conditions of life in this island.’ 
What do you think of that, Watson ?” cried 
Holmes, in high glee, rubbing his hands 
together with satisfaction. ‘“ Don’t you 
think that is an admirable sentiment ? ” 

Dr. Mortimer looked at Holmes with an 
air of professional interest, and Sir Henry 
Baskerville turned a pair of puzzled dark 
eyes upon me. 

“ I don’t know much about the tariff and 
things of that kind,” said he ; “ but it seems 
to me we've got a bit off the trail so far as 
that note is concerned.” 

“On the contrary, I think we are par- 
ticularly hot upon the trail, Sir Henry. 
Watson here knows more about my methods 
than you do, but I fear that even he has not 
quite grasped the significance of this sen- 
tence.” 

“ No, I confess that I see no connection.” 

“And yet, my dear Watson, there is so 
very close a connection that the one is 
extracted out of the other. ‘You, ‘ your,’ 
‘your,’ ‘life,’ ‘reason,’ ‘ value,’ ‘keep away,’ 
‘from the.’ Don’t you see now whence these 
words have been taken ?” 

“ By thunder, you're right ! 
isn’t smart !” cried Sir Henry. 

“If any possible doubt remained it is 
settled by the fact that ‘keep away’ and 
‘from the’ are cut out in one piece.” 

“ Well, now—so it is !” 

“ Really, Mr. Holmes, this exceeds any- 
thing which I could have imagined,” said 
Dr. Mortimer, gazing at my friend in amaze- 
ment. “I could understand anyone saying 
that the words were from a newspaper ; but 
that you should name which, and add that it 
came from the leading article, is really one 
of the most remarkable things which I have 
ever known. How did you do it ?” 

“I presume, doctor, that you could tell 
the skull of a negro from that of an 
Esquimaux ? ” 

“ Most certainly.” 

“ But how? ” 

“ Because that is my special hobby. The 
differences are obvious. The supra-orbital 
crest, the facial angle, the maxillary curve, 
the z 

“ But this is my special hobby, and the 
differences are equally obvious. There is as 
much difference to my eves between the 
leaded bourgeois type of a Times article and 


Well, if that 
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the slovenly print of an evening halfpenny 
paper as there could be between your negro 
and your Esquimaux. The detection of types 
is one of the most elementary branches of 
knowledge to the special expert in crime, 
though I confess that once when I was very 
young I confused the Leeds Mercury with the 
Western Morning News. Buta Times leader 
is entirely distinctive, and these words could 
have been taken from nothing else. As it 
was done yesterday the strong probability 
was that we should find the words in yester- 
day’s issue.” 

“So far as I can follow you, then, Mr. 
Holmes,” said Sir Henry Baskerville, “ some- 
one cut out this message with a scissors "i 

“ Nail-scissors,” said Holmes. “You can 
see that it was a very short-bladed scissors, 
since the cutter had to take two snips over 
‘keep away. ” 

“That is so. Someone, then, cut out the 
message with a pair of short-bladed scissors, 
pasted it with paste 

“Gum,” said Holmes. 

“With gum on to the paper. But I want 
to know why the word ‘moor’ should have 
been written?” 

“ Because he could not find it in print. 
The other words were all simple and might 
be found in any issue, but ‘ moor’ would be 
less common.” 

“Why, of course, that would explain it. 
Have you read anything else in this message, 
Mr. Holmes ?” 

“There are one or two indications, and 
yet the utmost pains have been taken to 
remove all clues. The address, you observe, 
is printed in rough characters. But the 
Zimes isa paper which is seldom found in 
any hands but those of the highly educated. 
We may take it, therefore, that the letter was 
composed by an educated man who wished 
to pose as an uneducated one, and his effort 
to conceal his own writing suggests that that 
writing might be known, or come to be 
known, by you. Again, you will observe 
that the words are not gummed on in an 
accurate line, but that some are much higher 
than others. ‘Life, for example, is quite out 
of its proper place. That may point to care- 
lessness or it may point to agitation and hurry 
upon the part of the cutter. On the whole I 
incline to the latter view, since the matter 
was evidently important, and it is unlikely 
that the composer of such a letter would be 
careless. If he were in a hurry it opens up 
the interesting question why he should be in 
a hurry, since any letter posted up to early 
morning would reach Sir Henry before 
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he would leave his hotel. Did the composer 
fear an interruption—and from whom ?” 

“We are coming now rather into the 
region of guess work,” said Dr. Mortimer. 

“ Say, rather, into the region where we 
balance probabilities and choose the most 
likely. It is the scientific use of the imagin- 
ation, but we have always some material basis 
on which to start our speculations. Now, 
you would call it a guess, no doubt, but I 
am almost certain that this address has been 
written in an hotel.” 

“ How in the world can you say that ?” 

“If you ex- 
amine it carefully 
you will see that 
both the pen and 
the ink have given IN 
the writer trouble. ail 
The pen has splut- 
tered twice in a 
single word, and 
has run dry three 
times in a short 
address, showing 
that there was very 
little ink in the 
bottle. Now, a 
private pen or ink- 
bottle is seldom 
allowed to be in 
such a state, and 
the combination 
of the two must 
be quite rare. But 
you know the hotel 
ink and the hotel 
pen, where it is 
Tare to get any- 
thing else. Yes, 
I have very little 
hesitation in say- 
ing that could we 
examine the waste- 
paper baskets of 
the hotels round 
Charing Cross 
until we found the 
remains of thé 
mutilated 7Zimes 
leader we could lay our hands straight upon 
the person who sent this singular message. 
Halloa! Halloa! What’s this ?” 

He was carefully examining the foolscap, 
upon which the words were pasted, holding 
it only an inch or two from his eyes. 

“Well?” 

“ Nothing,” said he, throwing it down. “It 
is a blank half-sheet of paper, without even 
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a watermark upon it. I think we have drawn 
as much as we can from this curious letter ; 
and now, Sir Henry, has anything else of 
interest happered to you since you have been 
in London?” ; 

“Why, no, Mr. Holmes. I think not.” 

“ You have not observed anyone follow or 
watch you ?” 

“T seem to have walked right into the 
thick of a dime novel,” said our visitor. 
“Why in thunder should anyone follow or 
watch me?” 

“We are coming to that. You have 
nothing else to report to us be- 
fore we go into this matter ?” 

“Well, it depends upon 

what you think worth re- 
porting.” 
“I think anything out of 
the ordinary 
routine of life well 
worth reporting.” 

Sir Henry 
smiled. 

“I don’t know 
much of British 
life yet, for I have 
spent nearly all my 
time in the States 
and in Canada. 
But I hope that 
to lose one of your 
boots is not part 
of the ordinary 
routine of life over 
here.” 

“ You have lost 
one of your boots?” 

“My dear sir,” 
cried Dr. Mor- 
timer, “it is only 
mislaid. You will 
find it when you 
return to the hotel. 
What is the use of 
troubling Mr. 
Holmes with trifles 
of this kind ?” 

“Well, he asked 
me for anything 
outside the ordinary routine.” 

“ Exactly,” said Holmes, “however foolish 
the incident may seem. You have lost one 
of your boots, you say? ” 

“Well, mislaid it, anyhow. I put them 
both outside my door last night, and there 
was only one in the morning. I could get 
no sense out of the chap who cleans them. 
The worst of it is that I only bought the pair 
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last night in the Strand, and I have never 
had them on.” 

“Tf you have never worn them, why did 
you put them out to be cleaned ? ” 

“They were tan boots, and had never 
been varnished. That was why I put them 
out.” 

“Then I understand that on your arrival 
in London yesterday you went out at once 
and bought a pair of boots ?” 

“I did a good deal of shopping. Dr. 
Mortimer here went round with me. You 
see, if I am to be squire down theré I must 
dress the part, and it may be that I haye-got 
a little careless in my ways ott: West. 
Among other things I bought. these: brown 
boots—gave six dollars for them-—and had 
one stolen before ever I had them on my feet.” 

“Tt seems a singularly useless thing to 
steal,” said Sherlock Holmes. ‘I confess 
that I share Dr. Mortimer’s belief that it will 
not be long before the missing boot is found.” 

“ And, now, gentlemen,” said the Baronet, 
with decision, “it seems to me that I 
have spoken quite enough about the little 
that I know. It is time that you kept your 
promise and gave me a full account of what 
we are all driving at.” 

“Your request is a very reasonable one,” 
Holmes answered. “ Dr. Mortimer, I think 
you could not do better than to tell your 
story as you told it to us.” 

Thus encouraged, our scientific friend 
drew his papers from his pocket, and 
presented the whole case as he had done 
upon the morning before. Sir Henry Basker- 
ville listened with the deepest attention, and 
with an occasional exclamation of surprise. 

“Well, I seem to have come into an 
inheritance with a vengeance,” said he, when 
the long narrative was finished. “Of course, 
I’ve heard of the hound ever since I was 
in the nursery. It’s the pet story of the 
family, though I never thought of taking it 
seriously before. But as to my uncle’s death 
—well, it all seems boiling up in my head, 
and I can’t get it clear yet. You don’t seem 
quite to have made up your mind whether 
it’s a case for a policeman or a clergyman.” 

“ Precisely.” 

‘“* And now there’s this affair of the letter 
to me at the hotel. I suppose that fits into 
its place.” 

“It seems to show that someone knows 
more than we do about what goes on upon 
the moor,” said Dr. Mortimer. 

“ And also,” said Holmes, “ that someone 
is not ill-disposed towards you, since they 
warn you of danger.” 
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“Or it may be that they wish, for their 
own purposes, to scare me away.” 

“Well, of course, that is possible also. I 
am very much indebted to you, Dr. Mortimer, 
for introducing me to a problem which pre- 
sents several interesting alternatives. But 
the practical point which we now have to 
decide, Sir Henry, is whether it is or is not 
advisable for you to go to Baskerville Hall.” 

“ Why should I not go?” 

“There seems to be danger.” 

“Do you mean danger from this family 
fiend or do you mean danger from human 
beings ?” 

“Well, that is what we have to find out.” 

“Which ever it is, my answer is fixed. There 
is no devil in hell, Mr. Holmes, and there is 
no man upon earth who can prevent me from 
going to the home of my own people, and 
you may take that to be my final answer.” 
His dark brows knitted and his face flushed 
to a dusky red as he spoke. It was evident 
that the fiery temper of the Baskervilles was 
not extinct in this their last representative. 
“ Meanwhile,” said he, “I have hardly had 
time to think over all that you have told me. 
It’s a big thing for a man to have to under- 
stand and to decide at one sitting. I should 
like to have a quiet hour by myself to 
make up my mind. Now, look here, Mr. 
Holmes, it’s half-past eleven now and I am 
going back right away to my hotel. Suppose 
you and your friend, Dr. Watson, come round 
and lunch with us at two? TIll be able to 
tell you more clearly then how this thing 
strikes me.” 

“ Is that convenient to you, Watson ?” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“Then you may expect us. 
a cab called ?” 

“Td prefer to walk, for this affair has 
flurried me rather.” 

“Tl join you in a walk, with pleasure,” 
said his companion. 

“Then we meet again at two o'clock. 
Au revoir, and good morning ! ” 

We heard the steps of our visitors descend 
the stair and the bang of the front door. 
In an instant Holmes had changed from the 
languid dreamer to the man of action. 

“Your hat and boots, Watson, quick ! 
Not a moment to lose!” He rushed into 
his room in his dressing-gown and was back 
again in a few seconds in a frock-coat. We 
hurried together down the stairs and into 
the street. Dr. Mortimer and Baskerville 
were still visible about two hundred yards 
ahead of us in the direction of Oxford Street. 

“Shall I run on and stop them ?” 


Shall I have 
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“Not for the world, my dear Watson. I 
am perfectly satisfied with your company if 
you will tolerate mine. Our friends are wise, 
for it is certainly a very fine morning for a 
walk.” 

He quickened his pace until we had 
decreased the distance which divided us by 
about half. Then, still keeping a hundred 
yards behind, we followed into Oxford Street 
and so down Regent Street. Once our 
friends stopped and stared into a shop 
window, upon which Holmes did the same. 
An instant afterwards he gave a little cry of 
satisfaction, and, following the direction of 
his eager eyes, I saw that a hansom cab with 
a man inside which had halted on the other 
side of the street was now walking slowly 
onwards again. 

“Theres our man, Watson! Come 
along! We'll have a good look at him, if we 
can do no more.” 

At that instant I was 
aware of a bushy black 
beard and a pair of 
piercing eyes turned 
upon us through the 
side window of the 
cab. Instantly the trap- 
door at the top flew 
up, something was 
screamed to the driver, 
and the cab flew madly 
off down Regent Street. 
Holmes looked eagerly 
round for another, but 
no empty one was in 
sight. Then he dashed 
in wild pursuit amid 
the stream of the traffic, 
but the start was too 
great, and already the 
cab was out of sight. 

“There now!” said 
Holmes, bitterly, as he 
emerged panting and 
white with vexation 
from the tide of 
vehicles. “Was ever 
such bad luck and such 
bad management, too? 
Watson, Watson, if you 
are an honest man you 
will record this also 
and set it against my 
successes !” 

“Who was 
man?” 

“I have not an idea.” 
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“Well, it was evident from what we have 
heard that Baskerville has been very closely 
shadowed by someone since he has been in 
town. How else could it be known so quickly 
that it was the Northumberland Hotel which 
he had chosen? If they had followed him 
the first day I argued that they would follow 
him also the second. You may have 
observed that I twice strolled over to the 
window while Dr. Mortimer was reading his 
legend.” 

“ Yes, I remember.” 

“I was looking out for loiterers in the 
street, but I saw none. We are dealing with 
a clever man, Watson. This matter cuts 


very deep, and though I have not finally 
made up my mind whether it is a benevolent 
or a malevolent agency which is in touch 
with us, I am conscious always of power and 
design. 


When our friends left I at once 
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followed them in the hopes of marking down 
their invisible attendant. So wily was he 
that he had not trusted himself upon foot, 
but he had availed himself of a cab, so that 
he could loiter behind or dash past them 
and so escape their notice. His method had 
the additional advantage that if they were to 
take a cab he was all ready to follow them. 
It has, however, one obvious disadvantage.” 

“Tt puts him in the power of the cab- 
man.” 

“Exactly.” 

“What a pity we did not get the number!” 

“My dear Watson, clumsy as I have 
been, you surely do not seriously imagine 
that I neglected to get the number? 2704 
is our man. But that is no use to us for the 
moment.” 

“I fail to see how you could have done 
more.” 

“On observing the cab 1 should have 
instantly turned and walked in the other 
direction. I should then at my leisure have 
hired a second cab and followed the first at 
a respectful distance, or, better still, have 
driven to the Northumberland Hotel and 
waited there. When our unknown had 
followed Baskerville home we should have 
had the opportunity of playing his own game 
upon himself, and seeing where he made for. 
As it is, by an indiscreet eagerness, which 
was taken advantage of with extraordinary 
quickness and energy by our opponent, we 
have betrayed ourselves and lost our 
“man.” 

We had been sauntering slowly down 
Regent Street during this conversation, and 
Dr. Mortimer, with his companion, had long 
vanished in front of us. 

“There is no object in our following 
them,” said Holmes. ‘The shadow has 
departed and will not return. We must see 
what further cards we have in our hands, and 
play them with decision. Could you swear 
to that man’s face within the cab.” 

“ I could swear only to the beard.” 

“ And so could I—from which I gather 
that in all probability it was a false one. A 
clever man upon so delicate an errand has 
no use for a beard save to conceal his 
features. Come in here, Watson !” 

He turned into one of the district mes- 
senger offices, where he was warmly greeted 
by the manager. 

“ Ah, Wilson, I see you have not forgotten 
the litile case in which I had the good 
fortune to help you ?” 
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“ No, sir, indeed I have not. You saved 
my good name, and perhaps my life.” 

“ My dear fellow, you exaggerate. I have 
some recollection, Wilson, that you had 
among your boys a lad named Cartwright, 
who showed some ability during the investi- 
gation.” 

“ Ves, sir, he is still with us.” 

“Could you ring him up?—thank you! 
And I should be glad to have change of this 
five-pound note.” 

A lad of fourteen, with a bright, keen face, 
had obeyed the summons of the manager. 
He stood now gazing with great reverence at 
the famous detective. 

“ Let me have the Hotel Directory,” said 
Holmes. ‘Thank you! Now, Cartwright, 
there are the names of twenty-three hotels 
here, all in the immediate neighbourhood of 
Charing Cross. Do you see?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ You will visit each of these in turn.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You will begin in each case by giving 
the outside porter one shilling. Here are 
twenty-three shillings.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ You will tell him that you want to see 
the waste paper of yesterday. You will say 
that an important telegram has miscarried 
and that you are looking for it. You under- 
stand ?” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ But what you are really looking for is the 
centre page of the Times with some holes cut 
in it with scissors. Here is a copy of the 
Times. It is this page. You could easily 
recognise it, could you not ?” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ In each case the outside porter will send 
for the hall porter, to whom also you will give 
a shilling. Here are twenty-three shillings. 
You will then learn in possibly twenty cases 
out of the twenty-three that the waste of the 
day before has been burned or removed. In 
the three other cases you will be shown a 
heap of paper and you will look for this page 
of the Zrmes among it. The odds are enor- 
mously against your finding it. There are ten 
shillings over in case of emergencies. Let 
me have a report by wire at Baker Street 
before evening. And now, Watson, it only 
remains for us*to find out by wire the 
identity of the cabman, No. 2704, and then 
we will drop into one of the Bond Street 
picture galleries and fill in the time until we 
are due at the hotel.” 


(To be continued.) 
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The History of the British Association. 


By Joun MILLs. 





<x |N the eleventh day of the 
| current month there will be a 
great concentration of leading 
men of science in the City of 
Glasgow. Chemists, physicists, 
mathematicians, astronomers, 
naturalists, geographers, explorers, engineers, 
economists, and other specialists in every 
branch of human knowledge will, for one 
free and easy week, quit the usual routes of 
research and sit down together by the River 
Clyde, not to weep, but to cheerfully present 
to each other, to the world, and to posterity 
the fruits which they have individually 
gleaned in the scientific vineyard during 
the last twelve months. 
It is interesting to 
note, in passing, that 
among the members of 
the Association there is a 
combination called the 
Red Lion Club. It was 
founded by the late 
Edward Forbes and 
others, and a dinner 
generally takes place at 
the meeting. The mem- 
bers of the club are called 
Lions, and the President 
the Lion King. New 
members are known as 
cubs, and the arrange- 
ments are in the hands of 
two jackals, or the lions’ 
providers. “The great 
feature is the discourse of 
the senior jackal, illustra- 
ted with diagrams, repeti- 
tions of experiments, and 
so forth, in which the 
errors, scientific and 
other, in the various 
presidential addresses and 
the chief papers of the 
meeting are pointed out, 
and suggestions suited to 
the character of the club 
thrown out. Manifesta- 
tions of applause are 
usually made by roaring, 
though it is regarded as a 
breach of etiquette for a 
cub to do more than wag 
his coat-tail, and if he 
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he is liable to be called to order by the Lion 
King and removed.” A ticket of invitation 
to the club is here reproduced. 

The Association is not a secret confraternity 
of men jealously guarding the mysteries of 
their profession. It invites the public at 
large to share its advantages, having as one 
of its objects to break down those imaginary 
and hurtful barriers which exist between men 
of science and so-called men of practice. 

Just now, while preparations are in pro- 
gress for the great meeting in Glasgow, it is 
opportune to glance at the origin, aims, 
and history of the Association, and to point 
out its use to the general public. I may 
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say at the outset that His Majesty’s subjects 
are equivalent to shareholders in a gigantic 
co-operative movement, in which the mem- 
bers of the British Association form the 
Board of Directors, and every man, woman, 
and child, though ignorant of the fact, 
receives regular and substantial dividends, 
increasing year by year as time rolls on. 
The Association has been and is an unseen 
body of far-sighted men working down in 
the foundations of social structures ; 
strengthening the hands of statesmen in 
making laws for the public good ; suggest- 
ing, aiding, and executing schemes for 
filling the public granaries while we are 
far advanced down the foreigner’s throat, 
three-fourths of 
our food sup- 
plies coming 
from abroad; 
formulating 
ways and means 
for raising coal 
from greater 
depths at a time 
when the ex- 
haustion of the 
upper seams is 
coming threat- 
eningly near ; 
better water 
supplies to 
large towns, im- 
proved drain- 
age, broader 
and sounder 
education for 
the people ; the 
seeds of these 
and a thousand 
other reforms in 
our everyday 
life were sown, 
watered, and 
the young 
plants tenderly 
nursed at the 
meetings of the British Association. 
Probably there is no one alive to-day out 
of the 325 members who attended the first 
meeting held at York on Tuesday, 27th of 
September, 1831, in the Museum of the 
Yorkshire Philosophical Society, and at 
which Lord Milton presided. The Rev. W. 
Vernon Harcourt, father of the Right Hon. 
Sir William Harcourt, was the virtual founder 
of the Association. Of a scientific turn of 
mind, he constructed a laboratory, and, 
aided by his friends Davy and Wollaston, 
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occupied himself in chemical analysis. While 
he was President of the Yorkshire Philo- 
sophical Society the following letter from 
Sir David Brewster was received by the 
secretary, Professor John Phillips, who acted 
as Secretary of the Association up to the year 
1862, and was President at the Birmingham 
meeting in 1865 :— 


Allerly, Melrose, 23rd Feb., 1831. 


DEAR SIR,—I have taken the liberty of writing to 
you on a subject of considerable importance. It iş 
proposed to establish a British Association of Men of 
Science, similar to that which has existed for eight 
years in Germany, and which is now patronized by 
the most powerful Sovereigns in that part of Europe. 
The arrangements for the first meeting are now in 
progress, and it is-contemplated that it shall be held 
in York, as the 
most central city 
of the three king- 
doms. My object 
in writing to you 
at” present is, to 
beg that you would 
ascertain if York 
will furnish the 
accommodation 
necessary for so 
large a meeting, 
which might per- 
haps consist of 
above one hundred 
individuals ; if the 
Philosophical 
Society would 
enter zealously 
into the plan ; and 
if the Mayor and 
influential persons 
in the town and in 
the vicinity would 
be likely tọ pro- 
mote its objects. 
The principal 
objects of the 
society would be 
to make the culi- 
vators of science 
acquainted with 
each other — to 
stimulate one an- 
other to new ex- 
ertions; to bring 
the objects of 
science before the 
public eye, and to take measures for advancing its 
interests and accelerating its progress. The society 
would possess no funds, make no collections, and 
hold no property; the expense of each anniversary 
meeting being defrayed by the members who are 
present. As these few observations will enable you to 
form a general opinion of the object in view, I shall 
only add that the time of meeting which is likely to 
be most convenient would be about the 18th or 25th 
July.—I an, etc., 
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D. BREWSTER. 
The Rev. W. Vernon Harcourt was a man 
of great intelligence, great influence in high 
places, and great energy. He possessed the 
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necessary resources for effectually helping 
Brewster to float this grand idea, and at 
the first meeting he set forth a more fully 
developed scheme with such skill, foresight, 
and good judgment, that it has remained 
practically unchanged to this day. 

It was agreed that the Association should 
employ one week in every year in pointing 
out lines in which research should move, 
proposing problems to be answered and 
calculations to be made, and setting to work 
in the most useful manner the multitude 
of humbler labourers in science who were 
anxious to know how they might direct their 
studies with the greatest advantage to science 
in general. Mr. Har- 
court then proceeded to 
read the plan of the 
Association in several 
resolutions. It was pro- 
posed a “British Associa- 
tion for the Advancement 
of Science” should be 
forined to give a stronger 
impulse and more syste- 
matic direction to the 
efforts of men of science 
in this country; that 
members of philosophical 
societies in the British 
Empire should become 
members, by desiring 
their names to be en- 
rolled and contributing 
some small subscription ; 
that the Association 
should meet annually at 
certain places in rota- 
tion. 

There were no rail- 
ways in 1831—at least 
none which could be of much use in aiding 
wayfarers to the ancient city of York. One 
year previous, in 1830, the Manchester and 
Liverpool line had been opened. Although 
letters of invitation were sent to all learned 
societies and all men known to be engaged 
in scientific work, the founders of the Asso- 
ciation were quite prepared for many letters 
excusing non-attendance on account of dis- 
tance, loss of time, and expense, and they did 
not even expect to see at the meëting men 
living in such far-off places as Cornwall! 
The means of travel were scanty and dear, 
available for the most part to the rich alone, 
and men of science, as a rule, are not rich; 
and for all ranks travelling then was beset 
with discomfort and risk. Correspondence 


by post was a slow business, and communi- 
5) 
Vol. xxu.—33. 
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cation by telegraph was a dream of the 
future. 

The birth of the British Association oc- 
curred just on the borderland between the 
England of our grandfathers, so much like 
the ancient civilizations of Greece and Rome, 
and the England of our day filled with magic 
wonders which would perhaps scare them 
back into their graves could they but see the 
transformations wrought since 1831. He, 
therefore, that would see the sun of science 
rise higher and higher on England’s horizon, 
and witness the growth of the old sciences 
and germination of the new, must follow the 
migrations of this Association from town to 
town and watch the 
doings of the members. 
The first paper was read 
by John Dalton of Man- 
chester, and was entitled 
“Experiments on the 
quantity of food taken by 
a person in health, com- 
pared with the quantity 
of secretions and insen- 
sible perspiration.” ‘The 
experiments by Dalton 
himself. At the very first 
meeting the Association 
began that system of re- 
form which has earned 
for it the title of “The 
British Parliament of 
Science.” At that time 
the Patent Laws were a 
serious impediment to 
both the progress of 
science and the free 
course of industry. It 
cost about £400 to 
get a patent through, 
and even then it was regarded as of 
no value until it had sustained a suit at 
law to establish its novelty. They also 
sought to reduce the tax on glass, which was 
so expensive that the manufacture of tele- 
scopes was carried on at a prohibitive cost, 
and in museums glass was too much of a 
luxury to be used for cases of specimens as 
we now see them. These museums, by the 
way, were the objects of much sarcasm in 
those days, and eminent men spoke con- 
temptuously of “the stuffed ducks, the 
skeleton in the mahogany case, the starved 
cat and rat which were found behind a 
wainscot, the broken potsherd from an 
old barrow, the tattooed head of the New 
Zealand chief, the very unpleasant-look- 
ing lizards and snakes coiled up in the 
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spirits of wine, the flintstones and cockle 
shells.” 

It is curious to observe the large propor- 
tion of clergymen who formed the main body 
of the Association in its early days, and the 
almost complete absence of so-called pro- 
fessors of science. Now the order of things 
is entirely reversed. With the great develop- 
ment of scientific education during the last 
few decades professors have sprung up like 
mushrooms, and many of them shine as 
stars of the first magnitude in these yearly 
meetings. It is evident that the Association 
made a profound impression on the.captains 
of industry throughout the land; many 
employers enrolled themselves as members— 
machinists, ironfounders, shipbuilders, agri- 
culturists, and others, who recognised in the 
deliberations of this Parliament of Science 
the prime mover of progress in all that 
appertains to the improvement of trade, 
wholesome living, and intellectual refinement. 
At York, at Oxford, at Cambridge, in their 
initial gatherings, we see them in committee 
with their heads together, endeavouring to 
fix on some piece of work for the public 
good. 

The tides? Any old salt at Hull, Liver- 
pool, or Portsmouth can tell you one day at 
what time the tide will be up the next, but 
the man of Eull would not undertake to 
perform the part of prophet for Liverpool 
or Portsmouth. And so our Parliament of 
Science recognised that if a great number of 
observations of the ebb and flow of the 
tides were taken at many different places, 
accurate tables might be constructed which 
would render the prediction of the tides as 
certain as that of eclipses of the sun and 
moon. The conduct of this most important 
work was intrusted to the father of Lord 
Avebury (Sir John Lubbock), and it has 
been followed up by others, so that now 
tables are prepared in advance for all 
important ports in the civilized world. 

Oxford University, 1832, at the first meet- 
ing of the Association in that city, conferred 
the degree of Doctor on Faraday, Dalton, 
Brewster, and Brown. Lord Salisbury, as 
President of the Association in 1894, again 
at Oxford, told a story about this incident. 
He said: “ A curious record came to light 
last year in the interesting biography of Dr. 
Pusey, which is the posthumous work of 
Canon Liddon. In it is related the first visit 
of the Association to Oxford in 1832. Mr. 
Keble, at that time a leader of University 
thought, writes indignantly to his friend to 
complain that the honorary degree of D.C.L. 
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had been bestowed upon some of the most 
distinguished members of the Association. 
‘The Oxford doctors,’ he says, ‘ have truckled 
sadly to the spirit of the times in receiving 
the hodge-podge of philosophers as they 
did!’ It is amusing, at this distance of 
time, to note the names of the hodge-podge 
of philosophers whose academical distinc- 
tions so sorely vexed Mr. Keble’s gentle 
spirit. They were Brown, Brewster, Faraday, 
and Dalton. When we recollect the lovable 
and severe character of Keble’s nature, and 
that he was at that particular date probably the 
man in the University who had the greatest 
power over other men’s minds, we can 
measure the distance we have traversed since 
that time, and the rapidity with which the 
converging paths of these two intellectual 
luminaries, the University and the Associa- 
tion, have approximated to each other.” 

Familiarity with railways from earliest 
childhood has rendered us almost oblivious 
to the risk of life, and long journeys are now 
undertaken with scarcely a thought of danger. 
lord Francis Egerton, as President of the 
Association at Manchester in 1842, gave a 
picture of a different order when Bessel, who 
measured the distances of some of the stars, 
visited the Association. “If ever accident is 
destined to happen on the Birmingham and 
Grand Junction Railroad,” said he, “I hope 
it may be spared us on an occasion when 
two such companions as Bessel and Herschel 
are trusting their lives to its axles. May 
they convey to us in health and safety the 
illustrious stranger, the accuracy of whose 
observations have enabled him to pass the 
limits of our system and the orbit of Uranus, 
and to measure and report the parallax and 
the distance of bodies, which no contrivance 
of optics can bring sensibly nearer to our 
vision—and which remain on the mirrors of 
our most powerful telescopes, the same points 
of unextended light which they appeared to 
the Chaldean shepherd.” 

Lord Brougham takes a more cheerful 
view, and looks into the future with genuine 
optimism. “ What is it that enables man to 
move almost with the wings of a dove,” he 
says, “and perform the various operations of 
business, or amusement, or pleasure, to 
attend to private affairs, or to public 
concerns, half-a-dozen times in the course 
of the day, at distances thirty miles asunder, 
which in former ages it would have taken a 
week to accomplish? What is it that makes 
the distance between Manchester and Liver- 
pool nothing, which will enable us shortly 
to proceed from Liverpool to Birmingham, 
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or from Liverpool to London, in eight or ten 
hours at farthest? What is the power that 
annihilates, as it were, the space which 
separates different communities of men—or, 
walking on the waves, brings the continents 
buried in the heart of America down to the 
sea-coast, and civilizes their inhabitants by 
commerce and intercourse with their fellow- 
men? Why, it is steam, subdued to the use 
of man, and made as docile as and a thou- 
sand times more powerful than any domestic 
animal, instead of being the sour ze of terror 
and dismay by its 
devastation.” 
Among the many 
useful national 
objects which have 
been promoted by 
the physical re- 
searches of the 
British Association 
there is one which 
calls for special 
notice, namely, the 
proposal of Robert 
Stephenson to carry 
an iron tube over the 
Menai Straits to 
sustain the great rail- 
way to Holyhead. 
“This bold pro- 
posal,” said Sir R. 
Murchison, “could 
never have been 
realized if that great 
engineer had not 
been acquainted 
with the progress 
recently made in the 
knowledge of the 
strength of materials, 
and specially of 
iron; such know- 
ledge being chiefly 
due to investigations 
in which the Associa- 
tion has taken, and 
is still taking, a conspicuous share, by 
the devotion of its friends and the em- 
ployment of its influence.” Nevertheless, 
at this period it was thought necessary to 
explain at each meeting the character and 
objects of the Association, and to vindicate it 
from the denunciations fulminated against it 
by individuals, and even by parties of men, 
who held it up as dangerous to religion and 
subversive of sound principles of theology. 
Now, so marked is the change in public 
feeling, that the Association is solicited by 
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the clergy, no less than by the laity, to hold 
the meetings within their precincts. 

It was to the British Association at 
Glasgow in 1840 that Baron Liebig first com- 
municated his work on the * Application of 
Chemistry to Vegetable Philosophy.” ‘The 
philosophical explanation there given of the 
principles of manuring and cropping gave an 
immediate impulse to agriculture, and 
directed attention to the manures which are 
valuable for their ammonia and mineral in- 
gredients, and especially to guano, of which 
in 1840 only a few 
specimens had ap- 
peared in this 
country. The late 
Duke of Argyll, as 
president of the 
Association, again at 
Glasgow in 1855, 
speaking on this sub- 
ject said, “Chemistry 
has come in with 
her aid to do the 
work of Nature, and 
as the supply of 
guano becomes ex- 
hausted, limited as 
its production must 
be to a few rainless 
regions of the world, 
the importance of 
artificial mineral 
manures will in- 
crease. Already con- 
siderable capital is 
invested in the 
manufacture of 
superphosphates of 
lime, formed by the 
solution of bones in 
sulphuric acid, the 
use of which was 
first recommended 
at the last Glasgow 
meeting. Of these 
artificial manures 
not less than 60,000 tons are annually sold 
in England alone.” 

But infallibility is not to be conceded even 
to the wise men of our Parliament of Science, 
as will be seen in the case of one of the 
greatest men of this or of any age—James 
Prescott Joule. Joule’s own account of the 
general reception of his work is given ina 
note, dated 1885, to his “Collected Papers.” 
He says: “It was in 1843 that I read a 
paper on the Calorific Effects of Magnetic 
Electricity and the Mechanical Value 


1860. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


260 


of Heat to the chemical section of the 
British Association assembled at Cork. 
With the exception of- some eminent 
men, including the Earl of Rosse and a 
few others, the subject did not excite much 
general attention ; so that when I brought it 
forward again in 1847 the chairman suggested 
that, as the business of the section pressed, 
I should not read any paper, but confine 
myself to a short verbal description of my 
experiments. 
This I en- 
deavoured to 
do, and, discus- 
sion not being 
invited, the 
communication 
would have 
passed without 
comment if a 
young man had 
not risen in the 
section and, by 
his intelligent 
observations, 
created a lively 
interest in the 
new theory. 
‘This youngman 
was William 
Thomson” 
(Lord Kelvin). 
Now Joule’s 
presentment 
stands on a 
pedestal. 
Professor 
Schonbein, in 
addition to his 
report on ozone, 
brought to the 
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Association by Professor de Vry at Ipswich 
in 1851. 

When it was announced at the meeting of 
the British Association in 1854 that a paper 
would be read on a new method of convert- 
ing cast iron into malleable iron without the 
use of fuel the intelligence was received by 
many with a smile of incredulity, and not a 
few “practical men” went to “Section G ” 
expecting to be entertained by the visionary 
schemes of 
some ingenious 








but idle enthu- 
siast. Their ex- 
pectations were 
utterly falsified. 
A graceful tri- 
bute of admira- 
tion was paid by 
Mr. Nasmyth 
to Henry Bes- 
semer, who had 
made one of 
the greatest dis- 
coveries of the 
age. Mr. Bes- 
semer’s work- 
shop was at 
Baxter House. 
The result of 
his experiments 
was the dis- 
covery of a pro- 
cess applicable 
to the arts of 
peace no less 
than to those of 
war. “SIEIS 
difficult to as- 
sign any limits 
to the import- 
ance of an in- 





Association a 
discovery which 
has proved to 
be of vast practical importance. The “gun- 
cotton ” of Schönbein, the powers of which 
he exhibited to his colleagues, is an explosive 
substance, which was said to exercise a 
stronger projectile force than gunpowder, to 
possess the great advantages over it of pro- 
ducing little or no smoke or noise, and of 
scarcely soiling fire-arms ; “whilst no amount 
of wet injures the new substance, which is as 
servicable after being dried as in its first 
condition. The mere mention of these 
properties is sufficient to suggest its extra- 
ordinary value in warlike affairs, as also 
in every sort of subterranean blasting.” 
Nitro-glycerine was first exhibited to the 


From a) 


Digitized by Goo le 
3 


PROFESSOR TYNDALL IN 1860, 


vention whose 
influence will 
be felt throughout the civilized world in the 
improved quality ard diminished cost of one 
of the great staples of modern industry.” Sir 
Henry Bessemer not only secured the legiti- 
mate reward of his industry and ingenuity by 
the grants of patent rights in almost every part 
of Europe, but alive to the greatness of his 
invention, he resolved to adopt a wise and 
liberal policy in the grant of licenses, and to 
place the use of the process within the reach 
of all persons who might be desirous of avail- 
ing themselves of its important advantages. 
One mode in which the Association has 
materially aided in the advancement of 
science is through the instrumentality of its 
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Observatory at Kew. ‘The objects which 
have been attained by that important estab- 
lishment are the trial and improvement of 
instrumental methods, and especially of 
those connected with the photographic regis- 
tration of natural phenomena ; the verification 
of meteorological instruments, and the con- 
struction of standard barometers and ther- 
mometers ; the supervision of apparatus to 
be employed by scientific travellers, and the 
instruction of the observers in their use. 

Sir William Fairbairn, as President of the 
mechanical section at Leeds, 1858, speaks as 
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exťent unexplored, field of this wonderful 
discovery.” 

A time of intense intellectual warfare now 
overtook, not only the British Association, 
but the whole civilized world. ‘The publi- 
cation of Darwins revolutionizing works 
brought to light views on man’s origin which 
made sad havoc of the poetic imaginings of 
long generations of teachers and spiritual 
leaders. At the Oxford meeting, in 1860, 
the late Professor Huxley championed the 
cause of science in the face of terrible 
opposition. How the great Darwin himself 
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follows on the completion of the Atlantic Cable: 
“ The consummation of telegraphic communi- 
cation between the old and new world is the 
crowning triumph of the age, and I hail in 
common with every lover of science the 
immense benefits which the successful laying 
of the Atlantic cable is calculated to secure 
for mankind: it is another step forward in 
the great march of civilization, and the time 
is not far distant when we shall see individuals 
as well as nations united in social intercourse 
through the medium of the slender wire and 
the electric current. These are blessings 
which the most sanguine philosophers of the 
past never dreamed of; they are the realiza- 
tions of the age in which we live; and I 
have to congratulate the section on what has 
already been done in the wide, and to some 
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found solace may be gathered from this 
passage: “The astonishment which I felt 
on first seeing a party of Fuegians on 
a wild and broken shore will never be 
forgotten by me, for the reflection at once 
rushed into my mind — such were our 
ancestors. These men were absolutely - 
naked and bedaubed with paint, their long 
hair was tangled, their mouths frothed with 
excitement, and their expression was wild, 
startled, and distrustful. They possessed 
hardly any arts, and, like wild animals, lived 
on what they could catch; they had no 
government, and were merciless to everyone 
not of their own small tribe... . For my 
own part I would as soon be descended from 
that heroic little monkey who braved his 
dreaded enemy in order to save the life of 
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his keeper... . as from a savage who 
delights to torture his enemies, offers up 
bloody sacrifices, practises infanticide with- 
out remorse, treats his wives like slaves, 
knows no decency, and is haunted by the 
grossest superstitions.” 

The famous aeronauts, Glaisher and Cox- 
well, undertook their thrilling adventures in 
the air at the request of the British Associa- 
tion, and the expedition of H.M.S. Challenger 
was also born under the same roof. An in- 
teresting result of this deep-sea exploration 





From al 


has been to show that the depths of the 
ocean are no mere barren solitudes, as was 
until recent years confidently believed, but, 
on the contrary, present us many remarkable 
forms of life. We have, however, as yet but 
thrown here and there a ray of light down 
into the ocean abysses. 

Nor can so short a time sufficient be 

To fathom the vast depths of Nature’s sea. 

Our Parliament of Science has been from 
the first, and still is, imbued with the spirit 
of prophecy. Lord Rayleigh, as President 
when the Association met at Montreal in 
1884, said: “ Looking forward to the future 
of electric lighting we have good ground for 
encouragement. Already the lighting of 
large passenger ships is an assured success, 
and one which will be highly appreciated 
by those travellers who have experienced 
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the tedium of long winter evenings unre- 
lieved by adequate illumination. At pre- 
sent we have no experience of a house-to- 
house system of illumination on a great scale 
and in competition with cheap gas; but 
preparations are already far advanced for 
trial on an adequate scale in London.” 
Referring to the adventurous spirit of the 
Association in crossing the Atlantic to hold 
their meeting, he said: “It is no ordinary 
meeting of the British Association which I 
have now the honour of addressing. For 
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more than fifty years the Association has 
held its autumn gathering in various towns 
of the United Kingdom, and within those 
limits there is, I suppose, no place of im- 
portance which we have not visited. And 
now, not satisfied with past successes, we are 
seeking new worlds to conquer.” 

Coming nearer still to our own day we 
find Sir William Crookes in his Presidential 
address at Bristol looking ahead to the 
time when food will not be obtainable 
at any price by dwellers in these islands with- 
out the artificial assistance of the chemist. 
The controversy raised by this remarkable 
speech obliged Sir William to: write a book, 
“The Wheat Problem,” in his own defence, 
in which he says: “I stated that, under 
present conditions of heedless culture, a 
scarcity of wheat is within appreciable dis- 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





THE HISTORY OF THE 
tance ; that wheat-growing land all over the 
world is becoming exhausted, and that at 
some future time—-in my opinion not far 
distant—no available wheat land will be left. 
But I also pointed out that Nature’s resources, 
properly utilized, are ample. I urged that, 
instead of being satisfied with an average 
world-yield of 12°7 bushels an acre, a 
moderate dressing of chemical manure would 
pull up the average to 20 bushels — thus 
postponing the day of dearth to so distant a 
period that we and our sons and grandsons 
may legitimately live without undue solicitude 
for the future. It was far from my intention 
to create a sensation, 
or to indulge in a 
‘cosmic scare.’ After 
considerable study I 
placed before the 
public hard and for- 
midable facts. I have 
been assailed with 
criticism — unfavour- 
able, abusive, sug- 
gestive—but, having 
pondered disputed 
points, I cannot in 
any material degree 
modify my estimates 
of the future produc- 
ing capacity of the 
wheat fields of the 
globe. . . . I have 
no wish to be gloomy, 
and certainly no wish 
to consider myself 
infallible. If at the © 
end of another 
generation of waste- 
ful culture my forecast 
is invalidated by the unforeseen, I cheerfully 
invite friends and critics to stone me as a 
false prophet.” 

The meeting at Dover, September 13, 1899, 
is memorable because it was the occasion 
of meeting on both sides of the Channel of 
the French and English Associations. ‘The 
meeting of the French on this side at Dover and 
their reception of our Association at Boulogne 
are things to be remembered always by 
those who were privileged to be present on 
both occasions, when a real Continental 
embrace took place and Sir Michael Foster 
kissed the French President on both cheeks. 

The meeting to be held at Glasgow a few 
days hence is likely to be one of the most 
interesting on record, and, combined with 
the additional attraction of the great exhibi- 
tion, unusual numbers will wend their way 
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northwards in search of health, pleasure, and 
information. The attendance at Newcastle 
in 1863 numbered 3,335 ; at York, in 1881 
(the jubilee year of the Association), 2,533 ; 
and at Manchester in 1887, 3,838. These 
numbers will probabły be far exceeded this 
year. The President-elect is Professor 
Arthur William Rücker, late of the Royal 
College of Science, South Kensington, and 
now President of the London University, a 
gentleman who has won great distinction 
in the domain of mathematical and physical 
science. Visitors are assisted by an index 
in the reception-room to inform the passer- 
by what paper in each 
section is at the time 
in course of reading 
or discussion. Tele- 
phonic communica- 
tion also is established 
between the several 
sections and the re- 
ception-room for the 
convenience of mem- 
bers. Sometimes the 
proceedings are en- 
livened by warm con- 
troversy, and pas- 
sages of arms be- 
tween intellectual 
giants are now and 
then afforded to the 
great joy and admira- 
tion of the pigmies. 
There will be abun- 
dant hospitality for 
those who are lucky 
enough to find 
it: receptions, 
dinners, smoking 
concerts, excursions to places of interest 
in the neighbourhood, popular lectures for 
visitors, reinforced by a large contingent of 
residents in the place—residents who would 
probably not go any long distance to attend, but 
among whom a fruitful spirit of inquiry is often 
awakened by the circumstances in which the 
objects, methods, and advantages of science 
are brought home to their doors. The more 
abstruse papers and addresses which furnish 
the natural food of some of the sections are 
pleasantly lightened ; in others, by histories 
of the adventures and observations of great 
travellers, or by dissertations which are not 
without bearing upon moot points of con- 
temporary politics. Other forms of enter- 
tainment are provided for those—and they 
are many-—who regard the annual British 
Association meeting as a gigantic picnic. 
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By W. W. Jacoss. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
zA R. NUGENT’S return caused 


ie 






3) a sensation in several quarters, 
7| the feeling at Equator Lodge 
bordering close upon open 
mutiny. Even Mrs. Kingdom 
plucked up spirit and read the 
astonished captain a homily upon the first 
duties of a parent—a homily which she 
backed up by reading the story of the 
Prodigal Son through to the bitter end. At 
the conclusion she broke down entirely and 
was led up to bed by Kate and Bella, the 
sympathy of the latter taking an acute form, 
and consisting mainly of innuendoes which 
could only refer to one person in the house. 

Kate Nugent, who was not prone to tears, 
took a different line, but 
with no better success. 
The captain declined to 
discuss the sub- 
ject, and, after 
listening toa 
description of 
-himself in which 
Nero and other 
celebrities fig 
ured for the pur- 
pose of having 
their characters 
whitewashed, 
took up his hat 
and went out. 

Jem Hardy 
heard of the new 
arrival from his 
partner, and, 
ignoring that 
gentleman’s 
urgent advice to 
make hay while 
the sun shone and take Master Nugent for a 
walk forthwith, sat thoughtfully considering 
how to turn the affair to the best advantage. 
A slight outbreak of diphtheria at Fullalove 
Alley had, for a time, closed that thorough- 
fare to Miss Nugent, and he was inclined to 
regard the opportune arrival of her brother 
as an effort of Providence on his behalf. 

For some days, however, he looked for 
Jack Nugent in vain, that gentleman either 
being out of doors engaged in an earnest 
search for work, or snugly seated in the 
back parlour of the Kybirds, indulging in the 





somewhat perilous pastime of paying com- 
pliments to Amelia Kybird. Remittances 
which had reached him from his sister and 
aunt had been promptly returned, and he 
was indebted to the amiable Mr. Kybird for 
the bare necessaries of life. In these 
circumstances a warm feeling of gratitude 
towards the family closed his eyes to their 
obvious shortcomings. 

He even obtained work down at the 
harbour through a friend of Mr. Kybird’s. 
It was not of a very exalted nature, and 
caused more strain upon the back than the 








“HE EVEN OBTAINED WORK AT THE HARBOUR.” 


intellect, but seven years of roughing it had 
left him singularly free from caste prejudices 
a freedom which he soon discovered was not 
shared by his old acquaintances at Sunwich. 
The discovery made him somewhat bitter, 
and when Hardy stopped him one afternoon 
as he was on his way home from work he 
tried to ignore his outstretched hand and 
continued on his way. 

“Tt is a long time since we met,” said 
Hardy, placing himself in front of him. 

“ Good heavens,” said Jack, regarding him 
closely, “its Jemmy Hardy—grown up spick 
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and span like the industrious little boys in the 
school-books. I heard you were back here.” 

“I came back just before you did,” said 
Hardy. 

“Brass band playing you in and all that 
sort of thing, I suppose,” said the other. 
“Alas, how the wicked prosper—and you 
were wicked. Do you remember how you 
used to knock me about ?” 

“Come round to my place and have a 
chat,” said Hardy. 

Jack shook his head. “They're expecting 
me in to tea,” he said, with a nod in the direc- 
tion of Mr. Kybird’s, “and honest waterside 
labourers who earn 
their bread by the 
sweat of their brow 
-—when the foreman 
is looking—do not 
frequent the society 
of the upper 
classes.” 

“ Don’t be a fool,” 
said Hardy, politely. 

“Well, Pm not 
very tidy,” retorted 
Mr. Nugent, glanc- 
ing at his clothes. 
“I don’t mind it 
myself; I’m a philo- 
sopher, and nothing 
hurts me so long as 
I have enough to 
eat and drink; but 
I don’t inflict myself 
on my friends, and 
I must say most of 
them meet me more 
than half-way.” 

“Imagination,” 
said Hardy. 

“ All except Kate 
and my aunt,” said 
Jack, firmly. “ Poor 
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anybody else would see anything in her. 
Where are you living now ?” 

“ Fort Road,” said Hardy; “ come round 
any evening you can, if you won’t come 
now.” 

Nugent promised, and, catching sight of 
Miss Kybird standing in the doorway of the 
shop, bade him good-bye and crossed the 
road. It was becoming quite a regular thing 
for her to wait and have her tea with him 
now, an arrangement which was provocative 
of many sly remarks on the part of 
Mrs. Kybird. a 

“Thought you were never coming,” said 
Miss Kybird, tartly, 
as she led the way 
to the back room 
and took her seat 
at the untidy tea- 
tray. 

‘And you’ve been 
crying your eyes out, 
I suppose,” remarked 
Mr. Nugent, as he 
groped in the depths 
of a tall jar for bl c 
currant jam. ‘on, 
you're not the first, 
and I don’t suppose 
youll be the last. 
How’s Teddy?” 

“Get your tea,” 
retorted Miss Ky- 
bird, “and don’t 
make that scraping 
noise on the bottom 
of the jar with your 
knife. It puts my 
teeth on edge.” 

“ So it does mine,” 
said Mr. Nugent, 
“but there’s a black 
currant down there, 
and I mean to have 


Kate; I tried to it. ‘Waste not, want 
cut her the other “ MISS KYBIRD STANDING IN THE DOORWAY OF THE SHOP,” not.’” 4 
day.” “Make him put 


“Cut her?” echoed Hardy. 

Nugent nodded. “To save her feelings, 
he replied ; “but she wouldn't be cut, bless 
her, and on the distinct understanding that 
it wasn’t to form a precedent, I let her kiss 
me behind a waggon. Do you know, I fancy 
she’s grown up rather good-looking, Jom?” 

“You are observant,” siid Mr. Hardy, 
admiringly. 

“ Of course, it may be my partiality,” said 
Mr. Nugent, with judicial fairness. “I was 


always a bit fond of Kate. I don’t suppose 
Vol. xxii.—34. 
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that knife down,” said Miss Kybird, as her 
mother entered the room. 

Mrs. Kybird shook her head at him. 
“ You two are always quarrelling,” she said, 
archly, “just like a couple of— couple 
so 

“ Love-birds,” suggested Mr. Nugent. 

Mrs. Kybird in great glee squeezed round 
to him and smote him playfully with her 
large, fat hand, and then, being somewhat 
out of breath with the excrtion, sat down to 
enjoy the jest in comfort. 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


266 


*“ That's how you encourage him,” said her 
daughter; “no wonder he doesn’t behave. 
No wonder he acts as if the whole place 
belongs to him.” 

The remark was certainly descriptive of 
Mr. Nugent’s behaviour. His easy assurance 
and affability had already made him a prime 
favourite with Mrs. Kybird, and had not 
been without its effect upon her daughter. 
The constrained and severe company manners 
of Mr. Edward Silk showed up but poorly 
beside those of the paying guest, and Miss 
Kybird had on several occasions drawn 
comparisons which would have rendered 
both gentlemen uneasy if they bad known 
of them. 

Mr. Nugent carried the same easy good- 
fellowship with him the following week when, 
neatly attired in a second-hand suit from Mr. 
Kybird’s extensive stock, he paid a visit to 
Jem Hardy to talk over old times and discuss 
the future. 

“You ought to make friends with your 
father,” said the latter ; “it only wants a little 
common sense and mutual forbearance.” 

“Thats all,” said Nugent; “sounds easy 
enough, doesn’t it? No, all he wants is for 
me to clear out of Sunwich, and I’m not 
going to—until it pleases me, at any rate. 
It’s poison to him for me to be living at the 
Kybirds’ and pushing a trolley down on the 
quay. Talk about love sweetening toil, that 
does.” 

Hardy changed the subiect, and Nugent, 
nothing loth, discoursed on his wanderings 
and took him on a personally conducted 
tour through the continent of Australia. 
“And I’ve come back to lay my bones in 
Sunwich Churchyard,” he concluded, patheti- 
cally ; “that is, when I’ve done with ’em.” 

“A lot of things'll happen before then,” 
said Hardy. 

“I hope so,” rejoined Mr. Nugent, piously ; 
“my desire is to be buried by my weeping 
great-grandchildren. In fact, I’ve left in- 
structions to that effect in my will—all I have 
left, by the way.” 

“You're not going to keep on at this water- 
side work, I suppose ?” said Hardy, making 
another effort to give the conversation a 
serious turn, 

“The foreman doesn’t think so,” replied 
the other, as he helped himself to some 
whisky; “he has made several remarks to 
that effect lately.” 

He leaned back in his chair and smoked 
thoughtfully, by no means insensible to the 
comfort of his surroundings. He had not 
been in such comfortable quarters since he 
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left home seven years before. He thought 
of the untidy litter of the Kybirds’ back 
parlour, with the forlorn view of the yard 
in the rear. Something of his reflections he 
confided to Hardy as he rose to leave. 

“ But my market value is about a pound a 
week,” he concluded, ruefully, “so I must 
cut my coat to suit my cloth. Good-night.” 

He walked home somewhat soberly at 
first, but the air was cool and fresh and a 
glorious moon was riding in the sky. He 
whistled cheerfully, and his spirits rose as 
various chimerical plans of making money 
occurred to him. By the time be reached 
the High Street, the shops of which were all 
closed for the night, he was earning five 
hundred a year and spending a thousand. 
He turned the handle of the door and, 
walking in, discovered Miss Kybird entertain- 
ing company in the person of Mr. Edward 
Silk. 

“ Halloa,” he said, airily, as he took a seat. 
“ Don’t mind me, young people. Go on just 
as you would if I were not here.” 

Mr. Edward Silk grumbled something 
under his breath ; Miss Kybird, turning to 
the intruder with a smile of welcome, re- 
marked that she had just thought of -going 
to sleep. 

“ Going to sleep?” repeated Mr. Silk, 
thunderstruck. 

“ Yes,” said Miss Kybird, yawning. 

Mr. Silk gazed at her, open-mouthed. 
“ What, with me ’ere?” he inquired, in 
trembling tones. 

“You're not very lively company,” said 
Miss Kybird, bending over her sewing. “I 
don’t think you’ve spoken a word for the last 
quarter of an hour, and before that you were 
talking of death-warnings. Made my flesh 
creep, you did.” 

“Shame!” said Mr. Nugent. 

“You didn’t say anything to me about 
your flesh creeping,” muttered Mr. Silk. 

“You ought to have seen it creep,” inter- 
posed Mr. Nugent, severely. 

“Im not talking to you,” said Mr. Silk, 
turning on him; ‘ when I want the favour of 
remarks from you I'll let you know.” 

“Don’t you talk to my gentlemen friends 
like that, Teddy,” said Miss Kybird, sharply, 
“ because I won't have it. Why don’t you 
try and be bright and cheerful like Mr. 
Nugent 2?” 

Mr. Silk turned and regarded that gentle- 
man steadfastly; Mr. Nugent meeting his 
gaze with a pleasant smiie and a low-voiced 
offer to give him lessons at half a crown an 
hour. 
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“I wouldn’t be like ’im for worlds,” said 
Mr. Silk, with a scornful laugh. “ Pd sooner 
be like anybody.” 

“What have you been saying to him?” 
inquired Nugent. 

“Nothing,” replied Miss Kybird ; ‘ he’s 
often like that. He's got a nasty, miserable, 
jealous disposition. Not that 1 mind what 
he thinks.” 

Mr. Silk breathed hard and looked from 
one to the other. 

“ Perhaps he'll grow out of it,” said 
Nugent, hopefully. ‘Cheer up, Teddy. 
You're young yet.” 

“ Might I arsk,” said the solemnly enraged 
Mr. Silk, “might I arsk you not to be so 
free with my Christian name ?” 

“He doesn’t like his name now,” said 
Nugent, drawing his chair closer to Miss 
Kybird’s, “and I don’t wonder at it. What 
shall we call him? Job? Whats that work 
you're doing? Why don’t you get on with 
that fancy waist- 
coat you are 
doing for me?” 

Before Miss 
Kybird could 
deny all know- 
ledge of the 
article in ques- 
tion her sorely- 
tried swain 
created a diver- 
sion by rising. 
To that simple 
act he imparted 
an emphasis 
which com- 


manded the 
attention of both 
beholders, and, 


drawing over to 
Miss Kybird, he 
stood over her in 
an attitude at 
once terrifying 
and reproachful. 
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ashamed of you. Were both ashamed of 
you. Youre confusing us dreadfully pro- 
posing to us both in this way.” 

Mr. Silk regarded him with a scornful eye, 
but Miss Kybird, bidding him not to be 
foolish, punctuated her remarks with the 
needle, and a struggle, which Mr. Silk 
regarded as unseemly in the highest degree, 
took place between them for its possession. 
Mr. Nugent secured it at last, and brandish- 
ing it fiercely extorted feminine screams from 
Miss Kybird by threatening her with it. 
Nor was her mind relieved until Mr. Nugent, 
remarking that he would put it back in the pin- 
cushion, placed it in the legof Mr. Edward Silk. 

Mr. Kybird and his wife, entering through 
the shop, were just in time to witness a 
spirited performance on the part of Mr. Silk, 
the cherished purpose of which was to 
deprive them of a lodger. He drew back as 
they entered and, raising his voice above 
Miss Kybird’s, began to explain his action. 








“Take your 
choice, Amelia,” 
he said, in a thrilling voice. 
which is it to be?” 

“ Here, steady, old man,” cried the startled 
Nugent. “Go easy.” 

“ Me or ’im ?” repeated Mr. Silk, in stern 
but broken accents. 

Miss Kybird giggled and, avoiding his 
gaze, looked pensively at the faded hearthrug. 

“You’re making her blush,” said Mr. 
Nugent, sternly. “Sit down, Teddy; I’m 


“ Me or ‘im— 
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“ME OR 'IM— WHICH IS IT TO BE?” 


“Teddy, I’m ashamed of you,” said Mr. 
Kybird, shaking his head. “A little joke 
like that ; a little innercent joke.” 

“If it ’ad been a darning-needle now— — 
began Mrs. Kybird. 

“All right,” said the desperate Mr. Silk, 
ave it your own way. Let Melia marry 
’im—I don’t care—-I give ’er up.” 

“Teddy !” said Mr. Kybird, in a shocked 
voice. “Teddy!” 
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Mr. Silk thrust him fiercely to one side 
and passed raging through the shop. The 
sound of articles falling in all directions 
attested to his blind haste, and the force with 
which he slammed the shop-door was suffi- 
cient evidence of his state of mind. 

“Well, upon my word,” said the staring 
Mr. Kybird ; “of all the outrageyous——” 

“Never mind ’im,” said his wife, who was 
sitting in the easy chair, distributing affection- 
ate smiles between her daughter and the 
startled Mr. Nugent. “Make ’er happy, 
Jack, that’s all I arsk. 
She’s been a good gal, 
and she'll make a good 
wife. I’ve seen how it 
was between you for 
some time.” 

“Soave I,” said Mr. 
Kybird. He shook 
hands warmly with Mr. 
Nugent, and, patting 
that perturbed man on 
the back, surveyed him 
with eyes glistening with 
approval. 

“It’s a bit rough on 
Teddy, isn’t it?” in- 
quired Mr. Nugent, 
anxiously; “be- 
sides ——” 

“Dont you worry 
about ’im,” said Mr. 
Kybird, affectionately. 
e He ain't worth it.” 

“I wasn’t,” said Mr. 
Nugent, truthfully. The 
situation had developed 
so rapidly that it had 
caught him at a dis- 
advantage. He had a 
dim feeling that, having 
been the cause of Miss 
Kybird’s losing one 
young man, the most 
elementary notions of chivalry demanded 
that he should furnish her with another. 
And this idea was clearly uppermost in the 
minds of her parents. He looked over at 
Amelia and with characteristic philosophy 
accepted the position. 

“We shall be the handsomest couple in 
Sunwich,” he said, simply. ; 

“ Bar none,” said Mr. Kybird, emphatically. 

The stout lady in the chair gazed at the 
couple fondly. “It reminds me of our 
wedding,” she said, softly. “What was it 
Tom Fletcher said, father? (Can you re- 
member ? ” 
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“Arry Smith, you mean,” corrected Mr. 
Kybird. 

“ Tom Fletcher said something, I’m sure,” 
persisted his wife. 

“ He did,” said Mr. Kybird, grimly, “and I 
pretty near broke ’is ’ead for it. ‘Arry Smith 
is the one you're thinking of.” 

Mrs. Kybird after a moment’s reflection 
admitted that he was right, and, the chain of 
memory being touched, waxed discursive 
about her own wedding and the somewhat 
exciting details which accompanied it. After 
which she produced a 
bottle labelled “ Port 
wine” from the cup- 
board, and, filling four 
glasses, celebrated the 
occasion in a befitting 
but sober fashion. 

“This,” said Mr. 
Nugent, as he sat on 
his bed that night to 
take his boots off, ‘ this 
is what comes of trying 
to make everybody 
happy and comfortable 
with a little fun. I won- 
der what the governor 
Il say.” 





CHAPTER IX. 
THE news of his only 
son’s engagement took 
Captain Nugent’s 
breath away, which, all 
things considered, was 
perhaps the best thing 
it could have done. 
He sat at home in 
silent rage, only explo- 
ding when the well- 
meaning Mrs. King- 
dom sought to minimize 
his troubles by com- 
paring them with those 
of Job. Her reminder that to the best of 
her remembrance he had never had a boil 
in his life put the finishing touch to his 
patience, and, despairing of drawing-room 
synonyms for the words which trembled on 
his lips, he beat a precipitate retreat to the 
garden. 

His son bore his new honours bravely. To 
an appealing and indignant letter from his 
sister he wrote gravely, reminding her of the 
difference in their years, and also that he had 
never interfered in her flirtations, however 
sorely his brotherly heart might have been 
wrung by them. He urged her to forsake 
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such diversions for the future, and to look 
for an alliance with some noble, open-handed 
man with a large banking account and a 
fondness for his wife’s relatives. 

To Jem Hardy, who ventured on a 
delicate remonstrance one evening, he was 
less patient, and displayed a newly-acquired 
dignity which was a source of considerable 
embarrassment to that well-meaning gentle- 
man. He even got up to search for his hat, 
and was only induced to resume his seat by 
the physical exertions of his host. 

“I didn’t mean to be offensive,” said the 
latter. 

“ But you were,” said the aggrieved man. 

Hardy apologized. 

“Talk of that .kind is a slight to my 
future wife,” said Nugent, firmly. “ Besides, 
what business is it of yours ?” 

Hardy regarded him thoughtfully. It was 
some time since he had seen Miss Nugent, 
and he felt that he was losing valuable time. 
He had hoped great things from the advent 
of her brother, and now his intimacy seemed 
worse than useless. He resolved to take him 
into his confidence. 

“ I spoke from selfish motives,” he said, at 
last. “I wanted you to make friends with 
your father again.” 

“ What for?” inquired the other, staring. 

“To pave the way for me,” said Hardy, 
raising his voice as he thought of his 
wrongs; “and now, owing to your con- 
founded matrimonial business, that’s all 
knocked on the head. I wouldn’t care 
whom you married if it didn’t interfere with 
my affairs so.” 

“Do you mean,” inquired the astonished 
Mr. Nugent, “ that you want to be on friendly 
terms with my father?” 

“Yes.” 

Mr. Nugent gazed at him round - eyed. 
«You haven’t had a blow on the head or 
anything of that sort at any time, have you?” 
he inquired. 

Hardy shook his head impatiently. “ You 
don’t seem to suffer from an excess of in- 
tellect yourself,” he retorted. “I don’t want 
to be offensive again, still, I should think it 
is pretty plain there is only one reason why 
I should go out of my way to seek the society 
of your father.” 

“Say what you like about my intellect,” 
replied the dutiful son, “but I can’t think 
of even one--not even a small one. Not— 
Good gracious! You don’t mean—you can’t 
mean 5 

Hardy looked at him. 

“Not that,” said Mr. Nugent, whose 
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intellect had suddenly become painfully 
acute—“ not her ?” 

“ Why not?” inquired the other. 

Mr. Nugent leaned back in his chair and 
regarded him with an air of kindly interest. 
“Well, there’s no need for you to worry 
about my father for that,” he said ; “he would 
raise no objection.” 

“Eh?” said Hardy, starting up from his 
chair. 

“ He would welcome it,” said Mr. Nugent, 
positively. “There is nothing that he would 
like better; and I don’t mind telling you a 
secret—she likes you.” 

Hardy reddened. “How do you know?” 
he stammered. 

“ I know it fora fact,” said the other, im- 
pressively. “I have heard her say so. But 
you’ve been very plain-spoken about me, 
Jem, so that I shall say what I think.” 

“ Do,” said his bewildered friend. 

“T think you'd be throwing yourself away,” 
said Nugent; “to my mind it’s a most un- 
suitable match in every way. She’s got no 
money, no looks, no style. Nothing but a 
good kind heart rather the worse for wear. 
I suppose you know she’s been married 
once?” 

“ What /” shouted the other. “Married?” 

Mr. Nugent nodded. His face was per- 
fectly grave, but the joke was beginning to 
prey upon his vitals in a manner which 
brooked no delay. 

“ I thought everybody knew it,” he said. 
“We have never disguised the fact, Her 
husband died twenty years ago last—” 

“'Twenty——” said his suddenly en- 
lightened listener. “ Who ?—What ?” 

Mr. Nugent, incapable of reply, put his 
head on the table and beat the air frantically 
with his hand, while gasping sobs rent his 
tortured frame. 

“ Dear—aunt,” he choked, “ how pleas.— 
pleased she’d be if—she knew. Don’t look 
like that, Hardy. You'll kill me.” 

“You seem amused,” said Hardy, between 
his teeth. 

“And you'll be Kate’s uncle,” said Mr. 
Nugent, sitting up and wiping his eyes. 
“ Poor little Kate.” 

He put his head on the table again. 
“And mine,” he wailed. “ Uncle Jemmy !— 
will you tip us half-crowns, nunky ? ” 

Mr. Hardy’s expression of lofty scorn only 
served to retard his recovery, but he sat up 
at last and, giving his eyes a final wipe, 
beamed kindly upon his victim. 

“Well, PI do what I can for you,” he 
observed, “ but I suppose you know Kate’s 
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off for a three months’ visit to London to- 
morrow ? ” 

The other observed that he didn’t know 
it, and, taught by his recent experience, eyed 
him suspiciously. 

“Irs quite true,” said Nugent; “she’s 
going to stay with some relatives of ours. 
She used to be very fond of one of the boys 
—her cousin Herbert—so you mustn’t be 
surprised if she comes back engaged. But 
I daresay you'll have forgotten all about her 
in three months. And, any way, I don’t 
suppose she’d look at you if you were the 
last man in the world. If you'll walk part of 
the way home with me I'll regale you with 
anecdotes of her childhood which will 
probably cause you to change your views 
altogether.” 

In Fullalove Alley Mr. Edward Silk, his 
forebodings fulfilled, received the news of 
Amelia Kybird’s faithlessness in a spirit of 
quiet despair, and turned a deaf ear to the 
voluble sympathy of his neighbours. Similar 
things had happened to young men living 
there before, but their behaviour had been 
widely different to Mr. Silk’s. Bob Crump, 
for instance, had been jilted on the very 
morning he had arranged for his wedding, but 
instead of going about in a state of gentle 
melancholy he went round and fought his 
beloved’s father—merely because it was her 
father--and wound up an exciting day by 
selling off his household gods to the highest 
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bidders. Henry Jones in similar circum- 
stances relieved his great grief by walking up 
and down the alley smashing every window 
within reach of his stick. 

But these were men of spirit ; Mr. Silk was 
cast in a different mould, and his fair neigh- 
bours sympathized heartily with him in his 
bereavement, while utterly failing to under- 
stand any man breaking his heart over Amelia 
Kybird. 

His mother, a widow of uncertain age, 
shook her head over him and hinted darkly 
at consumption, an idea which was very 
pleasing to her son, and gave him an 
increased interest in a slight cold from which 
he was suffering. 

“He wants taking out of ‘imself,” said 
Mr. Wilks, who had stepped across the alley 
to discuss the subject with his neighbour ; 
“cheerful society and ’obbies—that’s what 
’e wants.” 

“Hes got a faithful ’eart,” sighed Mrs. 
Silk. “It’s in the family; ’e can’t ’elp it.” 

“ But ’e might be lifted out of it,” urged 
Mr. Wilks. “I ’ad several disappointments 
in my young days. One time I ’ad a fresh 
gal every v’y’ge a’most.” 

Mrs. Silk sniffed and looked up the alley, 
whereat two neighbours who happened to be 
at their doors glanced up and down casually, 
and retreated inside to continue their vigil 
from the windows. 

“Silk courted me for fifteen years before I 
would say ‘yes,’ ” she said, 


severely. 
“Fifteen years!” re- 
sponded the other. He 


cast his eyes upwards and 
his lips twitched. ‘The 
most casual observer could 
have seen that he was en- 
gaged in calculations of an 
abstruse and elusive nature. 

“I was ony seven when 
’e started,” said Mrs. Silk, 
sharply. 

Mr. Wilks brought his 
eyes toa level again. ‘ Oh, 
seven,” he remarked. 

“And we was married 
two days before my nine- 
teenth birthday,” added 
Mrs. Silk, whose own arith- 
metic had always been her 
weak point. 

“Just so,” said Mr. 
Wilks. He glanced at 
the sharp white face and 
shapeless figure before him. 
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“Its hard to believe you can ’ave a son 
Teddy’s age,” he added, gallantly. 

“Tt makes you feel as if you're getting on,” 
said the widow. 

The ex-steward agreed, and after standing 
a minute or two in silence made a prelimi- 
nary motion of withdrawal. 

“ Beautiful your plants are looking,” said 
Mrs. Silk, glancing over at his window ; “1 
can’t think what you do to ’em.” 

The gratified Mr. Wilks began to explain. 
It appeared that plants wanted almost as 
much looking after as daughters. 

“ I should like to see ’em close,” said Mrs. 
Silk. 

“Come in and ‘ave a look at 
’em,” responded her neighbour. 

Mrs. Silk hesitated and dis- 
played a maidenly coyness far 
in excess of the needs 
of the situation. Then 
she stepped across, and 
five seconds later the 
two matrons, 
with consterna- 
tion writ large 
upon their faces, 
appeared at their 
doors again and, 
exchanging 
glances across 
the alley, met in 
the centre. 

They were 
more surprised 
an evening or two 
later to see Mr. 
Wilks leave his 
house to pay a 
return visit, 
bearing in his 
hand a small bunch of his cherished blooms. 
That they were blooms which would have 
paid the debt of Nature in a few hours at 
most in no way detracted from the widow's 
expressions of pleasure at receiving them, and 
Mr. Wilks, who had been invited over to 
cheer up Mr. Silk, who was in a particularly 
black mood, sat and smiled like a detected 
philanthropist as she placed them in water. 

“Good evenin’, Teddy,” he said, breezily, 
with a side-glance at his hostess. ‘What a 
lovely day we’ve ’ad.” 

“So bright,” said Mrs. Silk, nodding with 
spirit. 

Mr. Wilks sat down and gave vent to such 
a cheerful laugh that the ornaments on the 
mantelpiece shook with it. “It’s good to be 
alive,” he declared, 
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“ Ah, you enjoy your life, Mr. Wilks,” said 
the widow. 

“ Enjoy it!” roared Mr. Wilks; “enjoy it! 
Why shouldn’t I? Why shouldn’t everybody 
enjoy their lives? It was what they was 
given to us for.” 

“So they was,” affirmed Mrs. Silk; “ no- 
body can deny that ; not if they try.” 

“Nobody wants to deny it, maam,” re- 
torted Mr. Wilks, in the high voice he kept 
for cheering-up purposes. “I enjoy every 
day o’ my life.” 

He filled his pipe, chuckling serenely, and 
having lit it sat and enjoyed that. Mrs. Silk 

retired for a space, and returning with 
a jug of ale poured him out a glass and 
set it by his elbow. 

“ Heres your 
good ’ealth, 
ma’am,” said Mr. 
Wilks, raising it. 
“Here’s yours, 
Teddy --a longlife 
and a ’appy one.” 

Mr. Silk turned 
listlessly. “ I don’t 
want a long life,” 
he remarked. 

His mother and 
her visitor ex- 
changed glances. 
“That’s ’ow’e goes 
on,” remarked the 
former, in an audi- 
ble whisper. Mr. 
Wilks nodded, re- 
assuringly. 

“I ‘ad them ideas once,” 
he said, “ but they go off. If 
ycu could only live to see 
‘Teddy at the age © ninety- 

five, ’e wouldn’t want to go then. ’E’d say it 

was crool hard, being cut off in the flower of 


is youth,” 


Mrs. Silk laughed gaily and Mr. Wilks 
bellowed a gruff accompaniment. Mr. 
Edward Silk eyed them pityingly. 

“ That’s the ’ardship of it,” he said, slowly, 
as he looked round from his seat by the fire- 
place ; “that’s where the ’ollowness of things 
comes in. Thats where I envy Mr. Wilks.” 

“Envy me?” said the smiling visitor; 
“ what for?” 

“ Because you're so near the grave,” said 
Mr. Silk. 

Mr. Wilks, who was taking another draught 
of beer, put the glass down and eyed him 
fixedly. 

“Thats why I envy you,” continued the 
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other. “I don’t want to live, and you do, 
and yet I dessay I shall be walking about 
forty and fifty years after you’re dead and 
forgotten.” 

“Wot d’ye mean—near the grave?” in- 
quired Mr. Wilks, somewhat shortly. 

“ I was referring to your age,” replied the 
other ; “its strange to see ’ow the aged ’ang 
on to life. You can’t ’ave much pleasure at 
your time ©’ life. And you’re all alone; the 
last withered branch left.” 

“ Withered branch!” began Mr. Wilks; 
‘ere, look ’ere, Teddy——” 

“ All the others ’ave gone,” pursued Mr. 
Silk, “and they’re beckoning to you.” 

“ Let ’em beckon,” said Mr. Wilks, coldly. 
“Tm not going yet.” 

“ You're not young,” said Mr. Silk, gazing 
meditatively at the grate, “and I envy you 
that. It can only be a matter of ‘a year or 
two at most before you are sleeping your last 
long sleep.” 

“Teddy !” protested Mrs. Silk. 

“Its true, mother,” said the 
melancholy youth. * Mr. Wilks 
is old. Why should ’e 
mind being told of it? 
If ’e had ’ad the trouble 
I’ve ’ad ’e’d be glad to 
go. But he'll ’ave to 
go, whether ’e likes it 
or not. It might be to- 
night. Who can tell?” 

Mr. Wilks, unasked, 
poured himself out 
another glass of ale, 
and drank it off with 
the air of a man who 
intended to make sure 
of that. It seemed a 
trifle more flat than the 
last. 

“So many men o’ your age and there- 
abouts,” continued Mr. Silk, “think that 


they’re going to live on to eighty or ninety, 
but there’s very few of ’em do. It’s only a 
short while, Mr. Wilks, and the little child- 


ren'll be running about over your grave and 
picking daisies off of it.” 


“Ho, will they?” said the irritated Mr. 
Wilks ; “they'd better not let me catch ‘em 
at it, that’s all.” 

“He’s always talking like that now,” said 
Mrs. Silk, not without a certain pride in her 


tones ; “that’s why I asked you in to checr 
‘im up.” ; 
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“ All your troubles’ll be over then,” con- 
tinued the warning voice, “and in a month 
or two even your name'll be forgotten. That’s 
the way of the world. Think ’ow soon the 
last five years of your life ’ave passed ; the 
next five’ll pass ten times as fast even if you 
live as long, which ain’t likely.” 

“ He talks like a clergyman,” said Mrs. 
Silk, in a stage whisper. 

Mr. Wilks nodded, and despite his hostess’s 
protests rose to go. He shook hands with 
her and, after a short but sharp inward 
struggle, shook hands with her son. It was 
late in the evening as he left, but the houses 
had not yet been lit up. Dim figures sat in door- 
ways or stood about the alley, and there was 
an air of peace and rest strangely and un- 
comfortably in keeping with the conversation 
to which he had just been listening. He 
looked in at his own door; the furniture 
seemed stiffer than usual and the tick of the 
clock more deliberate. He closed the door 
again and, taking a deep breath, set off 
towards the life 
and bustle ¢ 


Two Schooners. . 
=] 


‘HE SET OFF TOWARDS THE LIFE AND BUSTLE OF THE 
TWO SCHOONERS ” 


( To be continued. ) 
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Hands Round the Coast. 


By ALFRED T. STORY. 


Ltlus‘rations from Photographs by W. Gregory & Co. 





A TYPICAL COASTGUARD STATION, 


NYONE who has been much 
about ouf coasts cannot but 
have noticed the coastguard 
stations dotting them here and 
there like sentinels. North or 
south, east or west, Almost 
touch the sea, at no-great 





wherever we 
distance away there will be seen a little 
cluster of houses, a watch-tower, maybe, or 
look-out, and a flagstaff denoting a station 


of the coastguard. Generally, too, there 
will be a boat-house, with a stout pififace 
or yawl, ready for any work that may be 
necessary, whether it be rescue or salvage. 
In some cases, as, for instance, when the 
station is on the top of a high cliff, as at 
Fairlight, near Hastings, boats would be of 
no use, for the simple reason that they could 
not be got down to the water. However, 
such stations may be signalling stations only. 
Fairlight itself is a warsignalling station, 
and used to belong to the War Department. 
Dungeness likewise is a war-signalling station. 
Both these are provided with the semaphore 
telegraph for signalling vessels at sea. 


A coastguard station is usually composed 
Vol. xxii.—35, 
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of from six to eight men, although smaller or 
sub-stations may number but three; while 
there are stations counting a dozen or more 
men. The new station which is being built 
on the famous Pett Level, near Winchelsea, 
will have to accommodate seventeen men, all 
told. The sub-stations are generally attached 
to the larger ones, and are in charge of the 
officer who has command of that post. 

Stations are grouped into divisions, which 
are under the charge of inspecting officers, 
generally commanders or lieutenants, who 
visit them periodically to see that everything 
is in order and that discipline is duly 
attended to. For at these stations drill and 
other duties have to be carried on as regularly 
as on board ship. To each coastguard 
division a cruiser is attached. It is usually 
cruising with only half its full complement of 
men; the other half are distributed amongst 
the stations comprised in the division, and 
if the need should arise for extra men they 
are at once drafted from the stations. 

The coastguard is, of course, recruited 
exclusively from the Navy and the Naval 
Reserve, and every man connected with the 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


274 


force is liable to be called up at any 
moment. 

During these critical times each member 
of the coastguard has his ship and his place 
on that ship, and at a word from the 
Admiralty —it might be “ mobilize ”— up 
would go his kit on to his shoulder, and away 
he would tramp to the nearest railway station 
and so en rou'e to the depôt where his ship 
lay. It is said that every man in the coast- 
guard—and they number between 4,000 and 
5,000 in all—could be on board his ship 
within twenty-four hours, though his station 
were at John © 
Groat’s, while the 
majority could be at 
their posts within 
half that time. 

Said one of these 
mën recently: “I 
not only know my 
ship, but I know 
my post in the ship, 
the number of my 
mess, and every- 
thing; and if the 
word were to come 
for me to start now, 
I could be in my 
place within six 
hours.” 

A coâstguardsman 
is L. ole to be called 
upon for sea service 
at any time, and if 
of good character, 
and he has done 
nine years’ service, 
he is always eligible 
for the coastguard 
when not on active 
duty on board ship. 
When a vessel is 
paid off all those 
who are willing to 
join the coastguard 
are asked to set down their names. ‘These 
are sent up to the proper quarters, and in 
the course of a month or two, possibly in as 
many weeks, he receives an appointment, 
it may be to a station a few miles away, 
it may be to one “at the top o’ the map,” 
as one man put it, meaning some place 
Orkney or Shetland way. 

“But of all places under the sun,” said 
this individual, ‘‘save me from a station on 
the Thames. I spent two years at one not 
far from Gravesend, and the Lord preserve 
me from the like again. 1’d rather be on a 
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torpedo-boat destroyer. Half the year you 
can’t lie still in your bed for the fog-horns. 
You perhaps just get your head on the pillow, 
when away one goes and you have to jump 
up and rush to the rescue. It’s two iron 
colliers, or maybe a collier and a barge, in 
collision, not unlikely something worse ; and 
possibly before you can get on to the spot 
one of the two, if not both, has gone into the 
cellar. The cellars where you get your big 
drink—-maybe your last one,” explained the 
man with an odd attempt at pathos. “I’ve 
known nights when I’ve had to turn out of 
bed three times for 
one of them col- 
lisions. At, other 
places,” he -add 
“you” can’t gêrs a 
collision for:love*.or 
money.” we She 
The bisina Ta 
the coastguard is,<oÍ 
course, the protec- 
tion of our shores : 
but in.thesepiping 
times ” for thé Navy 
it resolves itsélf into 
the protection of 
life and property. 
Formerly the Coast- 
guard was called 
upon to do a good 
deal by way of pre- 
venting smuggling ; 


but there is now 
little of that, and 
that little, on the 


whole, of small con- 
sequence, although 
occasionally one 
hears of an indi- 
vidual more daring 
than the rest, or it 
may be a knot of 
individuals, being 
dropped upon when 
they thought they were doing a fairly safe 
business. 

Not long since a shrewd coastguardsman 
stationed on the Thames overhauled the 
stewardess of a steamboat making trips to a 
Continental port, and found that her petti- 
coats were lined with packets—known as 
blue-books—of tobacco. It was discovered. 
that she had been engaged in this trade for 
years, and that her rendezvous in London 
was in a house in which, strangely encugh, 
the captain of a revenue cutter lodged when 
in town, 
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That, however, was a very tame affair in 
comparison with a capture which took place 
on the Clyde some few years ago, and that 
caused not a little talk at the time, it read so 
much like a page from the exploits of Dirk 
Hatteraick. 

The coastguard stationed at Gourock on 
the Clyde had for some time suspected that 
extensive tobacco smuggling operations were 
being carried on in the neighbourhood. It 
was believed that the tobacco, after being 
manufactured abroad into “sticks,” was care- 
fully packed into tin cases which, when filled, 
weighed from z2olb. to 80lb. each. These 
cases were hermetically sealed and placed on 
board a steamer bound for the Clyde. 
Attached to each case was a lengthened 
cord, and at the farther end was affixed a 
small cork float. On the steamer’s arrival in 
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coastguard’s duty to watch all steamers, and 
see who comes and goes ; and on this event- 
ful night it was known that some suspected 
persons had arrived by an incoming steamer. 
Accordingly, an extra close watch was kept 
on the coast. Very late a boat was seen to 
put off to the “ fishing-ground” near Cloch, 
when a patrol party was at once mustered 
and set to observe their movements. A little 
before midnight the boat’s crew was noticed 
rowing cautiously towards the shore, where 
a cab was seen to be in waiting, and, as there 
was no sign of any coastguard officer being 
about, the cases were speedily transferred 
from the boat to the cab. 

Two of the men got inside the vehicle, 
and a start was made to drive towards 
Greenock. Suddenly the coastguard officers 
came upon the scene and, in the Queen’s 

name, demanded the surrender of 
> the smuggling party. ‘The driver, 
however, urged the horses forward. 
The officers hailed him again, and 






SIGNALLING TO PASSING SHIPS. 


the Clyde, between Inverkip and Gourock, 
the cases were thrown into the sea, the cork 
float denoting to the parties ashore who were 
in the secret where the ‘ treasure” would be 
found. Towards nightfall boats would leave 
the beach, and those on board, after reaching 
the locality where the cases were supposed to 
be, would make believe to commence fishing 
with deep-sea lines. 
brought to the surface they would, of course, 
be promptly got on board, and in the dark- 
ness the boat would be run ashore on a 
lonely part of the coast, where the cases 
could be silently beached. 

Thus went the proceedings on the occa- 
sion in question. But it is part of the 
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said if he did not stop they would fire. 
This threat he paid no heed to, and so 
a blank cartridge was fired. Still the driver 
kept on, and, as he was speedily outdistancing 
his pursuers, it was necessary to act with 
decision. ‘The commander of the party 
accordingly fired another shot, this time not 
blank. It was aimed at the horses, but 
took effect on the cab, and that so near the 
driver that he at once pulled up. 

Immediately the cab stopped the two men 
inside jumped out and made off, and, as the 
coastguard were unable to pursue them and 
at the same time guard the booty, the 
smugglers escaped. 

Meanwhile the driver, to save his skin, 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


276 


gave the officers information which led them 
to pay a visit to the residence of a private 
gentleman not far away, whose coachman 
was the receiver of a great part of the 
smugglers’ contraband goods. To the delight 
of the coastguard, 300lb. of foreign tobacco 
was discovered concealed in the coach-house, 
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and another 45olb. ina dunghill. This “ find,” 
together with what was in the cab, proved 
the largest haul that had been made for 
many years, and the incriminated coachman 
was thereafter to be found at the one address 
for a long time to come. 

This illustrates the work of the coastguard 
for one of its masters—the Customs. But 
the coastguard has to serve three masters, 


and to be equally attentive to each: the 
Customs, the Board of Trade, and the 
Admiralty. It is, as already noted, under 


the immediate jurisdiction of the Admiralty, 
and as a guard to the coast is a part of the 
naval service of the country. Many of the 
more important stations, especially those on 
the south coast, are connected with each 
other by telephone, as well as with the 
Admiralty offices at Whitehall by telegraph, 
so that a man-of-war, coming within sight of 
one of them, can signal a message through 
the coastguard station to head-quarters, and, 
of course, get a reply by the same means in 
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a very short time. A gunboat may run near 
enough to shore to call the attention of a 
coastguard station, and so signal a telegram 
for transmission. Or it may ask them to 
send a boat off to receive some message 
or attend to other duty. One evening a 
small Channel Station was thus signalled. 
A boat put off ; 
but as a dense 
fog came on its 
occupants rowed 
about for several 
hours trying in 
vain to find the 
cruiser. In the 
morning the latter 
again ran in-shore, 
signalled, and 
asked why a boat 
was not sent off 
as requested. Of 
course the answer 
was that such had 
been done, and 
that the men not 
only could not 
find the ship, but 
had great difficulty 
in getting back to 
shore. 

Sometimes such 
method of com- 
munication is 
used for very odd 
purposes. On one 
occasion it is said 
—-and the reader must take the yarn for 
what it is worth—a vessel called že 
Parrot signalled the message for trans- 
mission to Whitehall : “ Chief boat Parrot 
lost — please send another.” Either by 
mistake or in jest the word “boat” was 
left out, and so the message ran that the 
chief parrot was lost, and that another was 
required in its place. The story goes that 
after the message had been lying at the 
Admiralty for several months someone got 
hold of it and ordered a parrot from 
Jamrach’s, and had it sent on to the Parrot 
gunboat, or whatever she was. Polly arrived 
on board all right, greatly, of course, to the 
surprise of the crew and command ; but 
their surprise was much heightened when the 
bird eyed the lot of them standing round her 
cage, and with a good imitation of a laugh 
exclaimed, “ My Gawd, what a one-eyed 
rating |” 

As servants of the Customs Department 
the coastguard have to see that Her Majesty's 
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revenues are not defrauded, and as servants of 
the Board of Trade they are called upon to 
protect life and property. The latter is, 
perhaps, the department of their duties that 
is the most arduous. All who are in the 
habit of reading the newspapers know what 
danger is run by ships and men when storms 
and fogs arise. Then it is that the coast- 
guard have to be actively in evidence, helping 
to save life and to protect property. If a 
ship becomes a wreck she at once falls under 
their charge; or, more properly speaking, 
she comes under their charge directly the 
captain and crew leave her. Then they are 
responsible to the owners and to the Board 
of Trade for every spar and every pound of 
cargo that is salvable, or rather to the 
“Wreck” department of that Board. 

When once anything of the nature of 
wreckage has been reported to the Commis- 
sion of Wrecks—it may be a boat with the 
name and address of the owner on it, a 
barrel of oil, or a fishing net from the next 
parish—it cannot be delivered to the owner 
or owners until the matter has gone through 
the required 
routine and the 
necessary number 
of clerks’ hands. 

Of course, when 
a large vessel is 
wrecked the salv- 
ing of her cargo is 
no light matter, 
as anyone well 
knows who has 
been present 
when one has 
come ashore and 
there has been 
anything of a port- 
able nature that 
could be got hold 
of. At such times 
it not infrequently 
happens that, if 
there hasn’t been 
a soul in sight 
before, the spot 
soon swarms 
with people, “all intent on plunder,” as a 
coastguard once put it. “They would eat 
you and the ship, too, if they could,” he 
continued, “and you have to be nothing but 
eyes, or the whole ship and cargo would be 
carried off under your very nose. I have 
known. men, when they have been helping to 
salve a cargo, pass tins of preserved meat 
from the vessel to their friends who were on 
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the watch in sacks of coal. And, in fact, 
they are up to all sorts of dodges.” 

It is not many months since a woman was 
caught carrying off a bundle of valuable Jace 
done up in the form of a baby, which she 
was hugging and talking to very fondly, when 
a coastguard, suspecting some ruse, asked to 
“ have a look at the kid”; and when he 
found that it was no human bundle he out 
with some rich bluejacket slang about trying 
to “kid” the “ pore sailor-man,” adding, 
“but the pore sailor-man ain’t agoing to 
stand your kid.” 

The coastguard’s most dangerous and, 
perhaps, most important service is rendered 
in connection with the rescue of shipwrecked 
mariners. ‘To enable them to give efficient 
aid in this respect they are provided with 
rocket apparatus by the Board of Trade ; 
and one need only be acquainted with 
our coasts, especially the south coast, to 
be aware with what astonishing success 
the apparatus is often brought into re- 
quisition. It is not, of course, an easy matter 
in a heavy gale to send a line by means 
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of a rocket over a distressed or sinking 
ship in such a way that it can be used to 
drag a hawser on board. Sometimes attempt 
after attempt is made in vain. But, the rope 
once secured, it is a comparatively easy 
matter with the aid of a basket or a trousers- 
buoy to bring passengers and crew to land, 
although the process is rather a slow one. 
Not long ago a splendid rescue was thus 
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effected at Bopeep, St. Leonards, the first 
persons to be brought ashore being a woman 
and a baby, the latter apparently none the 
worse for its early morning sea-bath. The 
rescue took place between seven and eight 
o’clock, and the spray every now and again 
broke completely over the basket bringing 
the mother and child to land. 

During the terrific storm that occurred 
towards the end of September, 1896, a still 
more exciting scene was witnessed at Folke- 
stone. One morning about six o’clock, the 
wind blowing a hurricane at the time, a 
coastguardsman who was on duty there saw 
in the grey haze a barque rapidly drifting 
ashore. As nothing short of a miracle 
could save her from going on the rocks, 
he at once communicated with the officer 
in command at Sandgate, and in a few 
minutes the rocket apparatus was horsed 
and on its way to the scene of the 
wreck. Tor by this time the vessel-—which 
proved to be the Agdar, of Frederikstadt, 
timber-laden—had gone broadside on the 
rocks, between the promenade pier and the 
harbour, and was being swept every minute 
by drenching seas. Her crew were, of 
course, quite helpless, and could be seen in 
the dim, uncertain light, huddled together, 
expecting every moment to be washed over- 
board. The coastguard fired two rockets 
from the pier, but the wind was so terrific, 
and the rain so heavy, that they both missed 
the ship. 

By this time the Folkestone lifeboat had 
been launched and was making for the 
wreck; and as in the meantime another 
barque, the Baron Holberg, was seen to be 
drifting to destruction at the same place as 
the Aguar, the coastguard moved the rocket 
apparatus down to the beach to render 
assistance to the new-comer, which in a very 
few minutes was crashing upon the rocks, 
drag#ing with her the wreckage of her main- 
mast, which had gone by the board a little 
while before she struck. 

After several unsuccessful attempts com- 
munication was established with the Baron 
Holberg ; a hawser was hauled on board and 
fastened to the vessel’s windmill pump. One 
of the crew started to go ashore hand over 
fist; but when almost on land the rope broke, 
and he, of course, found himself struggling 
in the boiling waves. He was, however, 
speedily rescued by men joining hands and 
going to his aid. Another hawser was quickly 
made fast, and two more men were brought 
ashore. Then a heavier sea than usual 
carried away the windmill pump. Again the 
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hawser was secured, this time to the mizzen- 
mast, and the remainder of the crew were got 
safely to land. 

Several of the crew of the Ægdar were 
taken off the vessel by the lifeboat, but the 
remainder were hauled through the surf by 
means of a line cleverly heaved on board by 
a coastguardsman. Altogether it was a smart 
piece of work, and did credit to the coast- 
guard, but for whose promptitude and wealth 
of resource many of the men would doubtless 
have been lost. 

Sometimes, unfortunately, the coastguard 
are obliged to witness the utter futility of 
their efforts through no fault of their own. 
This was strikingly the case when, a couple 
of years ago, the steam trawler /Ve//re was 
driven ashore in a tempest at Rattray Head, 
ten miles north of Peterhead. Immediately 
after the vessel struck three men were washed 
overboard by the heavy seas dashing over the 
doomed craft. The remainder of the crew 
took refuge in the rigging, where the waves 
continually went over them. The coastguards- 
men successfully fired two rockets with lines 
right over the ship; but the castaways made 
no effort to haul the hawser on board, being 
evidently benumbed with the cold and 
exposure, and one by one they were licked 
off their perch in the tops and carried away 
by the breakers. 

Many are the sights of the kind which the 
coastguard are compelled from time to time 
to witness, though never without doing their 
utmost to help. They are thus compelled 
because they are always on the look-out, day 
and night ; and there is practically no part of 
the coast which is not patrolled by them. 
Every night a man on patrol duty at one 
station has to touch hands, so to speak, with 
the patrol of the next station on either side. 
One ought perhaps to add “ weather per- 
mitting,” although it has to be very excep- 
tional weather for the duty to be omitted. 

Sometimes this duty, light as it may seem, 
proves one of no small danger. To walk miles 
in a heavy downpour of rain, in dense fog, or 
in a high wind, is not a light matter at the 
best of times ; but when the walk has to be 
done along the edge of a beetling cliff it 
often becomes extremely perilous. An in- 
stance of the kind occurred not long ago. 
A coastguardsman was on his way back after 
meeting the man from the next station, when 
he suddenly came upon a soldier and a 
sailor, who asked to be shown the way to the 
station he had left. He turned to show 
them, and in so doing he so completely lost 
his direction in the dense fog which was 
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prevailing that, though he made several 
attempts to recover the path, he on each 
occasion presently found himself on the verge 
of a precipitous cliff 20oft. above the sea. 
Not caring to run the risk of such a fall he 
made his way inland and returned by the 
high road. 

If a river or arm of the sea intervenes 
the patrol is done by boat. In some cases 
the mouths of 
rivers, as at Burn- 
ham on the 
Crouch, are pro- 
tected by a float- 
ing coastguard 
station. 

Besides the 
night patrols there 
is a day patrol 
also, and many are 
the rescues from 
positions of immi- 
nent peril that 
have been effected 
by coastguards- 
men thus on the 
look - out. Some 
years ago the 
writer witnessed a 
splendid piece of 
work of the kind 
from the cliffs 
south of Whitby. 
Two lovers had 
sauntered down on 
to the rocks and 
were there amusing themselves as lovers will, 
utterly oblivious of danger, when they sud- 
denly became aware of the fact that the rising 
tide had cut off their retreat. It was an 
exceedingly lonely part, and though they 
cried their loudest and waved their hand- 
kerchiefs no one seemed to see them, and 
they had almost given themselves up to 
despair when a coastguardsman, coming 
that way, heard their cries and, procuring 
speedy assistance, succeeded by means of 
ropes in hauling them up the cliff. 

A similar rescue was effected not long ago 
on the North Kent coast near to Reculvers. 
A little girl whose home was close to the 
shore had been to take her father’s breakfast, 
and returning by a path along the edge of 
the cliff inadvertently stepped upon a piece 
of loose earth, which at once slid from under 
her feet, precipitating her half-way down 
‘to the beach, where fortunately she lodged 
on a projecting portion of the cliff. It was 
impossible for her either to climb up or to 





Digitized by Goi gle 


279 


get down the cliff, and so she was kept a 
prisoner for hours. Sought everywhere in 
vain by the agonized mother, it was reserved 
for a coastguard officer to descry her asleep 
on her perilous perch, and to descend by 
means of a rope to her assistance, which he 
cleverly managed before she was aware of 
what was going on. Had her rescue been 
delayed much longer she must have been 
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caught and drowned by the rising tide. 

Whenever anything out of the ordinary 
takes place within sight of their look-outs 
the coastguard have to be on the alert to 
render help if it should be required. Such 
was the case when, early one morning in 
June, 1897, the men of the coastguard station 
at Walmer saw smoke proceeding from the 
forepart of a large, full-rigged ship, which 
was being towed up the Channel by a foreign- 
looking tug. As it was thought something 
must be wrong a boat was put off to see if 
any assistance was required. When the 
coastguardsmen came alongside they found 
that it had just been discovered on board 
that the ship was on fire, and, indeed, in a 
very short time it was only too patent what 
was the matter, the hull of the ship at the 
bow-end having become red-hot. 

The vessel turned out to be the Micronesia, 
of Liverpool, bound from Iquique to Ostend 
with a cargo of nitrate, which is at all times 
liable to fire from overheating. She was 
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being towed to her destination by an Ostend 
tug when, just before the coastguard came 
off to warn them, some of the crew had per- 
ceived smoke coming up from the fore-hold. 
The fire had evidently got such a secure 
grip that it was deemed useless to battle with 
it, and therefore, with the aid of the coast- 
guard, most of the crew were transferred to 
the tug. Later in the day another tug. ran 
up from Dover to assist, and the burning 
ship, enveloped in smoke and with fore-mast 
toppled over the port side, was run aground 
near Sandown Castle. 

A curious incident happened in connection 
with this disaster. A gentleman belonging to 
Liverpool named Croft had a son on board 
the Micronesia, and wishing to see him 
after his voyage he went over to Ostend to 
meet him on his arrival. As the vessel, how- 
ever, was considerably behind her time he 
could not wait any longer, and was crossing 
to Dover in the Ostend boat when, as they 
passed the Goodwin Sands, all on board were 
greatly excited to see a ship on fire. When 
they came near to the burning vessel glasses 
were naturally directed to her stern to see 
the name she bore and her port of origin. 
Imagine, then, the surprise of the father, and 
his dismay likewise, when he learned that she 
was the one for whose arrival he had been so 
patiently waiting at Ostend. However, he 
was not long at Dover before intelligence 
came from the coastguard that the ship’s 
company were all in safety. 

Nothing could better show the pluck and 
energy with which the coastguard go about 
their work than the rescue of four men which 
a party of them effected from the wreck of 
the German brigantine Ærnsź a year or two 
ago. During a November night the Ærnst 
was driven on a shingle bank, Isle of Wight, 
and became a total wreck. ‘Ihe captain, the 
mate, and a seaman were rescued by the 
‘Totland lifeboat, the secretary of which had 

een apprised of the wreck by the station- 
officer of the Totland coastguard, who had 
received the information by telephone. 

This took place between nine and ten in 
the morning. Somewhat later the officer of 
the coastguard at Stanpit was informed that 
four men of the Zras¢ were drifting towards 
Christchurch Head on a raft. Coastguards- 
men were accordingly sent to the beach at 
Mudeford with cork jackets and surf lines. 
After a time wreckage was seen in the 
distance, and the raft was sighted two miles 
off the shore drifting towards Warren Head. 
Three coastguardsmen, named respectively 
Brice, Rolls, and Saunders, acting under 
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orders from Ch‘ef-boatman Exeter, proceeded 
to a point where it was deemed probable that 
the raft would come ashore. Upon the raft 
—which consisted of the cook-house roof— 
nearing the breakers it was feared that the 
poor fellows would be washed off and 
drowned. A man named Isaac Coakes 
made a gallant attempt to reach them, 
but, not wearing a cork jacket, he had 
no sooner gone into the water than he 
was hurled back on land. Coastguardsman 
William Henry Rolls thereupon stripped and, 
putting on a cork jacket, plunged into the 
surf and, being a fine swimmer, succeeded 
in reaching the raft. ‘This was a distance of 
200 yards away, and he did not reach it a 
moment too soon. For just as he came up 
to it two of the men were washed off and 
must inevitably have perished but for his 
holding them up until his mate Saunders, 
who attended him with a surf-line, could 
relieve him of one of them. ‘The other two 
men, despite their exhausted state, managed 
to keep afloat after being thrown off the raft 
until Isaac Coakes and his brother and W. 
Price brought them safely to land. Rolls 
and his charge also landed safely. 

The men thus rescued had been without 
food for nearly two days, besides suffering 
many hours’ exposure on a frail raft in a 
rough sea. They were taken to the coast- 
guard station, and there received every 
possible kindness and attention. 

The above incidents exemplify the various 
duties and dangers which the coastguard are 
called upon to perform. But there is still 
another way in which their services may be 
required, and that is when illicit trade is 
being carried on within the three-mile limit, 
over which British jurisdiction extends. An 
instance in point occurred a little while ago, 
when a Belgian steamer, illegally engaged 
in “ coopering,” as it is called—that is, selling 
spirits or tobacco to the English fishing fleet 
—was boarded by a body of coastguardsmen, 
and after a smart struggle was captured and 
carried into Yarmouth. 

This kind of thing is not of infrequent 
occurrence, and not long ago a “cooper,” as 
if conscious of her own illegal doings, went 
ashore on the Sussex coast, close to the 
Haddich coastguard station, and became a 
total wreck. 

Not infrequently an amusing incident will 
occur in connection with these “coopers.” 
‘They come alike from French, Belgian, and 
Dutch ports ; but they are so closely watched 
that it is seldom they get away without their 
sailing being reported to the coastguard, who, 
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of course, are then all on the alert for their 
arrival. Information of two such was sent 
not long since to the coastguard on the west 
coast of Ireland. ‘The report was that they 
were making for the Irish fishing fleet. 
Naturally a very active look-out was kept. 
Finally a message 
came by wire to 
one station 
from its nearest 
neighbour, “ Look 
out for ‘cooper,’ 
coming your way. 
Send out boats to 
intercept her.” 

A boat was at 
once manned and 
put off to meet 
her. In due course 
the signalled 
vessel came in 
sight. There could 
be no mistake, 
the description 
was so exact. She 
was accordingly 
hailed and ordered 
to lay to. That 
she did without 
demur, and the 
captain called out, 
“ I know what you 
have come for. 
You take us for a 
‘cooper,’ and we 
have, in fact, a 
thousand pounds 
of tobacco on 
board ; you can 
come and see it if you like. But we are 
no ‘cooper.’ We are a mission-ship, bound 
for the Irish fishing fleet. (Come on 
board and have a bit of something to eat 
and a pray, and you can see for yourselves.” 
Which they did, and were satisfied. 

The real “ cooper” never turned up. The 
telegraph and the telephone disconcert 
these yentry very much. They also make 
naval operations difficult —as exemplified 
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in the naval manceuvres. Here is an in- 
stance. When the opposing fleets were 
off the west coast of Ireland a coast- 
guard on the look-out at a station some 
forty miles to the N.W. of Cork spied the 
enemy about twenty-eight miles away, 
north, proceeding 
in a southerly 
direction. He im- 
mediately notified 
Queenstown, 
where the oppos- 
ing fleet was lying. 
The Admiral at 
once sailed out, 
and before the 
enemy had reach- 
ed the coastguard 
station he was on 
her track, so that 
her contemplated 
operation was 
completely foiled. 

On another oc- 
casion the enemy’s 
fieet signalled the 
same station, ask- 
ing for informa- 
tion. Before 
enlightening them 
in any way the 
coastguard asked 
for the counter- 
sign. This, of 
course, they could 
not give, and so 
they were parleyed 
with and held in 
hand until the 
station had communicated with the fleet 
at Queenstown, which was again out and 
upon them before they knew what they 
were about. 

Every year the coastguard have to go up 
either for a fortnight’s drill or to join the 
autumn manœuvres. This, because it brings 
them in contact with old comrades and with 
life, they account a holiday and enjoy 
accordingly. 
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JHE orator is born, not made.” 
To the universality of belief 
in this familiar platitude is 
W| largely due, I believe, the vast 
De, amount of poor speaking with 
z which public bodies, from the 
House of Commons on an “off night ” to the 
local cricket club at its annual dinner, are con- 
stantly afflicted. A few irrepressible speakers 
probably cherish the illusion that they are 
born orators, and most of the others, from 
the careless indifference with which they 
give utterance to their thoughts, seem to 
argue the hopelessness of any contest with 
the decree of Nature. But the experience of 
men who win distinc- 
tion on the platform 
goes far to prove that, 
whilst the divine fire of 
a Gladstone or a Chat- 
ham is the gift of the 
gods, the art of elo- 
quence is to be 
acquired, like other 
arts, by severe effort 
and strenuous labour. 
At least, that is the con- 
clusion which has been 
forced upon my mind 
by inquiries I have 
been making among a 
number of represent- 
ative men at the 
Senate and in the 
pulpit, my two leading 
questions being some- 
what as follows :— 

“What is your own 
method in the making of a speech ?” 

“Speaking from experience, what advice 
would you give to a novice who sought your 
aid in the art of public speaking ?” 





Mr. Chamberlain happens to have dis- 
cussed the subject with some fulness in an 
address he gave to the Birmingham and 
Edgbaston Debating Society on the occasion 
of its jubilee a few years ago, and to this 
address he referred me when I put these 

uestions to him. The Secretary of State 
or the Colonies mentioned that he joined the 
society in 1854, when eighteen years of age, 
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and continued a member till 1863, during 
which period he always took an active part in 
the debates. Mr. Chamberlain’s first speech 
was delivered on the night of his election to 
the society, in opposition to a resolution, 
“ That the character and conduct of Oliver 
Cromwell do not entitle him to the admira- 
tion of posterity.” 

“No good argument,” Mr. Chamberlain 
declared at the outset, “was ever perfectly 
rendered without serious labour, and if it be 
the fact, as I believe it is, as we have been 
told by a great French writer, that true elo- 
quence consists in saying all that is proper 
and nothing more—it is the latter part of the 
condition which is 
most difficult, and more 
time will be taken in 
pruning away redun- 
dancies, in abandoning 
all that is not pertinent 
to the subject, than in 
preparing the language 
which is actually to be 
used... . 

“I imagine that the 
experience of all of us 
will suggest instances 
in which even good 
speakers would have 
spoken better if they 
had adopted a little 
more compression. 
“That means trouble, 
that means pain.” 

In Mr. Chamberlain's 
opinion John Bright 

A was the greatest orator 
of his generation, and, having regard to the 
personal association which existed between 
them for many years, there is much interest 
in the account which he gives of Bright's 
metliod :— 

“ Bright took infinite pains in the prepara- 
tion of his speeches, giving even as much as 
a week or more to the elaboration of his 
thoughts ; and he told me in regard to his 
method that his object was in the first place 
to grasp himself clearly the central idea and 
main principle that he wished to impress upon 
his hearers, then to state it in the simplest 
terms he could find, and, while avoiding 
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every superfluous word, every unnecessary 
argument, to reinforce the text by such 
illustrations and arguments as suggested 
themselves to his mind, ‘and so,’ he said, ‘ I 
hope that when I sit down my listeners will 
have understood and will retain the main 
thing, the main idea, that has been the 
object of my discourse.’ 

“Well,” continued Mr. Chamberlain, “ it 
is not all of us who can draw the bow of 
Ulysses. We cannot hope to imitate Mr. 
Bright in his highest flights, but we may all 
follow his example in grudging no labour and 
no time in order to 
make clear to others 
the truth as it appears 
to us.” 

One or two of Mr. 
Chamberlain's fellow- 
members of the Bir- 
mingham and Edghas- 
ton Debating Society 
have placed on record 
their impressions of the 
. right honourable gentle- 
man’s early oratory. At 
first, it seems, Mr. 
Chamberlain “learned 
his speeches by heart 
and somewhat pain- 
fully; his delivery, 
though always clear, 
was at first laboured.” 

“It was impossible,” 
writes Mr. C. N. 
Mathew, who was hon. 
secretary of the society 
during part of the time 
of Mr. Chamberlain’s membership, * not to 
be interested, edified, and often amused by 
the intelligence, point, and smartness of his 
speech. At the same time there was, 
especially in the earlier days of his career, a 
certain setness and formality of style that 
suggested that his speeches were anything 
but the inspiration of the moment, but had 
been made beforehand, and were being read 
off—the result of painstaking study, care, 
and elaboration.” On one occasion, it is 
stated, Mr. Chamberlain actually broke down 
in proposing a toast at a semi-public dinner, 
and resumed his seat without finishing his 
speech. On the whole, therefore, Mr. Cham- 
berlain’s own experience goes to support 
his view as to eloquence-—in its less exacting 
sense—being the result of persevering effort 
rather than of inherent talent. 





I had a brief conversation with Sir Charles 


Digitized by Go gle 





ARK CHLAKLES DILKE, M.P. 


OF A SPEECH. 283 
Dilke one night at the House of Commons, 
in the ranks of whose debaters he has for 
long held a foremost place. 

“ My earliest experience,” said Sir Charles, 
“was obtained at the Cambridge Union. 
I spoke with some frequency and became 
President. The Cambridge Union at that 
time favoured a business-like style of speech 
as compared with the more oratorical manner 
of the Oxford Union, and this fact had its 
influence, I suppose, on my own training. 
A Freshman’ who attempted anything like 
rhetorical flourish was apt to be laughed at. 
A speech full of facts 
and ‘points’ rather 
than phrases was best 
listened to, and this 
naturally led one to pre- 
pare the subject more 
than the speech—by 
which I mean getting 
up the facts and argu- 
ments carefully and 
leaving the language to 
take care of itself.” 

“And has your 
method always been 
the same ? ” 

“Yes; after going 
round the world I went 
at once into Parliament. 
But although I had 
never felt nervous when 
speaking at Cambridge 
l was for some years 
very much afraid of the 
House of Commons, 
and never faced my 
audience without mental distress. But I 
gradually overcame this feeling and 
persevered in my old Cambridge method, 
carefully getting up every subject and pre- 
paring fairly full notes, but notes which were 
entirely concerned with the matter and not 
the manner of my speech.” 

“But I suppose a telling phrase in a 
political speech—such a phrase as goes 
all over the country—-is scarcely ever 
impromptu ?” 

“Ah, I wonder! Lord Beaconsfield, who 
was the greatest of phrase-makers in his time, 
used to quote Bolingbroke and Burke in the 
earlier part of his career, and later in life 
used to quote himself. Some of the best 
phrases one hears in the House of Commons 
don’t go over the country. Major Rasch, 
for instance, often says remarkably good 
things, but they don't give him fame. 
When bimetallism was under discussion he 
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summed up the whole economic philosophy 
of the question in two or three words. ‘Mr. 
Speaker,’ said Major Rasch, ‘ what is bi- 
metallism ? You take a shilling and call it 
eighteenpence.’ The on mot was excellent, 
but it did not catch on. As a rule, the 
famous phrase owes almost everything to the 
voice. Some of John Bright’s most success- 
ful phrases would have sounded common- 
place from a speaker with a less musical and 
expressive voice.” 

“ But from your rule as to preparation, Sir 
Charles, would you not make an exception 
in favour of the 
peroration ? ” 

“If you have got a 
very effective begin- 
ning and end, so 
much the better, of 
course. But nothing 
is more deplorable 
than to hear a man, 
towards the end of 
his speech, break off 
into a passage which 
he has obviously 
learned by heart—the 


transition from the 
spontaneous to the 
automatic is very 


painful. On the other 
hand, the difficulty in 
making an end is, as 
you say, a common 
trouble with inexperi- 
enced speakers, and 
to avoid these false 
finishes it is certainly 
well to have a con- 
cluding point fixed 
in your mind.” 

By way of com- 
mentary upon Sir 
Charles Dilke’s con- 
versation some interesting references to his 
career are to be found in Mr. H. W. Lucy’s 
“ Diary of Two Parliaments.” For some time 
after he entered the House of Commons in 
1868 Dilke, we are told, ‘‘ was about as bad a 
speaker as one would find among an average 
score of members.” In 1877, on the other 
hand, Mr. Lucy describes him as “ one of 
the most effective speakers in the House.” 


The Right Hon. Sir Henry Fowler, M.P., 
who is a distinguished solicitor as well as an 
ex - Secretary of State, was kind enough to 
spare half an hour of his busy day to a dis- 
cussion of this subject. 


Digitized by Goc gle 





THE RIGHT HON. SIR HENRY FOWLER, M.P. 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


“Where did you graduate as a speaker?” 
I first asked Sir Henry, who has been 
described by a friendly opponent as a 
statesman who “never spoke without being 
master of his subject, and, though it was 
often complicated, he made it clear.” 

“At the Law Students’ Debating Society, 
which I regularly attended during the years I 
was studying law in London. This society, 
which meets at the Law Institution in Chancery 
Lane, used to have debates—and still has, I 
believe—on general suhjects as well as on 
questions of law. This was all the training 
I had, but it was 
valuable training be- 
cause of the friendly 
criticism the members 
gave each other.” 

“And you were 


frequently speaking 
from that time for- 
ward ?” 


“Well, on returning 
to Wolverhampton I 
took an active interest 
in local life. Then, 
until I was elected to 
the House of Com- 
mons in 1880, I was 
frequently taking part 
in public meetings on 
free education and 
other political ques- 
tions that were not 
then so popular as they 
afterwards became.” 

“Would you qualify 
in any way your 
opinion of debating 
societies, Sir Henry, 
as training grounds ?” 

“Well, I suppose 
there is some danger, 
as you have just sug- 
gested, of such societies encouraging speak- 
ing for speaking’s sake. But this should 
not be much if the critical spirit on the 
part of the members furnishes healthy re- 
straint. I am sure that since these societies 
became prevalent there has been a decided 
improvement in the general average of public 
speaking, although there is still, of course, a 
great deal of empty wordiness.” 

“Do you think this improvement corre- 
sponds to an improvement in the House of 
Commons ?” 

“Well, during the twenty years I have been 
a member there has been a considerable 
change in the House of Commons’ style. The 
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business-like style is now most in favour ; 
men care little for the rounded periods which 
pleased their fathers, and appreciate most the 
speeches which show most knowledge of the 
subject. The average of debating power 
is certainly higher, I should say. On the 
other hand, many more members read—or 
practically read—their speeches. At one 
time the House was much less lenient to this 
practice, and a story is told of a Lancashire 
member who, in using extremely full notes, 
was assailed with ironical cries of ‘ Read, 
read? ‘I am reading, the poor man 
innocently replied.” 

Speaking of his own method, Sir Henry 
gave me to understand that it varied with the 
occasion. He never spared trouble in 
preparation of a subject, but sometimes his 
notes for an hour’s speech would not occupy 
more than one sheet of letter-paper ; at other 
times they would fill many. 

“I find it advisable to have full notes,” 
the right honourable gentleman added, 
“when dealing with 
figures, as in a 
Budget debate, or 
when speaking with 
a sense of excep- 
tional responsi- 
bility, as in the 
debate which took 
place when I was 
at the India Office 
on the Indian Cot- 
ton Duties. Even 
with the best pre- 
paration and the 
most carefully pre- 
pared notes there 
is always some 
danger of saying 
something which 
you did not intend 
to say, or of omit- 
ting something 
which you did in- 
tend to say. I 
suppose there is no 
public speaker who 
has not sometimes 
used the wrong 
word because the 
right one was not 
forthcoming at the moment. This is one of 
the worst tribulations of the platform, par- 
ticularly if a speaker is called over the coals 
for something which he really did not intend 
to say.” 

To attempt to speak from memory was a 
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course to be recommended only to those who 
had an exceptional faculty in this respect. 
“ Brights ‘purple patches,’ as they were 
called,” remarked Sir Henry, in reminiscent 
mood, “were committed to memory, but as 
a rule he spoke from notes on small square 
cards. Lord Randolph Churchill used to 
write some of his speeches, but I recollect 
his telling me that he was able to remember 
them by writing them out once. As a rule, 
the strain on a memorizer is too great; 
there is always the possibility of a disastrous 


breakdown. This nervous strain seriously 
injured Dr. Punshon, the great preacher, 
I believe. Mr. Gladstone, with extraordi- 


narily ample flow of language, never spoke 


im this. way; he would prepare a sheaf 


of -riotessfor a big speech, but in point of 
fact little or no use would be made of them. 
But, of course, the genius of oratory stands 
by itself, independent of method or rule. 
The real debater also, it seems to me, is 
born, and not made ; an instinct for debate, 
such as Mr. Balfour, 
Mr. Chamberlain, 
and Mr. Asquith 
possess, cannot be 
acquired. A states- 
man who has this 
instinct very 
strongly once told 
me that he could 
not enjoy a sermon; 
he was always 
thinking, ‘What is 
the reply to this 


fellow?’ 
“ But for the 
average man I 


should say that the 
best advice as to 
public speaking was 
this: Prepare your 
points and argu- 
ments well, but 
leave to the in- 
spiration of the 
moment the lan- 
guage in which they 
are to be clothed.” 


Lord Peel, the 
ex-Speaker, sent me 
a brief reply, but as will be seen from its 
terms gave an instructive clue as to the 
opinions which, with his exceptional ex- 
perience of the House of Commons, he 
personally holds on the subject. 

“I have no ‘method, ” writes Lord Peel, 
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“which I think it would be advantageous to 
send you. I recollect, however, a little book 
by-—I think—the Bishop of Ripon which I 
cannot help saying would be useful in con- 
veying advice and hints on the subject.” 

The book whose value Lord Peel thus 
endorses is entitled “Lectures on Preaching.” 
As the name implies, Dr. Boyd Carpenter 
addresses himself 
through the work 
to pulpit aspirants, 
but, according to 
the high authority 
of the ex-Speaker, 
the Bishop’s advice 
is equally applic- 
able to platform 
aspirants, and I 
therefore give one 
or two illustrative 
extracts :-— 

“Clear language 
— language, that is, 
which carries its 
own meaning 
straight, and with- 
out starting side- 
puzzles in the 
minds of your 
hearers-—is the first 
condition of fitness 
of language. From 
this it will follow 
that what is simple 
and natural is best. 
The ambition of 
grand, high-sound- 
ing words is a poor ambition, and, like most 
mean ambitions, it defeats itself. Let us 
avoid the example of the clergyman who 
counselled the boys to whom he was preach- 
ing on the subject of mirth or cheerfulness : 
‘Let your mirth be as the estival electricity, 
lambent but innocuous.’ 

“ Talk English and not Johnsonese. Let 
your thought govern your language, and not 
your language your thought; and for this 
purpose give your thought its natural ex- 
pression. Do not let your minnows. talk 
like whales. Is your thought simple? Be 
content with simple words. Is your thought 
noble? Then simple language most nobly 
expresses it. If you use lofty and digni- 
fied language let it be because the 
thought itself insensibly lifts your style to 
a loftier range. The cultivation of word- 
worship is the decay of thought. ‘The 
ambition of word-painting is a small one 
and must thwart true eloquence; for if 
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your thought be not eloquent your words 
will only mock them.” 


By his eloquence both on the platform 
and in the pulpit the Bishop of Ripon is 
pre-eminent in the Church of England, and 
I am very glad, therefore, that on reference 
to him his lordship was good enough to sum- 
marize, from the 
particular stand- 
point of this article, 
his philosophy of 
speech-making :— 

“T would say to 
anyone who has to 
speak —think, 
think, think, and 
think again, till you 
have separated the 
essential from the 
accidental matter 
of your subject, and 
till you can clearly 
see what needs to 
be said. Think, 
think, think again 
of the people, that 
you may be able to 
say what needs to 
be said in the way 
which they can un- 
derstand. And 
after all prepara- 
tion think, think, 
think again till you 
are in the posses- 
sion of the thing 
you mean and wish to say. Words are but 
counters, and the power that can use them 
best is a clear perception of what you 
need to say, animated by an earnest wish to 
say it. 

“I can add really little to this,” continued 
the Bishop, “except this word— Reverence. 
No man will be a help to his brother man 
who does not reverence him as well as the 
message he seeks to pass on to him. For all 
speakers this is needful; for the religious 
teacher more than all.” 


Dr. Clifford, who is probably the most 
influential speaker among Nonconformist 
divines, was kind enough to give me a very 
careful account of his own methods :— 

My method is.(1) to master my facts and my line 
of reasoning as far as possible. 

(2) Write out what I wish to say as fully as time 
permits. 

(3) Rewrite or—as the Germans say—rework the 
subject, 
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(4) “ Boil down” so as to get the briefest analysis 
of what is to be said. 

(5) Resist the temptation to rely upon the 
written phrase and leave the mind to act with 
all pessible freedom and spontaneity. 

(6) Make clear to myself the precise character 
of the result I wish to achieve and then bend all 
my energies in that direction. 


In the form of advice Dr. Clifford tabu- 
lated further information as to the way in 


which his platform powers had been gained :— 

(1) Never forget distinctness of articulation. This 
is a primary consideration in effective utterance. 

(2) To get a vocabulary read the best literature 
and mark all e/cé terms; terms that give distinc- 
tion to a sentence and lift it out of the rut of a 
wearisome commonness. 

(3) To secure self-command become self-oblivious 
by charging the entire mind—the emotional not less 
than the reflective part—with the subject and with the 
purpose of the speech. 


(4) Incessant and undespairing work is all in all 





DR. CLIFFORD, 


From these statements it would seem that 
few public speakers can find their work more 
arduous and exacting than the well-known 
minister of Westbourne Park Chapel. Yet 
how little this is suspected probably by the 
large audience whom Dr. Clifford moves to 
indignation or laughter with apparently equal 
ease ! 


The Right Hon. H. H. Asquith replied 
to my interrogation with the remark: “I 
suspect that in the matter of public speak- 
ing every man is, and ought to be, a law to 
himself.” Holding this somewhat excep- 
tional opinion, Mr, Asquith, who had his 
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own training in oratory at the Oxford Union, 
had, of course, nothing to say in the way 
of advice or information as to method. 


Earl Spencer was precluded from comply- 
ing with my desire by a depreciative estimate 
of his own powers in the Senate or on the 
platform, with which few of those who have 
heard him would be found to agree. 

“I have no pretensions as a speaker,” his 
lordship writes to me, “to justify my giving 
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advice to those who want to learn how 


to speak. 


“I can make my meaning and intention 
clear, but beyond that I cannot aspire to 


be a speaker to imitate.” 


In the same spirit the 
Right Hon. J. W. Lowther, 
who now occupies the posi- 
tion of Deputy-Speaker of 
the House of Commons, 
whom I next consulted, dis- 
claimed the title of orator 
and the presumption of 
giving advice as to the 
method of becoming an 
orator, an orator being born 
and not made. 

“Nevertheless,” Mr. 
Lowther said, however, 
“one can become a fluent 
and agreeable speaker by 
dint of practice. He should 
begin young, never lose an 
opportunity of saying a few 


words in public, carefully prepare the matter 
and form of his speech, cultivate con- ` 
ciseness, keep a stock of good stories in 
hand from which to draw as occasion requires, me. 


give special atten- 
tion to the head 
and tail of his 
speech, and arrange 
his subject in 
logical or. chrono- 
logical order. 

“It is desirable 
at first to speak, 
from pretty full 
notes; these 
should gradually 
be cut down to 
a few headings, 
until they can 
finally be dispensed 
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The audience should be left 
hungry with a desire for more, and not 
surfeited with a sense of repletion. 


“ Variety of style,” con- 
cluded Mr. Lowther, “is an 
accomplishment to be added 
later. Voice production is 
also a matter which requires 
special attention. Action, 
in the sense of gesticula- 
tion, should be sparsely 
used, but when used it 
should be bold and sweep- 


ing.” 


Lord Kimberley was kind 
enough to interest himself 
in the subject when con- 
valescent at Falmouth after 
his long illness of last winter. 
The Leader of the Opposition 
in the House of Lords, 
however, confined himself to 
a statement of his own 


method; he would not venture upon advice 
to others. 

“I never write a speech,” his lordship told 
“Tf it is a long and important one I 


make a few very 
brief notes. 
“Otherwise I 
make no notes. I 
speak practically 
without any pre- 
vious preparation, 
trusting to my 
general knowledge 
of the subject. 
My method is 
= the one which a 
(now) long ex- 
perience has 
shown me suits 
me best.” 
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T 
HEN she arrived at Bhamo 
there was not a white man 
[{7q| within fifty miles, or along 

e| the whole course of the 
Irawaddy, that did not 
blink his eyes and gasp 
and, recovering, swear that her father, 
Major Bingham, was the most pig- 
headed, short-sighted idiot his class had 
yet produced. Yet in another month 
those who knew best, being in visiting 
touch, vowed as warmly that he had 
never done a saner or more justifiable 
thing. For at heart everyone liked the 
ex-soldier, with his old, well-worn jokes, his 
red, beaming face, his absurd pride, his 
kindly grey eyes that saw such a very little 
way in front of the thin, sensitive nose. His 
white, close-cropped hair and equally white 
but fierce moustaches, combined with the 
unvarying and kindly hospitality of a man 
who inwove his planters life with the 
traditions and courtesies of an officer and 
gentleman, had won for him among the 
nomad traders and the neighbouring planters 
a warm and reverent regard, even if behind 
his back they referred to him as that “rum 
old clock-work, Bingham.” 

But within a month of the arrival of 
Leonore the regard of all for her father 
became warmer, and the antiquated foibles of 
the old soldier were no longer a fair butt for 
sly jokes, but matters for serious study 
admitting of no trivial treatment. For 


from the first it was evident that, if the 
Vol. xxij.—37. 
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Major worshipped his daughter, 
Leonore idolized her father. 
And Leonore had only to appear for 
her empire to be instantly acknow- 
ledged. 

Yet her dominion was one not so 
much of startling beauty as of that 
life-lifting brightness, that subtle air 
of home associations—green lawns, 
standard roses, a fresh May wind, 
and the silver reach of a river rip- 
pling between green willow shoots — 
that renders a genuine English girl 
abroad a being to love and strive 
for. Strictly speaking, Leonore 

was not beautiful. She had blue eyes, frank 
and clear, that looked you straight in the 
face; nut-brown hair with a glint in it of 
bronze here and there, that waved back 
from a white, rather high, forehead ; a wide, 
laughing, generous mouth, well set with 
pearly, even teeth, and a nose and chin 
which, very like her father’s, betrayed sensi- 
tiveness and a proud obstinacy in every 
curve. In her eyes, too, and in the whole 
expression of her face, was the same gentle, 
unsuspecting geniality that had rendered her 
father a favourite. 

Four years before the coming of Leonore 
Major Bingham had left the Army on the 
death of his wife, leaving his daughter, then 
fifteen years old, in the Richmond school 
which had been her home during the ten 
years her father had been campaigning in 
India and Burma. The Major had ever 
taken kindly to the Burmese, and the idea of 
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a planter’s life, with its freedom from social 
bondage and its possibilities of big game, 
had fascinated him. He invested his small 
capital in the plantation of one, David 
Blunt, on a basis of half shares. He found 
that the reality fulfilled his not exaggerated 
expectations of happiness, and his quaint 
conceit that the coffee he produced was the 
very best in the world made each breakfast- 
time an unfailing source of good humour. 
He was quite content to potter around 
generally, leaving the actual technicalities of 
management to his partner. For Blunt was 
a planter born. A middle-aged man, with 
his corpulent frame clothed in white twill, 
and his ruddy, fat, shrewd face and round, 
mop-haired head shaded by an enormous 
topee, he was an Anglo-Indian to the core— 
cute, assertive, choleric, good-humoured, and 
intimate enough with his coolies, but un- 
sparing in exacting their tasks, and not over- 
scrupulous in docking their pay of odd annas 
when the slightest occasion warranted. 

When the Major had proposed sending 
for his daughter Blunt had been amongst the 
most outspoken against the scheme, fearing 
that the presence of a lady would spoil for 
ever the calm of their bachelor life. It was in 
vain he urged the dangers of their position, 
situated in an unsettled country, many miles 
from civilization, and exposed to the possible 
raids of Dacoits. ‘he Major only smiled, 
and in due course Leonore arrived. At the 
end of a year Blunt was her slave, and it was 
almost ludicrous to watch the quaint jealousy 
of the two men in their strife to outdo each 
other in making the girl comfortable. 

Then an event occurred which for the 
first time spoilt the Majors peace and 
occasioned a violent quarrel between himself 
and his partner. 

The plantation, which lay in a sheltered 
valley between two wooded spurs on the 
western side of the precipitous hills hanging 
above the right bank of the Irawaddy, was 
about three miles distant from the trading 
station of Roger Reynolds —a capacious and 
luxuriant bungalow built high up on the hill 
in a jungle clearing. Reynolds was reputed 
as enormously wealthy, his trading ventures 
in silks and jewels extending far into China. 
He was a cold, purse-proud man, and in the 
few courtesy interviews the Major had had 
with him the soldier had taken a stiff dislike 
to him, resenting as a personal injury the 
patronizing and ostentatious display of the 
trader's wealth. Shortly after the time when 
Leonore had joined her father Reynolds 
had sent for his only son, Paul, then a young 
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man in his twenty-fourth year, who had just 
graduated at Oriel. -- 

Father and son offered as sharp a contrast 
in character as they did in feature. The 
elder man was thin and keen in face, with 
quick, restless eyes, scant, wispy, grizzled 
locks, and spare frame, taciturn and calcu- 
lating —his one aim in life being the amass- 
ing of gold wherewith to push the prospects 
of his son, for whom he had a cold, measured 
affection and a warm, unbounded ambition. 
Paul Reynolds, on the contrary, was as im- 
pulsive, unreserved, and generous-minded as 
his open face, dark, laughing eyes, lithe, 
athletic” figure, black hair, and mobile, 
quizzical mouth gave instant promise of to all 
who saw him. 

The father lost no time in making his son 
acquainted with his views as to the future 
and with the circumstances of his neighbours. 
“I hear,” he had concluded, “ that that Army 
fellow has brought a daughter up here, and 
they say she is pretty enough. Mind you 
don’t get into any entanglement there, for 
they don’t clear a penny over four hundred 
a year between them. A year’s business to 
knock the fooling out of your head, then a 
good marriage and a county house in the 
old country is the line I have mapped for 
you, boy.” 

Paul had listened respectfully, and, being 
blest with a wide spirit of curiosity and an 
equally wide habit of discounting the paternal 
advice as easily as the paternal drafts, had 
taken the first opportunity of calling on the 
3inghams. He soon became _ Leonore’s 
inseparable companion, the two naturally 
finding in each other mere congenial tastes 
than in the sun-baked Anglo-Indians around 
them. Even the Major, in spite of the 
suspicious reserve with which he first greeted 
him as the son of his father, soon thawed to 
Paul’s sunny, frank nature and gave him the 
run of the house. So things progressed for 
some nine or ten months till Roger Reynolds, 
returning from one of his periodical trading 
expeditions north, was electrified by his son’s 
calm, if nervous, intimation that he intended 
to ask Leonore to marry him. 

The merchant, veiling his fury, postponed 
his answer. But if he controlled himself in 
the presence of his son it was only to lend 
sting to the venom of the letter he indicted 
the same evening to the Major. After curtly 
accusing that unsuspecting gentleman of 
being a beggarly adventurer, he told him 
that if the affair proceeded he would dis- 
inherit his son; adding, with sardonic 
brevity, that when he could put down a 
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cheque for £20,000 he might be induced 
to contemplate the possibility of accepting 
Leonore as a member of his family. 

When the Major read the letter he nearly 
had a fit, and Fa :l presenting himself within 
afew minutes of its perusal was shown the 
door with a promptness and intensity of 
diction that fairly took his breath away. In 
vain did Leonore’s lovely eyes brim with 
tears, in vain did Blunt stoutly take her part 
and swear that in Bingham’s place he would 
let the youngsters be “spliced” if only for 
the pleasure of annoying o!d Reynolds. 
The Major had been hurt in his most 
vulnerable spot, and swore as stoutly on his 
part that he would never look on his 
daughter again if she did not renounce then 
and for ever all thought of any connection 
with the family whose head had so insulted 
him. But Leonore had a spirit of her own, 
and the more angry the Major became the 
more she clung to Blunt’s support, urging 
that the fault was not Paul’s, and absolutely 
refusing to give the promise her father wished 
to exact that she would not see Paul again. 
Finding her at last utterly untractable, the 
Major lost his temper, and vowed he would 
keep her prisoner to the house till she gave 
in. for the next few weeks he would not 
so much as speak to either his daughter or 
partner, receiving all Blunt’s jocose efforts to 
put him in tetter humour with an icy frigidity 
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that reduced the rotund planter to a baffled 
silence and a state of mute, perspiring blas- 
phemy, which he would vent in vicious elo- 
quence on finding Paul, miserable and 
expectant, loitering round the estate. 

For Paul meanwhile had been having a 
bad time of it on both sides. His father had 
coldly eschewed all explanations, and at the 
end of three weeks curtly directed him to 
prepare for his departure, as in a day or two 
they would go eastwards. For the most part 
his time was fully occupied in preparing the 
cases of silks and other goods for the 
transit. The most precious of these the old 
trader had cachéd in a cave in the jungle 
known only to himself and his son. He 
was now only awaiting the escort that was to 
be provided for their journey -down. One 
afternoon Paul, escaping his father, sought 
out Blunt, whom he found in a state of 
muffled rage. He had just had a battle 
royal with the Major, impelled thereto by 
the sight of Leonore’s pale face, and though 
he had gained a wordy victory, he knew he 
had not budged the Major’s resolution. 

“You'll kill the girl,” he had urged, 
“keeping her indoors like this.” 

“ Let her give the promise, then,” the 
Major had retorted, unmoved. 

“Why the deuce can’t you let ’em marry ?” 
Blunt urged again. 

“She shall never marry him,” had said 
the Major, conclusively, 
so conclusively that Blunt 
lost his temper. 

“*She shall,” he roared, 
“if I’ve got to find the 
way myself.” 

“Ts she my daughter, 
or is she yours?” the 
Major asked, frigidly. 

“Are we partners, o7 
are we not?” Blunt had 
retorted, savagely, and 
stumped off to his work, 
leaving the Major, fuming 
and speechless, glaring 
after him. 

He had, therefore, little 
comfort to give Paul, who, 
finding his mood even 
more despairing than his 
own, sought his home 
again. His father, sitting 
smoking on the veranda, 
called him as he passed, 
in a tone more genial 
than was his wont, to join 
him in a cigar. 
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The veranda, built on log piles about 
four feet from the ground and protected 
by a fragile rail, commanded a lovely view. 
The house was built in a clearing about three 
hundred yards square, and flanked at the two 
sides and back by heavy jungle, where the 
huge towering teaks with their dark foliage 
stood out clear against the deep blue of the 
sky. In front, westwards, the view lay open, 
looking across a melting vista of wooded spurs 
and luxuriant kloofs away to the far shimmer- 
ing valley and the distant hills purpling in the 
glows of the setting sun. For some minutes 
the two sat smoking in silence. Then the 
father said, musingly, “ Pm glad we are going 
to-morrow. The escort will be here by dawn. 
I’m about sick of this kind of life.” 

Finding Paul’s disconsolate face did not 
respond to his mood he tried another tack. 

“There will be a great opening for you, 
boy,” he said, “in the old country. We will 
move the cachéd stuff to-night. I have 
heard no more of that Dacoit band lately. 
There’s close on to thirty thousand pounds’ 
worth of jewels. And I mean them for your 
wife if you marry to please me. . . . What 
the deuce is that?” 

He broke off abruptly, springing to his 
feet, gazing into the northern jungle. He 
was standing at the angle of the veranda, 
his hands resting on the rails. Paul had 
scarcely time to realize how it happened. 
For simultaneously with his father’s action 
two pairs of hands had glided up from 
beneath, and next moment the old man had 
gone head first over the railing on to the 
gravel. He was up before Paul had recovered 
from his stupefaction, and was fighting 
furiously in the grasp of four or five men, 
whose half-naked bodies, quaint tattoo 
markings, and fierce arms betrayed them as 
members of the wild and dreaded Shan 
tribes. 

Springing to his feet, Paul was about to 
dash to his father’s assistance when the old 
man yelled out, “Run, Paul! Fly, you 
young fool! You can’t fight a dozen of 
them. Fly! The jungle passage! They 
daren’t hurt me. Go! Confound it, go! If 
they get the two of us they’ll double the 
ransom.” 

And, indeed, it was the only course. For 
across the open a swarm of Dacoits was 
coming at full speed. It was evident from 
the care the men were taking that they had 
no intention of doing bodily injury to his 
father, at all events at the moment, and so, 
with a last, reluctant glance, Paul bolted 
through the door into the house, cursing 


Digitized by Go gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


as he ran the treachery of the servants, who 
had one and all disappeared. He knew well 
enough what his father meant by the “jungle 
passage.” It was an underground tunnel, 
leading out of a false bookcase, connecting 
the house and jungle, which Reynolds had 
had constructed many years previously - 
against just such emergencies. Snatching a 
couple of revolvers Paul gained the entry, 
closed it after him, and in ten minutes was 
speeding through the thick scrub towards 
Bingham’s house, a wild fear in his heart for 
the girl he loved. 

His way took him to the brink of a narrow 
ravine, across which there had that morning 
been a small wooden bridge. Now, how- 
ever, one- solitary log alone remained, and 
even’ as he stared disconsolately at it from 
out the jungle at the other side burst 
the form of Leonore herself. It was evident 
that she was in wild haste, for, without a 
glance across and never seeing him, she flung 
herself on the log and began crawling rapidly 
forward. ‘The cause of her perilous act was 
immediately forthcoming. For hardly was 
she half-way across whena Dacoit sprang out 
after her, and with sturdy blows of his curved 
sword hewed and hacked at the quivering 
log. Luckily it was of teak and solidly 
secured. Paul found his hand strangely 
steady as, calling out cheerily to the girl, he 
covered the bandit and fired. The fellow 
span round, reeled and toppled backwards 
into the depths just as Leonore, gaining the 
edge, was lifted bodily into her lover’s arms. 

The following moments, precious as they 
were, were too precarious to admit of pro- 
longation. Yet as the frank eyes looked into 
each other and their lips parted reluctantly 
from that first kiss Leonore felt wonderfully 
fortified and confident as Paul said :— 

“We must fly. They have got my father 
and may be after me any moment. Is your 
place safe ?” 

“Yes!” replied the girl, “and you must 
come there. I came to warn you. Mr. 
Blunt had heard, and he is coming up with 
the villagers by the valley road.” 

Without further delay they dived into 
the jungle, and when ten minutes later the 
Dacoits, having left Reynolds under guard, 
rushed up to the bridge, there was nothing to 
tell them the son had not crossed, and 
nothing to hinder them crossing in pursuit 
and rushing on to what awaited them. 


II. 


THE events which had brought Leonore 
on such a perilous errand were simple 
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enough. David Blunt had spent all his life 
in the borders of Burma and Assam, and 
some ten years of it on the plantation he 
now shared with Bingham. He was a great 
favourite with the neighbouring villagers, who, 
unable to protect themselves from the Dacoits, 
were in the habit of buying them off with a 
tribute in food and forage whenever those 
gentry carried their raids in that direction. 
When, therefore, on the afternoon of the 
attack on Reynolds’s bungalow a curt requi- 
sition for provender had been delivered to 
the village headman, one of the Phoongyees 
—or Buddha priests—in the course of his 
daily begging round, managed to whisper a 
warning to Blunt to be on his guard. The 
planter had at once returned to the bungalow 
to acquaint the Major with the newg which 
he blurted out without noticing the presence 
of the girl. 

Leonore sat silent and very still as the 
two men hastily discussed the means of 
defence. 

“Then that is settled,” said the Major, at 
last. “ You go down to the village, get what 
men you can,and take them by the valley 
road to warn that fellow Reynolds. I will go 
round to the coolies. The beggars won't 
attack in daylight, and when they do come, 
by Jove, we'll pepper them.” 

The chance of a row roused the old 
soldier’s fighting instincts, and he patted his 
daughter’s pale cheeks reassuringly as he 
passed out, saying, teasingly, “ A soldiers 
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must not be afraid, little woman.” 

But Leonore had no sense of personal fear. 
She was thinking of Paul. While the two 
men were engrossed in the one idea of pro- 
tecting her, her ready wit had jumped to the 
conclusion that the trader’s bungalow would 
assuredly invite attack before the com- 
paratively poor spoil of a planter’s home, and 
they would be quite unwarned. A vision of 
the young face she loved lying cold and 
upturned in the still wash of the moonlight 
brought her with a thrill of horror to her 
feet. She never questioned the moment’s 
inspiration. Her year’s residence there had 
taught her enough of the Burmese character 
to know that the villagers would spend a long 
time in talking before they made a move. 
Leaving the house she saddled her pony and 
rode hard up the hill, taking the shorter 
jungle path. She was still some little way 
from the ravine bridge when she became 
conscious of pursuit, and, turning, saw a 
Dacoit in full flight after her. But she was 
lithe and in good training, and the brambly 
path not admitting of galloping she glided 
off her horse and, gathering up her skirts, 
ran as she had never run before, gaining the 
bridge and the refuge of the arms awaiting 
her on the other side, as has been seen. 

Some twenty minutes later, emerging out 
of the jungle, the lovers came on Blunt, who, 
puffing and growling, was urging on five or 
six men with alternate threats and promises. 
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His consternation on hearing the news and 
seeing Leonore was great, and though he 
chuckled grimly over the recital of her daring 
act, his face fell almost immediately. 

“Your dad is half crazy,” he said. 
“ When he found in which direction you had 
gone he set out after you with a couple of 
men. ‘They have got your old man, Paul, 
eh? Well, don’t worry! ‘They will take 
care of him till the ransom is paid. But 
what in the name of Gautama and all his 
holy hairs is the meaning of this ?” 

The startled exclamation drew the eyes of 
all after Blunt’s outstretched hand. As they 
had been talking they had neared the 
planter’s bungalow and, coming round the 
foot of the spur 
they had des- 
cended, were 
in full view both 
of the house 
and of the jun- 
gle path taken 
by the Major. 

The sight was 
calculated to 
raisetheiralarm. 
For running 
down the path 
were the two 
coolie overseers 
who had accom- 
panied Bing- 
ham, and after 
them in full cry 
a crowd of Da- 
coits. The dis- 
tance of either 
party from the 
house was about 
equal. The vil- 
lagers with 
Blunt took in- 
continently to 
their heels the 
moment they 
realized the situation, leaving the three whites 
staring at each other, 

“To the bungalow!” yelled Blunt, tumbl- 
ing promptly off his pony and motioning 
Leonore to it. But the girl shook her head. 

“ No!” she said. *“ You know you couldn't 
run a hundred yards.” 

Then without further ado she caught on 
to Paul’s proffered hand and, blessing the 
lightness of the tropical skirts, set off with 
him in full flight for the house. Blunt, 
steadily swearing, but with his face beaming, 
followed them, and the three reached the 
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bungalow together a good two minutes before 
the Dacoits were in cry. Luckily the 
servants had not had time to fly, and under 
the lash of Blunt’s energetic tongue, by the 
time the bandits halted in front of the house 


they had every window and door closed and 


barred, and all the Major’s guns ready and 
loaded. Bingham, being an ardent sportsman, 
had a numerous assortment of weapons, and 
as Blunt lovingly fingered a double-barrelled 
elephant gun his usually pleasant, placid face 
had an expression of sinister joy on it that, 
much to his chagrin, sent Leonore into fits 
of laughter. 

“ You look exactly like an Adelphi super,” 
she said, gaily. But the laugh died suddenly 
from her lips, 
leaving her eyes 
scared and 


frightened. 
“Paul! Mr. 
Blunt!” she 


cried, and her 
voice had in it 
an acute ring of 
terror. What 
has become of 
my father? If 
they have caught 
him I shall 
never forgive 
myself.” 

The idea 
came with a 
shock to the 
two men. In 
the excitement 
of gaining the 
house and pro- 
viding for its 
defence all 
thought of the 
Major had es- 
caped them. 
Yet the flight of 
the coolies he 
had taken with him, and. the fact that they 
made for the bush and not the house, 
seemed suspicious, and Blunt felt a sudden 
grip at his heart as he thought of the Major's 
possible fate. He hid his concern, however, 
and tried to reassure Leonore. 

“Don’t you worry yourself, my dear!” he 
said. ‘Your dad is not the man to walk 
into an ambush. He will be safe enough, 
and as soon as we have settled these fellows 
we will set out and meet him.” 

Leonore was obliged to take this cold 
comfort, for the settling of the Dacoits 
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seemed likely to prove a less easy task than 
Blunt’s cheery optimism would have made of 
it. His face grew grey and rigid as, taking a 
look-out, he saw that a full twenty of them 
were engaged in sacking the out-premises, while 
others were gathering bundles of fagots and, 
taking advantage of the swiftly-falling night, 
had already piled several about the house. 

“The demons are going to burn us out,” 
he whispered to Paul. “You go to the back 
and fire whenever you get a sight. We shall 
have a fine moon in a few minutes. PI 
keep ’em busy in front.” 

He was as good as his word, and as the 
moon crept up over the peak, bathing the 
whole scene in a white, still light, his heavy 
gun thundered out twice, and each time he 
had the satisfaction of seeing a Dacoit bite 
the dust. For a moment there was a 
frightened stampede to shelter, which, how- 
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girl’s face suddenly tingle and flush and then 
blanch to a deathly white. 

“Not that!” she whispered. ‘Give me- 
back the revolver.” As Blunt, with eyes 
averted, quietly obeyed her, she slipped it 
into her bosom and, crossing over to Paul, 
stood by him, a grave, resolute look on her 
face that the young man could not understand. 

But help was nearer than they had ex- 
pected. The Shans, reduced now to about 
thirty, had gathered for a combined rush on 
the front door, and Paul with Leonore had 
crossed to Blunt’s side awaiting the moment 
to fire, when suddenly, with a startled chorus 
of yells, the Dacoits scattered and fled, and 
across the moonlit plain in front of them 
flashed a mounted troop, drawn sabres 
coldly glittering, and the pale gleam of rifles 
slung across the well-known khaki uniform. 
A sudden halt, the song and clatter of steel 
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ever, was quickly followed by several ugly 
rushes back and front. But the doors were 
stout, and the projecting Demerara windows 
allowed of a raking fusillade from the 
revolvers which Leonore loaded and passed 
to the two men. Once, too, a Dacoit suc- 
ceeded in creeping close enough to fire one 
of the bundles, but only to be pistolled next 
moment as Paul, jumping through the 
window, scattered the fagots with a vigorous 
kick and hastily regained the house. Every 
moment, however, matters were getting more 
desperate, and when Leonore, with a pale 
face, handing Blunt a revolver, told him it 
contained the last four cartridges, he looked 
at her in a grim, curious way that made the 
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going home to scabbard, the sharp crack of 
fifty rifles, and then three-fourths of the little 
troop whirled away in pursuit, while the rest 
swiftly wheeling rode up to the bungalow. 
Great was the rejoicing of the little 
garrison as they learnt that their rescuers 
were a patrol sent out from Bhamo on the 
track of those very Dacoits of whose move- 
ments the authorities had had notice. But 


it was Blunt alone who welcomed in 
Lieutenant Bradley. For when he had 
looked for Leonore it was to find her, 


oblivious of her surroundings, seeking comfort 
in a way that Paul Reynolds, judging from 
the ecstatic look on his smoke-begrimed 
face, seemed highly to approve, 
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THE first act of Blunt, now assured of 
Leonore’s safety, was to set out in search of 
the headmen her father had taken with him. 
After some delay he found them returning to 
their huts. Their story was disconcerting, 

The Major, they said, had preceded them 
on his horse up the steep jungle path. When 
nearly at the bridge three men had jumped 
suddenly out on him, taking him completely 
by surprise, and before they could move a 
hand had dragged him, half garrotted and 
powerless, off his pony. Others had joined 
them, and they had barely time to flee. 

Blunt lost no time in carrying the bad 
news to the lieutenant. He found the 
bungalow in a lively scene of confusion. 
Short as had been his absence, it had been 
long enough to allow the patrol to bring in 
their prisoners. For the Dacoits, seeing them- 
selves outnumbered, half their band slain, 
and their retreat cut off, had surrendered. 
Lieutenant Bradley made light of the dis- 
appearance of the Major. “We will soon 
make the scoundrels tell where they are!” 
he said. 

But he had reckoned rashly. One and all 
the prisoners denied point-blank any know- 
ledge of the whereabouts of the two white 
men. Only their chief, they averred, knew 
where he had sent them with their guards, 
and their chief’s head had been blown off 
his shoulders by the sahib’s thunder-gun, 
and, therefore, if his Excellency would be 
graciously pleased, was now past speaking. 
It was a sheer case of von possumus, and left 
Blunt cold and perspiring for some alternate 
minutes. His perturbation was not de- 
creased by the sight of the wild, distracted 
grief of Leonore when at length the news 
could no longer be withheld from her. 
Desperation made him rash, and vowing he 
would find the Major or “return dead” he 
set off with Paul and several troopers along 
the jungle path. 

But their efforts met with little success 
that night. They found traces of the Maijor’s 
removal across the bridge, which had been 
roughly repaired, but the seene of confusion 
atthe bungalow destroyed all further spoor. 
The place had been completely sacked, the 
booty lying scattered in heaps on the level 
sward in front of the house. After a vain 
and prolonged search Blunt returned towards 
daylight to the deserted bungalow, and send- 
ing Paul to cheer up Leonore he told the 
growling and tired “Tommies” to turn in 
and rest. Selecting an easy chair on the 
veranda he lay thinking, staring hard at the 
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whitening sky. For a long time he remained 
thus abstracted, running over in his head 
the likely hiding-places ten years of hunting 
experience had acquainted him with. 

Presently he fell into a restless sleep, and 
in his sleep had a strange dream. He 
dreamt he was a Dacoit and mounted guard 
over Roger Reynolds and Major Bingham. 
He was dictating to them firmly the terms of 
their release, which his inconsequent fancy 
had fixed at the consent of each to the inter- 
marriage of their respective children. He 
woke himself with the force of his final 
dream words: “ Here you stay till you 
consent.” 

He rose stiffly and looked round him. 
Everything was very still, and the sun had 
not yet risen. His thoughts ran persistently 
to a high cliff with a goat-track winding its 
face and terminating on a ledge which over- 
looked a drop of some twenty feet to another 
ledge beneath. He remembered the place 
well, as he had one day lost a chamois there 
that had taken the drop at a bound and dis- 
appeared. “A likely place,” he muttered; 
“I will look it up.” He moved to wake the 
sleeping soldiers. A sudden impulse stopped 
him. The memory of his dream came over 
him, and a wild, whimsical idea brought a 
curious twinkling to his round, grey eyes, 
and made his fat sides wobble with a silent, 
shaking fit of suppressed mirth. 

“Tl do it!” he chuckled to himself. 
“ Hang me if I don’t !” 

Stepping softly past the soldiers he gained 
the jungle, and in two minutes was out of 
sight. Half an hour’s arduous climb brought 
him to the great ravine he was seeking. 
Fortune favoured him, and his keen eyes 
took the stalking, exultant look of the hunter 
as they noted here and there a twig or stone 
which marked the recent passage of shod 
feet. He descended warily to the ledge and, 
bending over, looked down. 

In the grey light he had no difficulty in 
recognising, seated mournfully on the ledge 
below, the figures of Reynolds and Major 
Bingham. They were sitting silent, with 
averted faces. Fellowship in misfortune had 
evidently not increased the warmth of their 
feelings towards each other, and Blunt, re- 
garding them, grinned appreciatingly. He 
had not a doubt that the Dacoits left on 
guard had cleared out, having got wind of 
the defeat of their fellows. It would have 
been easy enough for them to ascend by a 
rope and leave their prisoners in perfect 
safety. And Blunt knew the class well 
enough to be aware that the idea of the 
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ultimate and slow starvation of the captives ` 


would be only a source of innocent amuse- 
ment to them for many years, if, indeed, they 
ever troubled to give it further thought. 

He could see that the two men were 
tightly bound, their thonged wrists knotted 
under their knees. And he was sure they 
must be very stiff and cold and hungry ; in 
fact, just in a mood 
to surrender at dis- 
cretion. He looked 
round and gave a 
slow smile of satis- 
faction as his eyes 
fell on a rope made 
fast to a jagged point 
of rock. He leant 
over the edge again 
and sang out in his 
cheeriest tones :— 

“Halloa, there! 

Do you fellows want 
any breakfast ?” 

The effect was 
electric. Two eager, 
strained faces turned 
instantaneously up to 
him. Two eager, ; 
hoarse shouts in 
growling unison. 

“ Leonore !” called the Major. 

“ My boy!” gasped the trader. 

“Perfectly safe, and enjoying unlimited 
bliss,” replied Blunt, blandly. ‘ Deuce of 
a night of it, though. Dacoits attacked 
bungalow. Leonore and Paul behaved like 
heroes. Patrol came up in nick of time and 
wiped out the blackguards. Not one left. 
Bounders left you here to starve. Not a 
soul but me knows where you are. Aren’t 
you awfully hungry ?” 

“ Awfully !” replied the Major, a genial, 
affectionate smile lighting up his worn face. 
Even Reynolds gave a famished grin. 

“Then look out for the knife!” said Blunt, 
and, opening his clasp-knife, he lowered it 
on the rope, shook it free to the Major's feet, 
and hauled back the rope just out of reach. 
“You'll have to squirm round each other 
and saw each other free,” he added. 

He watched the operation with a wide 
grin, chuckling aloud to see the innate dis- 
taste of either to be helped by the other. 
Once free the two men coldly saluted, and 
the Major called out, somewhat curtly :— 

* Pass the rope, Blunt! I suppose it is 
secure your end ?” 

“Quite, thank you,” replied the planter, 


without budging it an inch. “Now, look 
Vol. xxii.—38, 
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here,” he said, as the Major fumed irritably. 
“ Look here, you two fellows. You are ina 
tight corner, and out of it you only come on 
my terms.” 

“What the dickens do you mean, sir?” 
roared the Major. 

“Don’t lose your temper, Bingham,” 
replied Blunt, with that irritating calm born 
of superiority in 
position. “I mean 
what I say. In plain 
English, you are both 
going to stay there 
till you shake hands 
and agree solemnly 
on your words of 
honour that your 
daughter Leonore, 
Major, shall marry 
the son of Roger 
Reynolds, there. 
And the sooner you 
make up your minds 
the sooner you'll get 
your breakfasts.” 

“You are drunk,” 
yelled the Major, with 
a furious glance at 


Reynolds. 
“He is stark 
mad!” muttered the trader, biting his lip 


savagely. 

“Sober and sane, and stubborn as a 
mule!” chirped Blunt from above, then 
vanished. For half an hour he sat, silently 
smoking his pipe, a placid smile on his lips, 
a dreamy, satisfied look of enjoyment in his 
eyes. His pipe finished, he peeped over. 
The two men were pacing rapidly up and 
down, crossing and re-crossing each other, 
without a word, without a glance. 

“ Leonore thinks you are killed, and is 
breaking her heart for you, Bingham!” he 
called, then withdrew again and loaded his 
pipe afresh. At the expiration of another 
half-hour he leant over again and shouted, 
“ Better half a loaf than no bread, Reynolds. 
Paul will take out letters of administration, 
and marry the girl all the same. They say 
slow starvation is a frightfully painful death, 
too.” 

“The man’s got sunstroke! Hes a 
dangerous maniac !” the Major said, viciously. 
Reynolds, for the first time, looked at him 
sympathetically. The full horrors of their 
position had come home to them, intensified 
into vivid reality by the lunatic proceedings 
of the man above. Even against their will 
was born in each a feeling in common. 
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When Blunt looked over at the end of 
another hour it was to find the two standing 
together, scanning the cliff and talking. 

“ Are you agreed ?” he shouted. 

The two below turned sharply away from 
each other, but Blunt noticed that on the 
Major’s face was a struggling, abashed grin, 
and that the trader’s thin lips were wreathed 
into a pensive smile. In his delight at this 
first sign of yielding he forgot the rope which 
he had held tantalizingly between his fingers. 
It ran out to its full length, and before he 
had time to recover it the Major and 
Reynolds had thrown themselves on it and 
secured it. For a moment it seemed that 
they were about to fight for its possession. 
But the Major drew back with a stiff bow. 
“ You are the elder,” he said. “Go first.” 

“Not at all! Couldn’t dream of it,” 
replied Reynolds, not to be outdone. 

“But I insist,” said the Major, and won 
the point. 

He was not long in following him, and as 
he reached the top he turned to vent his 
wrath on Blunt. But that worthy had wisely 
fled. 

The two men 
walked home- 
wards together 
in profound 
silence, with 
conflicting emo- 
tions at their 
hearts. The 
brief trial had 
readjusted their 
perspectives, 
each being in 
his way a shrewd 
observer of cha- 
racter. Yet the 
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welling of pride still ruled, choking back 
more genial impulses. 

“Will you come in?” said the trader, as 
they reached the bungalow and stood for a 
moment regarding the havoc. 

“Thank you! I think not,” 
Major, stiffy. “My daughter 
anxious.” 

“ Perhaps, then, you will be good enough 
to send me my son,” said Reynolds. 

The Major bowed and, without offering his 
hand, walked rapidly down the hill and in 
another half-hour was clasping his daughter 
in his arms. 

“ Paul,” said his father to him, some two 
hours later, “I want you to take this note 
round to Major Bingham, and you may add 
that if it were not for this confounded gout, 
the result of last night’s exposure, I should 
have had the honour of going in person to 
ask for his daughter. No! Don’t thank me. 
If you must waste your breath, go and do it 
to that cunning old fox, David Blunt.” 


said the 
will be 


“ You infernal old scoundrel!” said the 
Major, slowly, 
as Blunt slunk 








in at the ve- 
randa as the 
night fell. 
“There! I see 
through it now. 
Look at them, 
in the dark 
there, happy as 
idiots, God bless 
them! Pvea 
good mind, 
though, not to 
ask you to the 
wedding.” 


HIVE A GOOD MIND, THOUGH, NOT TO ASK YOU 10 THE WEDDING.” 
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AT Greenock, six miles above 
McKeesport, on the Youghio- 





and curious ferries ever seen, not 
only in the States, but in the word. 
Greenock is a small township occupied for 
the most part by the miners of the West- 
moreland mine, which is on the opposite 





in these bluffs, and as it was impossible for 
the miners to erect their domiciles on this 
side of the river owing to absence of level 
ground, they were compelled to cross to the 
western shore, where the country is somewhat 
lower. 

Originally the miners used to cross from 
one bank to the other by means of the ferry- 
boats, but there were several objections to 
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side of the river. At this point the Youghio- 
gheny is wide, and the current runs very 
swiftly, while precipitous bluffs rise from 
the waterside and tower many hundreds of 
feet into the air. The mine is really located 
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THE CAR IN TRANSIT LOADED WITH PASSENGERS, 


(Photo. 


this method. In the winter the river was 
jammed with ice-floes, rendering it impossible 
to row a boat across, while in the rainy 
season the current ran so swiftly that a boat 
could not be stemmed against it. On these 
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occasions work at the mine had to be sus- 
pended, a fact which occasioned considerable 
inconvenience, both to the miners, who were 
thus unable to earn their weekly wage, and 
the proprietors of the mine. ‘The river at 
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somewhat primitive in design and crude 
in construction, for it was fashioned of 
materials found on the spot, and without 
the aid of any of those appliances to be 
found in our leading engineering workshops. 





THE STATION, WITH CAR CONTAINING TWO PASSENGERS READY FOR TRANSIT. 
From a Photo. 


this point is about 45oft. in width, so that it 
would have been an extremely costly process 
to have built a bridge. 

Necessity is the mother of invention, and, 
owing to the repeated interruption to their 
work, several of the miners resolved to devise 
a means of communication from bank to 
bank which would render them entirely 
independent of the river-boats. Difficulties, 
however, arose to prevent the maturing of 
this idea, and the miners were reluctantly 
compelled to abandon the scheme. Some 
of them, however, approached Mr. W. H. 
Heath, the proprietor of a lumber yard in 
. the township, and explained their trouble ; 
Mr. Heath in turn sought the assistance of a 
friend, Mr. Cloman, and together they 
designed and constructed the sky ferry. 

This ferry in reality consists of a wire 
cable five-cighths of an inch in thickness, 
slung across the river, the ends of which 
are firmly secured in the rock high up in 
the cliffs. A cage travelling on wheels is 
suspended from this cable. The ferry is 
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The controlling of the running gear of the 
car is extremely simple and ingenious. At 
both terminal stations is a large winch, the 
rims of which are notched and provided 
with two pawls—one to lock the winch and 
the other to prevent it revolving in the wrong 
direction. Round these two wheels passes 
an endless rope, the ends of which are 
secured to another wheel in the car. When 
the passenger steps aboard the car he first 
of all removes the locking pawl on the bank 
station winch. This releases the car, which 
immediately travels down the incline caused 
by the cable sagging beneath the weight of 
the car with lightning rapidity, simply through 
the force of gravitation. When it has covered 
about half the distance and has reached 
the point where the cable has sagged to the 
maximum it stops. The remainder of the 
journey is now up a stiff incline, and to 
resume travelling the passenger must turn 
the crank attached to the winch in the car, 
which gradually hauls him towards the 
opposite bank. Should any passengers be 
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waiting on the bank to perform the return 
journey the passage of the car can be con- 
siderably accelerated by their turning the 
winch at their end. The most salient 
advantage of the system is that the car is 
always under the control of the passenger. 
If he ceases winding it comes to a standstill. 
It cannot run backwards owing to the pawl 
in the notched wheel. 

Suppose the car is on the opposite bank 
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movements of the winch at that end, can 
haul the car over across the river towards 
him by simply winding the endless rope 
round the wheel. Should, by any chance, a 
passenger when leaving the car omit to drop 
the pawl into position to lock the car wheel 
when the pawl at either station was released 
the car would travel to the centre and there 
remain, since it would be impossible to wind 
it either backwards or forwards. Such a 





GENERAL VIEW OF THE SKY TROLLEY FROM BANK TO BANK, 550FT. IN | ENGTH. 
From a Photo, 


to which one is waiting, is one compelled to 
wait until a passenger brings the car over 
before one can cross? is a natural question. 
This would obviously be a serious drawback 
to the utility of the ferry if such were the 
case, but this apparent difficulty is ingeni- 
ously surmounted. When the passenger 
leaves the car he drops a pawlattached to the 
wheel in the car into position, thus locking 
it. Then a passenger at either end of the 
ferry, by lifting up the pawl governing the 
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contretemps has not yet arisen, though on 
one or two occasions when a passenger has 
hauled a car from the opposite station he~ 
has omitted to drop the governing pawl 
back into position. The result has been 
that the car has travelled to the centre of 
the rope, and there stopped. He cannot go 
forward, simply because the rope passes 
round the wheel. The only way out of the 
difficulty is to wind his way back to the 
starting-point, drop the pawl into position, 
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Mr. E. F. Cloman. 


Mr. W. H. Heath. 


DESIGNERS AND BUILDERS OF THE SKY TRAMWAY. 
From a Photo. 


and to set off once more, this time success- 
fully covering the journey. 

The speed at which the car travels is 
remarkable. The complete journey can be 
accomplished in about thirty-five seconds. 
The car whizzes over the first part of the 
route, and the sensation is somewhat similar 
to a leap from a flying trapeze. As it 
reaches the incline, however, it gradually 
siows down, but if the handle of the winch is 
set in motion at the precise moment the car 
can be hauled up the incline with very little 
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exertion. It is a curious experience whistling 
through the air with the car sometimes 
swinging violently from side to side under 
the influence of a strong wind at a height 
of about 5oft. above the surging river below. 
But accidents or breakdowns are foreign to 
this aerial railway. It is the safest line 
in the world. As an evidence of the 
simplicity and safety of its working, a 
little girl of about twelve years of age uses 
the ferry every day and performs the journey 
by herself. 
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Pulpit Devices. 


By E. LESLIE GILLEAINS. 


HE watchword of the twentieth 
century seems to be “origi- 
nality.” This extends not only 
to the business man, the 
politician, the day labourer, 
and the private citizen, but it 
to the pulpit. The divine of 





reaches even 
to-day is radically different from his prede- 


cessor of a hundred years ago. He has 
adapted himself to the times, and in order to 
secure practical results from his ministry is 
ready if necessary to defy conventionalities 
and instigate hitherto unheard-of customs. 

Clergymen of other days held a super- 
stitious fear of innovations, 
and hedged themselves about 
with a wall of long-approved 
theories, methods, and doc- 
trines, not daring to venture a 
step along the path of originality 
for fear of losing the respect of 
their followers and lessening 
their influence for good. 

Now all this is changed, 
and ministers of religion, even 
in this country, are changing 
their tactics. One preaches to 
a congregation attired in fault- 
less evening dress. Another 
engages a popular actress to 
deliver a recitation in his 
church. Whether the end 
justifies these means is a matter 
open to much difference of opinion. But it is 
certain that as yet this country is but a begin- 
ner in such things in comparison with America. 
‘There the minister of religion is at least as 
up-to-date as any other public man. He has 
developed with the times, and, instead of 
putting forth every effort to tread the narrow 
path which those who went before him 
marked out, he courageously steps aside and 
maps out a course for himself. Results 
shown by the recent religious census prove 
that in no period of time since the settling 
of America have the numerous churches of 
the United States had such large and ever- 
increasing conjregations. 

The original and even startling pulpit 
devices inaugurated by the ministers to 
attract and hold congregations are numerous 
and interesting, and show a comprehensive 
understanding of human nature. 

The minister who announced that he would 
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THE REV. A. KARNS, WHO PAID 
HIS CONGREGATION, 
From a Poto. 


deliver his sermons in a “red robe” 
succeeded in arousing the curiosity of all 
within his vicinity and in drawing large crowds 
to his church. Still more daring and original 
is the man wno illustrates his sermons with 
oil-paintings shown, and even executed, in 
the pulpit. The clergyman whose church 
is non-sectarian, and who says that he lays 
claim to no church or particular congregation, 
has gained many converts and is doing good 
work. The Rev. C. H. Tyndall announces 
that he illustrates Bible truths by electricity, 
and has proved himself a leader in the ranks 


on the great march of progress by introducing 


wireless into his 
church. 

The church with a roof- 
garden is well attended and. 
has an original man at its head, 
one who realizes that the hot 
days of summer frequently 
destroy the good done during’ 
the balmy, soul-inspiring days 
of spring, and who has braved 
criticism and established codes 
by building a cool retreat on 
the roof of his church where 
open-air services are held. 

A California church which 
has its choral services con- 
ducted by a Chinese choir 
understands that the people of 
the twentieth century clamour 
for novelty, something to capture the attention 
and hold the interest. In this class might 
also be mentioned a church in the city settled 
by William Penn, where lady ushers show 
strangers toa pew. 


telegraphy 


- The latest pulpit device of this kind, and 
one more original, perhaps, than any of the 
rest, is that inaugurated by the Rev. Mr. 
Karns, of Jersey Shore, Pennsylvania. He 
is pastor of the Epworth Metl:odist Episcopal 
Church, and has by his hard work and origin- 
ality raised his charge from the mission state to 
that of a large and ever-increasing congrega- 
tion. He created quite a sensation recently 
by publishing a newspaper announcement 
that he would pay each person who attended 
his Sunday morning services. The success 
of his plan was fully demonstrated by the 
crowded church. Mr. Karns does not pay 
his congregation without an end to gain, but 
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not a particle of light was shed on the 
pastor’s schemc until he read from Matthew 
the parable of the man who, travelling in a 
far country, delivered to his servants his 
goods, giving to one a single talent, to 
another five, and 
to a third ten. 
Following the 
sermon, which 
merely suggested 
the pastor’s pur- 
pose, Mr. Karns 
explained under 
what conditions 
the money would 
be given away. 
His object was 
to cancet a long- 
standing debt, 
and already the 
success of his 
original method 
of achieving this end is assured. From a 
member of his congregation he received a 
sum of money a short time ago with the in- 
junction that it should be given away in a 
manner best calculated to do the most good. 
As the sum was small Mr. Karns was in a 
quandary as to the best way of investing it. 
While pondering 
upon the subject 
the idea of using 
it to pay the church 
debt came to him 
like an inspiration. 
He secured a 
number of en- 
velopes, upon 
which hbe had 
printed, “This is 
your talent. Don’t 
wrap it up in a 
napkin but use it. 
Your love for the 
success of the cause 
will determine your 
efforts. Harness up 
this talent and 
make it pull in 
others.” Into each 
of these envelopes 
was slipped one 
cent. The ten 
mills of this copper 
coin represented ten talents, and after the 
envelopes were distributed the recipients 
were instructed to invest the money found 
therein, adding to it first, if they saw fit, or 
utilizing just the original one cent in such a 
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MR. KARNS'S CHURCH, THE DEBT ON WHICH WAS WIPED OFF RY HIS 
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INGENIOUS SCHEME, 


TALENT” 
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manner that in a given time the amount 
would have multiplied a hundredfold. The 
idea was a lucky one. The congregation of 
Mr. Karns’s church is not wealthy, and very 
likely each member would hesitate long 
before donating 
a useful sum 
towards wiping 
out the debt, but 
eachimmediately 
was captivated 
by the novel 
scheme for rais- 
ing money, and 
all set to work 
with a will to 
make the pastor's 
idea a success. 
After service 
the congregation 
met in the vestry 
to devise ways 
and means of first increasing, then properly 
investing, their capital. They formed them- 
selves into classes, members of the first section 
pledging themselves to increase their one 
talent to a hundred; Class 2 consisted of 
those who promised to devise a way of return- 
ing $2 in place of the present sum in hand, 
one cent ; the third 
class saw their way 
clear to invest their 
money so as to 
make it yield $3, 
and members of the 
$5 and $10 divi- 
sions pledged them- 
selves each one to 
return the amount 
signified by the 
name of their 
section at the 
general meeting, 
which will be held 
about the middle of 
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September. 
The plans for 
making money 


which the congrega- 
tion conceived were 
amusing, and 
almost equalled in 
originality their 
pastor’s innovation. 
Five dollars capital seemed at first a very 
small amount with which to raise enough 
money to cancel a church debt of some 
hundreds of dollars; but if each of the 
five hundred persons receiving an envelope 
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containing the one cent returns it with its 
contents doubled two hundredfoid, that 
would make a total of $1,000, and as 
many have pledged themselves to earn twice 
that sum it can be readily seen that the debt 
will not only be wiped out but that a sub- 
stantial surplus wili also remain in the church 
treasury. ‘This merely proves what a little 
originality and courage to set aside conven- 
tionalities will accomplish—how it will solve 
that all-trying problem of 
money - raising. What 
matters it whether the 
methods to secure suc- 
cess, so long as they be 
honest, are put forth in 
the market or the pulpit ? 


“Tl wager $1,000 that 
I can gain fifteen converts 
within two weeks in any 
church lent to me,” was 
the startling proposition 
made by Mr. Duke M. 
Karson, the banker-min- 
ister, a short time ago. A 
bet made by a man of the 
cloth! The idea was 
alarming at first, but upon 
giving it careful considera- 
tion the pastor of the 
First Methodist Church 
of Chicago took up the 
challenge and turned over his church to Mr. 
Farson. ~: 

This banker - preacher is a revivalist of 
great renown, and although he has a church 
of his own he believes that the ministers of 
to-day need stirring up. He -thinks they are 
too much hampered by conventionalities, 
and in order to arouse them to enthusiasm 
and to gather the people he laid this strange 
wager. 

Mr. Farson does not confine the proposi- 
tion to one church: he is willing to extend 
the offer indefi- 
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nitely. He feels 
pretty safe in 
venturing this, 


for his powers as 
a revivalist have 
been frequently 
tested and 
proved irresist- 
ible. If the 
church which 
accepts the chal- 
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richer by fifteen members ; if Mr. Farson fails 
to win the converts the church will have 
$1,000 added to its treasury. 

The banker-revivalist is a very interesting 
and original character, and although a busy 
man in the world of money-making, with 
several big enterprises demanding his con- 
stant attention, he still finds time for religious 
duties and has been a prominent factor in 
some of the greatest revivals that have ever 
swept the United States. 

About two years ago he 
built a church, a beautiful 
structure with a seating 
capacity of about two 
hundred persons, and it 
is the proud boast of the 
creator that the church is 
the scene of a permanent 
revival, and that its pro- 
sperous condition is due 
to the fact that it is run 
on strictly up-to -date 
principles. Certain is it 
that no preacher ever drew 
larger crowds than has Mr. 
Farson been collecting 
since his bet. ‘There is 
something exciting in a 
contest of any kind which 
always draws a crowd, 
and Mr. Farson realized 
that when he made 
his startling announcement. 


»~ At Cincinnati, in the United States, Dr. 
Robbins, of Lincoln Park Baptist Church in 
that town, determined to provide a nursery 
in connection with his church in order that 
babies might be taken care of whilst the 
mothers attended the services. He had for 
this purpose one of the galleries of the church 
fitted up with cots, in which the babies can 
sleep peacefully and leave the mothers to take 
part in the public worship. Should any of 
the babies awake, 
a trained nurse 
is immediately at 
hand to soothe 
and quiet it off 
to sleep again. 
There is also a 
nursery in con- 
nection with a 
church at Brook- 
lyn. It is situated 
in the basement, 
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and baby carriages for the infants, while for 
older children toys of ail sorts are provided, 
and the little ones are under the care of 
voluntary nurses. Even the question of food 
has been provided for. 

This, as can be readily seen, will prove a 
great inducement to the mothers, and many 
who could not leave their little ones alone 
long enough to attend church will now be 
able to enjoy a morning service with a free 
mind, knowing that the children are being 
well cared for. 


The Rev. M. 1.. Sornborger, of the Caron- 
delet Christian 
Church, St. 
Louis, Missouri, 
is the only 
preacher known 
who gives his 
congregation 
pictorial sermons 
from oil-paint- 
ings and draw- 
ings which he 
himself executes. 
He discovered 
that his congrega- 
tion was dimin- 
ishing in num- 
bers, and con- 
ceived this 
method of bring- 
ing back the 
delinquent ones 
and of | gaining 
new members. 
He draws maps 
or sketches Bib- 
lical scenes while 
delivering a 
sermon, and 
brings vividly 
before the people 
the life of Christ 
by showing them 
huge oil- paint- 
ings, his own work, descriptive of the teat 
from which he preaches. 

This new departure from the beaten and 
long-trodden paths of the regulation methods 
of preaching in a dry, prosaic manner, merely 
presenting the Scriptures to the people in the 
language of the present with a few thoughts 
and theories of the speaker added, caused 
quite a stir among the ministry and people of 
the town, and Mr. Sornborger was severely 
censured for “ trying to turn a church service 
into a week-day entertainment.” But having 








From u) 


Digitized by Goi gle 


THE STRAND 





THE REV. M. L. SORNKORGER, WITH ONE OF HIS LARGEST PICTURES, 


REPRESENTING THE CRUCIFIXION. 


MAGAZINE. 


the courage of his convictions, and feeling 
sure that he was working in the right 
direction, he continued to illustrate his 
sermons and make the Sunday services as 
attractive as possible. 

At first the congregation was small and 
composed chiefly of those who came from 
curiosity, but in a short time the curious 
ones became interested and brought their 
friends, and in a few months the members 
had more than doubled in number. The 
sermons were plain, simple, straightforward 
talks, illustrated in a most beautiful manner. 
All the terrifying scenes were omitted in 
Mr. Sornborgers 
sermons, and he 
told the story of 
Christs life on 
earth in such a 
manner as to 
bring forward the 
purity of the 
Saviour, the no- 
bility of His 
character, and 
the loving-kind- 
ness shown by 
His deeds. 

This method 
of congregation- 
luring worked 
like a charm. At- 
tracted first by 
the novelty of 
the thing, the 
people flocked to 
criticise, but they 
remained to en- 
joy. Mr. Soin- 
borger reasons 
that to hold a 
congregation a 
minister must 
make his dis- 
courses interest- 
ing and enter- 
taining as weil as 
instructive. He is very democratic, both in 
theory and practice, believing that all men are 
created equal. His sermons are not known 
by that name, but are styled talks or lectures. 
This up-to date disciple of Christ maintains 
that kindred emotions govern all mankind. 
He therefore selects passages from the Bible 
best calculated to appeal to the highest feel- 
ings of every member of his congregation. 
He claims that many of the word-pictures 
found in the Bible are vague and beyond the 
power of the mind to grasp on the instant, 
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unless assisted in some material way. Con- 
sequently he gives long and earnest thought 
to these passages, and then reproduces with 
pencil or brush upon the canvas the picture 
therein given before presenting the theme to 
the congregation. Thus the eye as well as 
the mind is appealed to, and the two working 
together form an adequate conception of 
scenes which mere words alone would fail to 
convey. 

The first painting presented by Mr. Sorn- 
borger was a huge canvas roft. by r4ft., 
illustrating “ Jesus’ Triumphal Entry into 
Jerusalem.” He endeavoured to give the 
atmosphere of the 
times and thé character 
of the people. ‘lhe 
innovation proved so 
successful that Mr. 
Sornborger continued 
to paint pictures to 
illustrate his sermons, 
and he frequently con- 
structs maps and charts 
during the course of 
his talks, making clear 
any point which 
seems at all obscure. 
These sermons, illus- 
trated in the pulpit, 
leave a lasting impres- 
sion upon the minds 
of the congregation. 
Undoubtedly an audi- 
ence remembers scenes 
shown in colour and 
form, as well as by 
words, long after those 
depicted by mere 
verbal eloquence are 
forgotten. The 
memory seldom loses a picture once shown 
to the eye. 


After the sense of sight next in importance 
is that of hearing. Music is the magic which 
attracts a crowd when everything else fails, 
and a church with a good choir is nearly 
always sure of a large congregation. When 
novelty is added to quality the result is 
bound to be gratifying, if the end in view is 
that of attracting numbers. A church choir 
composed exclusively of Chinese vocalists 
and accompanied on the organ by a young 
Chinese matron-is one of the unique practical 
results of Christian efforts in San Francisco. 
At the Presbyterian Chinese Church, in 
Stockton Street, a Chinese congregation 
composed of men, women, children, and 
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infants in arms attend worship every Sunday. 
The musical service is rendered by a double 
quartette of male and female voices. ‘To ac- 
complish this result has required years of zeal 
and hope, but the Rev. S. M. Condit and his 
missionary wife have known no wavering in 
their efforts. At every service Dr. Condit 
presides. In 1866, when Dr. Loomis effected 
a church organization, he found difficulty in 
bringing the men and women together for 
worship. There was a religious and social 
chasm that the men shrank from crossing. 
Concessions were made, and the women 
were allowed to worship behind screens and 
curtains. When, in 
1870, Dr. Condit came 
to work as a Chinese 
missionary, curtains 
and screens finally dis- 
appeared. Then the 
converts became more 
confident. But it was 
not until a choir was 
organized that they 
really took hold of the 
work with enthusiasm. 
They now have a 
flourishing church, 
which is attended not 
only by the Chinese 
converts, but which 
enrolls upon its mem- 
bership list many 
Americans. 


The new Central 
Christian Church of 
Indiana is the first 
religious edifice in 
America to have a 
roof-garden The 
popularity of open-air services has for many 
years been growing, and the Rev. E. B. 
Widger, pastor of the Central Christian 
Church, conceived the idea of adding to the 
new church a place where services could be 
held in the open air. The suggestion gained 
favour among the congregation, and when the 
new building was erected it was adorned by 
a roof-garden where Divine service could be 
held in the summer, especially on Sunday 
evenings, and church entertainments given 
when it is too hot to sit comfortably indoors. 
The garden is covered by a slate roof for 
protection in case of a sudden storm. ‘The 
sides are open except for a screen wiring, 
which is strerched entirely around the garden 
as a discouragement to insects and a preven- 
tive against possible accidents, 
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SERVICES, 

The idea of a roof-garden connected with 
the church, or rather as a part of the church, 
was adopted by Mr. Widger as a means of 
drawing and holding a congregation during 
the hot summer months. The innovation 
met with little or no opposition. When the 
garden was first opened the days were warm 
and everyone was eager for a place where 
open-air services could be held, and the idea 
of the roof-garden has so far met with every 
expectation. ‘The church proper is beautifully 
situated, being located in a thinly-built-up 
portion of the city and ona slight elevation, 
so that the breezes sweep over it from all 
four points. The roof-garden is 53ft. by 
75ft., and has a seating capacity of about one 
thousand. ‘The floor resembles a steamer 
deck and is highly polished. The roof is one- 
fourth pitched and is of heavy and substantial 
slate. It is supported by seven posts, 8in. 
by 8in. and g%4ft. apart. ‘he plate which 
finishes the top of these posts for the support 
of the rafters at the wall-edge is oft. in depth. 

The garden is surrounded by a balustrade 
3 tft. high, finished with elaborately carved 
brackets at all four sides. Inside shutters, 
which can be removed at will, are provided 
for use in severe storms or unexpected cold 
spells. The auditorium contains a movable 
platform, which extends across the room 
nearest the highest tower of the church. 
There are three stairways leading to the 
garden, one from each turret. ‘The little 
inclosures which are formed by these towers 
are used as cloak-rooms. The ladies of 
the parish have taken quite an interest in 
the garden, and have made it beautiful 
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with potted plants and 
vines. 


The Rev. A. W. Hobson, 
“the Man in Red,” is 
attracting a great deal of 
comment just now. He 
preached his first sermon 
at Lyons, Nebraska, twenty 
years ago, but four years of 
his ministerial life were 
spent in Pueblo, Colorado. 
He appears in the pulpit 
clad in a red robe. Not 
long ago he purchased the 
church building in which 
he conducts services. He 
performs the necessary 
janitor service, is his own 
sexton, and makes what- 
ever repairs there may be 
needed. He also provides 
light and heat. It is Mr. Hobson’s boast 
that he never takes a collection. His 
church is supported by free-will offerings. 

Until he entered the pulpit clad in a red 
robe, and announced his intention of wearing 
the same while conducting Sunday services, 





THR REV. C. H. TYNDALL, WHO USES WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY 
From a) IN HIS CHURCH. [ Photo. 


his church was a small one. The originality 
of Mr. Hobson’s departure from the beaten 
path caught the eye of the people in that 
vicinity, and through his courageous efforts 
he has succeeded in making his charge a 
Jarge and prosperous one. 
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With breathless interest a large and 
fashionable congregation watched the practi- 
cal illustration by wireless messages given by 
the Rev. Dr. C. H. Tyndall, who preached a 
powerful and interesting sermon on “ Wire- 
less Telegraphy and its 
Spiritual Similitudes” in 
the Dutch Reform Church 
of New York. The demon- 
strating in the church of 
this newly-discovered 
science proved Dr. Tyndall 
to be a thoroughly pro- 
gressive man. Surrounded 
by batteries and other 
electrical appliances, com- 
prising a complete set of 
apparatus similar -to that 
used by Marconi, the 
preacher stood in his pulpit 
and delivered his unique 
discourse. Dr. Tyndall 
sent and received from 
different parts of the 
church messages by wire- 
less telegraphy, explaining 
the system to his con- 
gregation and pointing his 
Bible truths. ‘The experi- 
ment was a complete success, and besides 
proving the value of the science it accom- 
plished the thing which Mr. Tyndall has most 
at heart, that of interesting his people. 


From aj 


The First Baptist Church of Columbus, 
Ohio, has a pastor who utilizes the telephone 
in his Sunday services. As many members 
of his parish were ill and could not attend 
the services Mr. 
Barbour con- 
sulted the officers 
of the Telephone 
Company of that 
city and made 
arrangements 
that enabled him 
to reach every 
absent member 
of his congrega- 
tion while preach- 
ing to those pre- 
sent in the 
church. An 
ordinary trans- 
mitter is placed 
on a small table 
beside which Mr. 
Barbour stands 
while preaching 
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or reading. The organ and choir are behind 
the pulpit in a direct line with the transmitter, 
and the music as well as the rest of the service 
is distinctly heard by all connected with the 
church by telephone. Hours before the ser- 
vice begins requests to be 
connected with the church 
commence to come to the 
central office, for as yet 
only a limited number can 
use the line, although 
switch-boards have been 
made which enable one 
listener to hang up the 
receiver without cutting 
off the rest. Besides those 
who use the telephone 
because illness prevents 
them from actually attend- 
ing a service there are a 
vast number who are 
barred from attending the 
church by business duties, 
who eagerly listen to the 
service over the wires. 
The novelty of the thing 
has interested many who 
for years have not listened 
to a sermon, and who now 
regularly set aside half an hour, at least, every 
Sunday in which to enjoy this remarkable 
telephone service. It is not a church. It isa 
movement to supplement church work by an 
approach on broad moral planes to intelligent 
men and women who hold aloof from Estab- 
lished Church lines. It is intended to affect 
public sentiment and to make a religious 
atmosphere. Not being a church, it has no 
regular = chuich 
member: hip, nor 
a church organi- 
zation other than 
that of an in- 
corporation to 
insure’ public 


int 
A confidence. 
Spee 
Te s GN 
HE This is the 
way in which the 
Rev. Thomas 


Edward Barr 
characterizes the 
work of the 
“ Peoples Pul- 
pit,” which now, 
after several 
months in the 
experimental 
stage, is estab 
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lished on a permanent basis, with many 
of Milwaukee’s leading men lending their 
names and support to further the move- 
ment so successfully begun. Mr. Barr 
has no especial creed, neither has he one 
particular congregation to whom he preaches 
Sunday after Sunday. His services are 
purely non-sectarian, and 
are at present held in a 
large theatre. The at- 
tendance at Mr. Barr’s 
services is representative 
of every form of religious 
faith and non-faith, and it 
is peculiar in two respects. 
In the first place, there 
has been a preponderance 
of men—a condition hard 
to find in any church in 
the city. In the second 
place, there has been a 
surprisingly large number 
of persons having no 
regular church who have 
been regular attendants ; 
though it is equally true 
that few congregations in 
the city present a higher 
average of culture and in- 
telligence. By this daring 
procedure Mr. Barr has 
brought more persons in touch with the Word 
of God than any other one minister in 
America. He draws those who would, if it 
were not for the “ People’s Pulpit,” spend 
Sunday in a round of gaiety, for many 
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members of his congregation belong to that 
class of people which the orthodox Church 
repels rather than attracts. 


Reading, Pennsylvania, is noted for its up- 
to-date ministers who have devised original 
schemes for holding their congregations. 

: Chief among the pro- 
gressive pastors of 
this city is the Rev. Dr. 
Richard Harcourt, head 
of the People’s Methodist 
Church, who has become 
famous for advancing 
novel ideas. His last 
innovation is that of offer- 
ing an inducement of one 
gold dollar to mothers to 
have their children bap- 
tized. ‘This dollar will be 
deposited in one of the 
local trust companies, at 
compound interest, in the 
name of the child 
christened, and is not to 
be drawn until the child 
is twenty-one years of 
age. This offer extends 
beyond Dr. Harcourt’s 
own parish, to any person 

: ` who may care to present 
their child for baptismal privileges. Dr. Har- 
court bases this remarkable plan on a passage 
of Scripture, which states that Wise Men of 
the East presented the infant Jesus with gold, 
incense, and myrrh, 
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The Rev. W. E. Needham, of New 
York, stands high among the divines who 
have originated remarkable devices for 
attracting a congregation. Mr. Needham is 
known as “the chalk-talk preacher.” He is 
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is a sigh of regret when they are erased to 
make room for others. It is no unusual 
thing for Mr. Needham to execute as many 
as ten of these huge drawings during a morn- 
ing sermon. He has a true hand and an 





Frum u) 


THE REV. 


pastor of the fashionable Calvary Baptist 
Church in Brooklyn and has done good work 
in this parish, which consists of men and women 
who are so satiated with both social and 
religious novelties that it is a most difficult 
thing for a pastor to interest them. Having 
a gift for drawing and a fertile imagina- 
tion, as well as being liberal in his views, 
Mr. Needham gained favour in the eyes 
of his congregation by his latest innova- 
tion, which is proving very successful. He 
illustrates his sermons by drawings upon a 
black-board, which he executes during his 
discourse. The black-board is a huge one, 
placed in the pulpit itself, and with coloured 
chalks the pastor sketches the scenes he 
describes. Some are so beautiful that there 
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artists eye for the blending of colours, so 
the effects produced are frequently beautiful. 
In order to vary the programme as much 
as possible, and thus prevent the novelty 
from wearing off too soon, Mr. Needham 
frequently gives his entire evening sermon 
by means of these drawings, not uttering a 
word, but allowing the pictures to tell the 
story. Both morning and evening services 
are largely attended, and this work proves 
most successful in the Sunday-school. The 
young folks and children enjoy the pictured 
lessons, and it stands to reason that the atten- 
tion of the Sunday-school classes will be 
held much more closely by these “ chalk- 
talks ” than would be possible by mere word- 
sermons. 
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By WINIFRED GRAHAM. 


TALL, handsome woman, 
elaborately gowned, swept 
YA down a marble staircase with 

S) stately tread. 

“We shall be late,” she 
said, glancing at the clock. 

Her husband helped her into an opera- 
cloak of crushed strawberry velvet and 
ermine. She threw him a little smile of 
thanks. He was the good-looking, useful 
accessory to her household, an establishment 
made luxurious by her wealth. The husband, 
by no means an idle man, worked hard that 
he might not be entirely dependent on his 
wife’s fortune. 

“Have you been upstairs to kiss Tiny?” 
he asked, ready to excuse Isobel’s un- 
punctuality as he thought of the very kissable 
little person in a blue and white bed on the 
top floor. 

“No, I hadnt a moment to spare; she 
won’t expect me.” 

Mrs. Alfred Guest preceded her husband 
into the carriage. She was so busy gathering 
up her trailing draperies she did not look at 
the nursery window above. 
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There a wistful little face—pressed like 
a rosebud against the glass-—watched the 
brougham, with its pair of dashing horses, 
whirl away into the darkness. 

“ Good-night, my beautiful mamma,” said 
an unheard voice, while unseen lips and 
fingers blew the neglected kiss through iron 
bars. 

“Poor mamma, how busy she is!” said 
Tiny to herself ; “it must be hard work for 
her living in London and going out so 
much.” 

The small person crept back to bed, with a 
sigh. 

“I neednt have kept awake, 
thought perhaps she would come.” 

The words had no bitterness in them for 
“ beautiful mamma.” 

The usual pile of letters awaited Mr. and 
Mrs. Guest on their return. 

Isobel sank yawning into a seat and 
scanned the handwritings. 

“ One from father,” she announced. “I 
wonder if it’s anything disagreeable! He has 
been very cantankerous lately. Don’t you 
think it is rather awful—to feel I am entirely 


but I 
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at his mercy, that the £3,000 a year he 
allows me is only a gift, which he could 
withdraw at any moment? I’ve a nasty pre- 
sentiment about this letter—see, my hand 
trembles—guilty conscience, perhaps. I hate 
being scolded. Open it for me, Alfred,” 
handing him the envelope. “Father is the 
only person in the world I am afraid of.” 

Her husband broke the seal. She leant 
back and closed her eyes. He read in 
silence, then he came behind her and 
stroked the soft brown hair gently. 

“You were right,” he said, “it is bad 
news. How did you know?” 

She started up. 

“I didn’t know; give ime the letter,” 
snatching it from his hand. 

Only the sound of her heavy breathing 
and the quick turning of the sheets broke the 
intense silence. 

“Cruel!” she exclaimed, crushing the 
paper upon which her 
passionate tears fell. 

Alfred took her in his 
arms. 

“ Don’t mind, dearest,” 
he whispered ; “PI work 
for you; I’m making 
£500 a year — we can 
live on that. Let us show 
a brave face ; money isn’t 
everything, you know.” 

“But what have I 
done to be punished like 
this?” she asked. “ He 
calls me ‘an extravagant 
worldling,’ he accuses me 
of living an idle, selfish, 
godless life—he—he 
wants me to taste poverty, 
my own father—think of 
it, Alfred, and tell me, is 
it not cruel? ” 

“Yes,” he said, “I 
think it is cruel. He 
should have brought you 
up differently: you must 
explain this to him. You 
will go to-morrow, of 
course ?” 

She shook her head, 
making a sudden re- 
solve. 

“No, I am too proud 
to beg. If he likes to treat me so unjustly, 
I must bear it. In time he may relent, 
stung by my silent reproach. He thinks I 
shall be on my knees. All these years, and 


he does not really know me! 1 have made 
Vol. xxii.--40, 
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up my mind, we must live on your £500 a 
year, and try the other side of life. We can 
but do our best to be plucky! Here’s my 
hand on it, Alfred ; I feel quite brave now 
—I won’t cry any more.” 

She looked her husband straight in the 
eyes with a flickering smile which brought a 
lump to his throat. 

“You're a brick, Isobel !” he said. 


Tiny was talking over the garden-wall—a 
small, narrow garden, built on exactly the 
same pattern as many others in the row, just 
four brick walls, with a summer-house of in- 
expensive make, a lawn, a path, and one 
flower-bed. 

Tiny had scrambled on the top of the 
summer-house to inspect more closely a florid 
girl, with red arms, who was hanging out 
some fluttering garments on a clothes-line. 

“I wish we hung our washing out,” said 





tI WISH WE HUNG OUR WASHING OUT,’ SAID TINY,” 


Tiny, her eyes kindling with appreciation ; 
“its such fun when the wind makes the 
things all fat. I just love living here and 
being able to talk over the wall. The last 
place we were at was very slow.” 
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“Tt does one good to see your happy face,” 
answered the florid girl, as she pegged up a 
striped petticoat. 

“I wasn’t nearly so happy in Berkeley 
Square ; you see, poor mamma had such a 
lot to do, she couldn’t find time to be with 
me.” 

“ Was she housekeeper to some of them 
swells ?” asked the voice in the next garden. 

‘Tiny looked puzzled at the question, then 
continued her innocent information. 

“She looked after our own House. I had 
to put on my white silk dress every afternoon 
at five, and keep ever so clean—it was such 
a nuisance! It doesn’t matter here, because 
visitors don’t come. Mamma is taking me 
to London to-day for my birthday treat ; last 
year I had a big party, but this time we are 
going to the Zoo instead.” 

The florid girl watched the childish figure 
slide nimbly back to the grass. 

“Seems they’ve come down in the world,” 
she said to herself, “and the little ’un’s awful 
pleased.” 

Tiny, with flushed face wreathed in smiles, 
started witb “beautiful mamma” on her 
first pleasure excursion since migrating to 
the suburbs. It was a day of wild joy and 
untold delights. 

“We may go in the lovely open part of 
the train?” said ‘Tiny, watching with satis- 
faction the procuring of pink tickets. She 
felt sure the pink tickets were far superior to 
white, because the compartment was so airy 
and the passengers could be seen in the next 
two or three carriages. A gentleman with a 
banjo favoured them by playing “ Home, 
Sweet Home,” and collected coppers at the 
finish. The novelty charmed Tiny—she 
kept telling mamma how charming it all 
was. 

“ You know,” she said, as they drove gaily 
along on the top of an omnibus, “our 
brougham always seemed just like a prison 
to me.” 

“Did it? ” queried Mrs. Guest. ‘I 
wonder why !” 

There was a strange note in her voice. 
She wiped the corner of her eye, declaring a 
tiresome fly made it water. 

“ Well, one felt so shut in and lonely. I 
daresay you noticed it yourself. I’ve been 
wondering why everything is so much nicer 
now—why you stay at home with me in that 
dear little house, and don’t bother to put on 
grand dresses. Do tell me, mamma.” 

“Tt is yrandpapa’s doing,” replied Mrs. 
Guest, and her fingers tightened over the 
little hand she held in her own. 
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“Dear grandpapa! He was always so 
kind,” murmured ‘liny. 

“ Yes—he-—he used to be kind to you. 
He liked you because you were not frightened 
of him.” 

Mrs. Guest spoke quickly, and, fearing 
further questioning, changed the subject. 
Why spoil Tiny’s happiness by souring her 
trustful, childish mind? Why let her suspect 
the heartache, the soreness, that rankled 
under every smile? 

The long day proved one of weariness to 
Mrs. Guest; she came home thoroughly 
tired. Tiny looked as fresh as when they 
started, and wished they could go again 
to-morrow. 

“Tye been thinking over these jolly times 
being all grandpapa’s doing,” she said. “I 
should like to write him a letter, mamma, to 
thank him very, very much.” 

Mrs. Guest caught the child to her heart. 
The strain of the long day, and the fatigue 
of struggling to appear cheerful before Tiny, 
proved too much for the nerve-weary woman. 
These simple words, spoken so earnestly, 
broke down her fortitude, opening the flood- 
gate of her tears. 

“Don't, Tiny; don’t say such things, 
darling. I can’t bear it; I can’t, indeed! 
Thank him when I am so miserable? Oh! 
child, if you only knew !” ‘Tiny gazed at her, 
astonished and bewildered. 

“ Mamma,” she pleaded, “ please, please 
don’t cry !” putting her handkerchief to Mrs. 
Guest’s eyes, the same little handkerchiet 
crumby from cake which had been lavishly 
bestowed upon the elephant and bear. 
“ Mummy, darling, I want to comfort you ; 
what can I do? I thought you loved this 
place too, Grandpapa can’t know you don’t 
like it; poor grandpapa, to think of his 
making such a mistake, and it hasn’t pleased 
you, after all. He would be so sorry if he 
knew. Dearest, let us go back to Berkeley 
Square, I really won’t mind very much.” 

“We can’t go back, not without grand- 
papa’s consent, so don’t think of it any more. 
I was a little tired, that’s all. My head 
aches. You must go to bed, and not 
worry about it. I shall be all right in the 
morning.” 

The child went sadly and silently upstairs. 
The joy of the past day vanished. The 
mystery of sorrow was working for the first 
time in her young life. It came as a great 
shock, the knowledge that “beautiful 
mamma” was not happy. 

“Tf I told grandpapa,” she said to herself, 
“he would alter it all.” 





BEAUTIFUL MAMMA. 


The thought brought a selfish little pang. 
Here, in this small red house, she was never 
lonely. Mamma stayed so much at home, 
it seemed hard to have to go back to the 
nursery on the top floor and the little prison 
on wheels. But the selfish thought only 
stayed a moment, for Tiny remembered 
mamma’s tears, and felt she could never 
expect grandpapa to forgive her if she did 
not speak. 

“I must certainly go and see him, but TIl 
write a letter first,” she said. 

Tiny fetched a sheet of paper and wrote 
in her big round hand :— 

“ IDEAR GRANDFUPA,—Please I want to 
come and see you. Please send a survant 
for me, we have only to, and they are always 
busy. 

“Your loving grandchilled, 
“ Tiny.” 

She borrowed a stamp from cook, and 
posted the letter without telling “ beautiful 
mamma.” 

“Its to be a sur- 
prise !” she said. 

The following day, 
when Mrs. Guest was 
out marketing, a landau 
with a maid in it arrived 
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quent frivolity. He considered as a wife and 
mother she neglected her duties, and saw in 
the bread of poverty a remedy against world- 
liness. There was a ring of confidence in 
Tiny’s little letter which he could not resist ; 
now he awaited her somewhat uneasily. It 
was possible Isobel had poisoned the child’s 
mind against him. What if he missed the 
old loving assurance? What if she treated 
him with a show of baby scorn and infantile 
disdain? The mere idea seemed to wither 
the old man as he watched the door and 
nervously stirred the fire, which crackled and 
hissed cheerfully. At last a step outside 
warned him his visitor had arrived. 

“I wish to see no one but Miss Tiny,” he 
told the footman, and the little pattering feet 
along the passage were unmistakable. 

As she ran towards him with outstretched 
arms all doubts vanished. The same warm 
kiss met his lips, the fervent hug, the glowing 
smile, told their own story. 





for Miss ‘Tiny. 

The little girl nodded 
confidentially to cook, 
and told her in an 
undertone that the big 
carriage had come in 
answer to her letter ; it 
would be all right abou: 
the stamp. As Tiny 
drove away she saw the 
florid girl in the garder: 
next door watching her 
open - mouthed: Tiny 
turned back and waved 
violently. The florid 
girl appeared too aston- 
ished to return the 
civility, and a moment 
later the dashing grey 
horses were out of 
sight. 

A beetle-browed old 
man sat alone by his 
study fire. His square 
jaw told of obstinacy ; 
the one soft spot in his - 4z 
nature was for children. 

He had spoilt his only -> 
daughter Isobel, and 
then resented her conse- 
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“ It was such a long drive—all the way to 
London,” she said, as she scrambled on his 
knee. “I thought it would never end ; and 
then I got the fidgets. Do please unfasten 
my shoe for me, the pins and needles are 
playing with my toes !” 

The beetle-browed old gentleman with 
the fierce moustache and determined jaw 
wrestled with the shoe-lace, which became 
so hopelessly knotted that Tiny grew im- 
patient, declaring it did not matter, as the 
pins and needles had run away. 

“How do you like your new house?” 
asked her grandfather, casually. “I suppose 
it’s rather small ? ” 

He longed to hear the details of their life, 
but feared to manifest a deep concern. 

“Yes,” said Tiny, “a dear little place ; 
you would like it, I know, and I veit!” 

“ Thats lucky.” 

“I thought mamma 
was just as happy until 
yesterday. She laughed 
and smiled and played 
games with me, for 
there is room to run 
about in the garden at 
the back. She said it 
was grandpapa’s doing, 
and I wanted to come 
and thank you, but all 
in a moment I found 
out about your mistake. 
She could not keep it 
secret any longer, be- 
cause she got a head- 
ache with mending my 
stockings and making 
the beds before we 
started for the Zoo. 
We get up so much 
earlier than we used to 
in London.” 

“ My mistake ! 
do you mean ?” 

“Why, she does not 
like being there at all, 
that’s the trouble of it! 
You wanted to be so 
kind to her, to give us 


How 


SS 


all a great treat, and 

really mamma wasn’t Be 
enjoying herself a 

bit. She just pretended because I was so 
happy, but now I know, you see, I sha’n’t 
enjoy it any more, so I want to take 
‘beautiful mamma’ back to Berkeley 


Square. It was lovely of you to plan 
it, and I’m afraid you'll be ever so dis- 
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appointed, but please try not to mind very 
much.” 

Tiny stroked his cheek consolingly with 
her soft little fingers. The thought of leaving 
the red villa made her very sad, but she 
stifled her own wishes with an effort. It was 
a sacrifice made gladly for one she loved. 

The old man sat staring at the flickering 
flames with eyes dilated and lips slightly 
apart. 

“ Did you only find this out yesterday ? ” 
he asked, at last. 

Tiny nodded. 

“You never heard a word of complaint 
before or saw your mother crying ? You 
thought she was happy like yourself ? ” 

“ Of course I did.” 

“ And you loved me just the same?” 

Tiny hesitated, her cheeks grew pink. “I 








1 THINK,’ SHE CONFESSED, ‘1 LOVED YOU A LITTLE MORE.’” 


think,” she confessed, “I loved you a litle 
more—that was because I felt so much obliged 
to you.” 
“ Your father—did he seem happy too?” 
“T think so, but he stayed working late at 
the office; I was always in bed when he came 
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home. Tonly saw him in the mornings, then 
he was eating his breakfast so fast to catch a 
train we hadn’t any time to talk.” 

“I see, it must be very bad for his 
digestion.” 

“No, I don’t think so. ‘The food we eat 
now is very plain ; we sent our old cook away. 
The new cook is much nicer, she allows me 
to go in the kitchen and help her make pud- 
dings. She lent me the stamp on that letter 
I sent you. I did not want mamma to see 
it, because I knew she would not like you to 
be disappointed after meaning to be so kind. 
Shall you mind arranging for us to go back 
to the big house very much?” 

Tiny spoke with deep concern. Her clear 
blue eyes, fixed on the sphinx-like features of 
the. old man, seemed looking him through 
and through. He reddened to the roots of 
his grey hair, and then his head bent low 
over Tiny’s curls, so that she could no longer 
see his face. 

‘“‘Grandpapa, are you asleep ?” she asked. 

He started. 

“No, no; I was only thinking. Will 
you be my postman and take a letter back 
safely to mamma? Mind, it will be a very 
important letter to trust to such a little girl 
as you.” 

“TI hold it tight in my hand all the way,” 
she replied, as he put her gently down and 
drew his chair to a big oak desk. Tiny 
leant against his knee as he wrote. The 
feeling of the little form resting so securely 
against him sent a wave of emotion over the 
stern old man. His letter consisted of but 
one sentence :— 

“Tiny tells me I have made a mis- 
tike!” 


“Ts that all? < 


she asked. ‘It looks such 
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a very little letter ; and where’s the beginning 
and the ending ?” 

“Dont be in a hurry, Puss--there is 
something more to come.” He opened a 
narrow blue book and tore out a sheet, upon 
which he wrote Isobel’s name and some 
figures which Tiny could not read. 

“ Why are you crossing it out ?” asked the 
small voice at his elbow. 

“That is in case you lose my letter—a 
cheque has to be made safe. I daresay you 
are the first little girl of your age who has 
ever been intrusted with £43,000.” 

“Tt sounds a lot of money,” said Tiny. 

“Yes. Money is a great power ; it makes 
and mars lives. You are too young yet to 
understand, but tell mamma that is her 
allowance to the end of this short year. On 
New Year’s Day she shall hear from me 
again. But I will come and see her at the 
little house to-morrow and sample a dinner 
by the new cook who lets you help with the 
puddings. Pray don’t forget to pay ber that 
stamp, for I’m very pleased you wrote. It 
was so clever of you to find out my mistake.” 

He patted Tiny on the head. 

“Are you satisfied, little woman?” he 
asked, as he handed her the letter. 

“ Oh, yes, because mamma will like it, and 
I’m glad, of course, for her.” 

But as Tiny spoke she thought of the 
happy days now gone for ever, of the pink 
railway tickets and the bounding omnibus, 
of a small garden overlooking quaint, inflated 
garments swinging in the breeze, of the 
countless joys she would taste no more. 

As if to convince herself she repeated 
again, in a quavering undertone :—- 

“I am glad, so glad, for my beautiful 
mamma.” 
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By BrECKLES WILLSON. 


O much has been said and 
written lately on the subject 
of “American expansion ” 
that it is a relief to turn to an 
altogether different and fanciful 
process of expansion which 
took place some centuries ago without attract- 
ing then, or attracting yet, all the attention 
it deserves. 

When an enterprising medizval philosopher 
beheld an elephant or a comet for the first 
time, we naturally infer that his nerves were 
shaken a little, so that when he came 
to describe his phenomenon to a race of 
people unfamiliar with elephants or comets 
the idea was not conveyed in so faithful 
a manner as would satisfy the requirements 
of a modern zoologist or astronomer. And 
this, we imagine, must have been the case 
with most of the ancient cosmographers who 
actually saw the New World and straightway 
set down their impressions upon parchment. 

If this hypothesis be not correct, then the 
volcanic and glacial ages are, so far as the 
Western hemisphere is con- 
cerned, much nearer our time 
than science would have us 
believe. North America and 
its fellow - continent, South 
America, were by no means 
yesterday what they now appear 
to sailors, travellers, geogra- 
phers, and even stay-at-home 
folk, who are familiar with their 
configuration as it appears in 
their favourite atlas to-day. 

No; the fact seems to be 
(always assuming that these 
learned European carto- 
graphers were correct in their 
representations) the New World 
only began to settle down peace- 
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fully to its present familiar outlines about the 
time that its people began to be stirred up 
politically, and the long process of change 
—sometimes violent (as the reader may see 
by a glance at the accompanying maps), and 
always peculiar—only came to an end about 
the period of the Declaration of Indepen- 
dence. 

On the other hand, the reader must leave 
to himself a loophole of escape from the 
logical consequence of these deductions: 
there is always the possibility that these 
ancient draughtsmen were careless handlers 
of the truth, and the possessors of very vivid 
imaginations. It may be that the New 
World has never altered a jot in its coast- 
lines from Columbus’s day to our own ; and 
that if we really wish on the present occasion 
to attempt to describe its geographical evolu- 
tion—apart from the slight consequences of 
marine erosion—we must go back several 
millions of years to the Eozoic and Paleozoic 
ages. 

One thing is certain—it must have been 
very puzzling to a sixteenth 
century schoolboy to be asked 
by his master to draw a map of 
the wonderful New World the 
Genoan had recently dis- 
covered. He could never be 
quite sure of that world. He 
never knew where to have it. 
Was it round or oblong ? Was 
it an island? Was it a penin- 
sula stretching out from India? 
How big was it? As large as 
England or twice the size of 
Africa? If he pinned his young 
faith to the great geographers 
of the time in which he lived 
and studied he might go to 
bed firmly convinced that the 
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GREGOR RUYSCH'S MAP, ABOUT 1515. 


Terra Nova was a square and wake up to find 
it of the elongated dimensions of an eel. 
‘There was no depending upon that quarter of 
the globe ; it was changeable, capricious, and 
volatile. And if it had taken it into its head 
(or headlands) to scuttle off altogether, that 
school urchin of Erasmus’s time would pro- 
bably not have been greatly surprised, and 
perhaps not a little relieved. 

In point of fact, his bewilderment was 
shared by his elders. It is recorded of 
Henry VIII. that he could make nothing of 
the mappemundes which his courtiers exhibited 
to him, and even went so far upon one occa- 
sion as seriously to doubt whether there was 
any New World at all, so contradictory were 
the accounts of its geographical existence. 
The earliest map possessed by Europe of 
those lands is contained in the very last place 
one would expect to find such a record—-in 
the coat-of-arms of Columbus, reproduced 
on the preceding page. 
The discovery was 
made in the present 
century by the great 
Humboldt, for the 
significance of the 
quartering in the 
shield drawn by Col- 
umbus’s own hand 
appears to have been 
missed for genera- 
tions. The Admiral’s 
own map, from which 
he probably copied that in 
the coat-of-arms, is supposed 
to have perished. 

From 1493 to 1509 we 
have several maps exhibiting 
meagre coast-lines of the so-called 
“America”; but the lines are as 
incomplete a portrait as the draw- 
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ing of the back of a man’s head would be of the 
man himself. The oldest of these now in exist- 
ence is the celebrated map of the pitot Juan 
de la Cosa, drawn in 1500. After a career of 
vicissitudes and neglect, this interesting record 
was purchased bya geographer named Walc- 
kenaer from an ignorant dealer in second-hand 
articles for a mere trifle) On Walckenaer’s 
death, in 1852, it was sold at public auction 
in Paris to the Spanish Government, and is 
now in the Naval Museum at Madrid. After 
this came the Cantina map, in 1502, and the 
map of Peter the Martyr several years later. 

But these unilateral outlines only whetted 
the public curiosity. People in Europe 
began to demand of the map-makers what 
the shape was of the new continent which 
had been discovered. Fora few years the 
map-makers resisted this demand; but at 
length one, more fertile or less scrupulous 
than the rest, set his wits to work and evolved, 
as the German of fable evolved his camel, a 
likeness of Novus Mundus. 

His name was Gregor Ruysch, and one 
can easily picture the sensation which his 
presentation must have created. It reminds 
one of the tale of the Duke of Newcastle in 
George II.’s day, who was informed that 
Cape Breton was an island. 

“ Cape Breton an island!” exclaimed the 
Minister. ‘Dear me, how surprising! I 
must run and tell His Majesty that Cape 
Breton is an island.” 

In the same way his courtiers must have 
gone running to tell Henry VIII. that 
America was oblong with a southern surface 
as smooth as a plane. But even Ruysch, 
or Reisch, hesitated about the western 
boundaries of his New 
World. He probably 
felt that there should 
be a limit to his 
audacity or his genius. 
He had shown Europe 
the north, east, and 
south ; the west he 
ingeniously abutted 
upon a scale, and left 
another to set it forth 
to the expectant 
Courts, camps, and 
academies of Europe. The 
chance was not one to be 
lost ; the cartographer, who 
sprang into the breach, was 
one whose fame as painter and 
author now extends over many 
lands. But it cannot conscien- 
tiously be said by the great 
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STOBNICZA'’S MAP, EARLY 16TH CENTURY. 


Leonardo Da Vincis admirers that he sur- 
passed himself in his representation either of 
the northern or southern half of the hemi- 
sphere. As will be seen by the subjoined 
map, that of the former lacks force and 
fancy: it has neither grace nor opulence . 
of contour. It doubtless came in for severe . j 
criticism, as the work of a poet and scholar, 
and Da Vinci probably made an effort to 
retrieve himself by his map of South 
America ; but whether he succeeded ever 
in firmly re-establishing himself in the con- 
fidence of the purchasers of his map of 
North America may well be doubted. 

Of the other map-makers, few of them 





seem to have entertained any doubt whatever 
that the Ganges and the great rivers of Cathay 
or China were close at hand’ to the westward 
of the island which bears Amerigo Vespucci’s 
name. The earliest cartographer to attempt 


LEONARDO DA VINCI'S SFCOND MAP, ABOUT 1520. 


to represent on a plane a sphere truncated at 
the poles is that of Stobnicza, in 1512. In 
the accompanying illustration the island 
drawn to the westward of the Isthmus of 
Panama is Zipangu, or Japan. 

It was, perhaps, a natural reaction against 
Da Vinci’s conception of the New World 
that caused Pierro Coppi, a Venetian, to 
design what is to-day one of the most fasci- 
nating of the cartographical wonders of the 
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THE LENOX GLOBE, KARLY 16TH CENTURY. 


terra {| New World. It bears some resemblance to an 





COPPI'S MAP, PUBLISHED 1528, 
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elephant struggling on its back, with trunk and 
four legs in air. It is surmounted by a number of 
islands, Coppi being among the last of the school 
which believed North America to be an archipelago. 
The date of this map is 1528, because it was not 
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SCHONER'S SECOND MAP, 1520. 


until that year that it was published, but it was 
probably drawn ten or a dozen years before. 
Mariners and explorers now continued to 
arrive at every capital in Europe, and each, 
being closeted with the learned, contributed 
something to the general knowledge of the 
other half of the globe. Some lucky guesses 
were made from time to time, but many of 
the wisest and luckiest mappists proved back- 
sliders. ‘They did not stick to their theories. 
Each nation, Spanish, Portuguese, French, 
Italian, German, English, and Dutch, had 
its own rival cartographers, and each tried to 
be loyal to its own private conception of the 
New World. Schöner of Nuremberg, whose 
globe exists to-day in the museum at Weimar, 
drew a map which enjoyed great vogue in 
1515, considerably improving upon Stob- 
nicza’s bald west coasts. An- 
other globe, known as the 
Lenox globe, instantly com- 
peted with Schéner’s idea, 
and cast a doubt upon the 
existence of any 
northern continent 
whatever. Schöner 
responded by set- 
ting forth another 
map, correcting 
“from the latest 
advices” the out- 
lines of North 
America, but 
which, unfortu- 
nately, bears about 
as much resem- 
blance to the actual 
configuration of 
that section of the 
world’s surface as a 
banana does to a 
bicycle. 
x In 1520 a Swiss 
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named Bienewitz,. otherwise 
known as Apianus, believed he 
had settled for ever the ques- 
tion of the shape of the 
Western world. This was for 
a long time considered the 
earliest engraved map to show 
the name of ‘ America,” as 
appears on the annexed fac- 
simile. This shows the con- 
tinent suffering from an almost 
painful attenuation, and pre- 
senting a striking contrast to 
the form given it a few years 
before by most of the map- 
makers of Europe, especially 
Da Vinci and Coppi. But Europe was 
not satisfied with the result ; it sought still for 
an impossible ideal. Knowledge percolated 


slowly, often one country was far in advance 
of another in respect of cartographical infor- 





LAURENTIUS FRISIUSS MAP, 1522. 


mation ; but it is not astonishing that it soon 
became a matter of national honour to 
contend that its own current maps were the 
most accurate. As an example of a map 
much in vogue in England at this period we 
may cite 
that pre- 
pared by 
Laurentius 
Frisius for 
thestandard 
edition of 
Ptolemy, 
published 
in 1522. It 
is distin- 
guished by 
great reti- 
cence, as 
though en- 
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deavouring to 
steer impartially 
between the two 
schools, and was 
admirably suited 
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cylindrical principle, since known to 
fame as Mercator’s Projection. But 
other cartographers borrowed Mer- 
cator’s idea of the New World’s out- 
line; and so, little by little, the 
mystery became revealed. 

The western coast-line of the 
northern continent, however, was 
long destined to remain shadowy, 
especially in the higher latitudes. 
Buriel, in his edition of Venegas’s 
“California,” in 1757, confesses 
that nothing was known. But 
with Vancouver’s voyage in 1788 
and his subsequent map the last 
remaining doubts were removed 
concerning the configuration of 


to the temper of 
the youth of this 
realm in those 
days. It isan in- 
offensive, if 
somewhat non- 
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MAILLO'S MAP, 1527. 


North America. In the little 
churchyard at Petersham, in 
Surrey, his grave unkept and 


neglected, lie the remains of the 
who completed 
graphical evolution of a New World. 


the carto- 


committal, 

design, and left a great deal to the imagina- 
tion. It is not like the one which puzzled 
Shakespeare in his day, “the new map of the 
augmentation of the Indies,” which, we are 
told in “Twelfth Night,” was scarred and 
lined, as the countenance of Malvolio. 

A map of a totally different sort, though 
contemporary, is that probably studied by 
the French youth of that time. It was 
drawn by Louis Boulenger, and only a single 
copy is now known to exist. It was engraved 
in a catalogue of Tross, the Paris bookseller, 
in 1881, and consists of twelve gores in- 
tended for a globe. 

In shape the map drawn in Portugal by 
Maillo is very peculiar, although it cannot be 
denied that the long, narrow peninsula, 
terminating in Cape Horn, is somewhat 
picturesque. 

But the geographical drama was fast pro- 
gressing towards a dénouement. A great 
stride forward was made by the celebrated 
Mercator, who in 1541 produced a large 
map, which he solemnly affirmed was a 
correct and exact representation of the New 
World, which had given the geographers 
and learned men of Europe so much trouble 
for fifty years. Of course, Mercator was 
laughed to scorn, and many excellent persons 
in England and France would have nothing 
to do with him or his map or his spherical 
representation of the earth into a plane on the 
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Deliverance, 


“ 


paar HE only fault I have to find 

-4| (ZYF with you men on this side,” 
€31 said Julius Vandenbyl, as he 
A tipped his stool back and 
laid hold of the brass rail 

i of the skylight and swung 
gently to the motion of the yacht, “is that 
you don’t make the most of your opportuni- 
ties. It’s a small country, I know, and 
chances are limited, of course. ‘But you 
don’t make much even of what you have,” 
and he rolled his big cigar disputatiously 
into the corner of his mouth, and cocked it 
up, to the endangerment of his left eye, after 
the manner of a knight of old shaking his 
lance at all comers. 

“Oh, come! Give us a chance, old man. 
We do our little 
best,” said Dansie, 
with a rolling 
laugh. 

“ Thats where 
I differ,” said Van- 
denbyl. 

“ And we really 
don’t do so badly, 
sometimes,” said 
Ravenor,and tilted 
his camp-stool in 
emulation of Van- 
- denbyl till it ba- 
lanced on one leg, 
and added, pen- 
sively, as an after- 
thought, * unless 
its American 
rails.” 

“ They're a bit 
wiry at times, I 
admit,” said Van- 
denbyl. “ But you 
don’t need touch 
‘em unless you 
want to. There’s 
heaps and heaps 
of things here wait- 
ing to be properly 
handled. Just 
look what were 
doing on the other 
side.” 

“ I doubt if our people would 
stand it,” said Dansie. ‘I’m 
surprised yours do.” 
“They don't. 
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it sitting and don’t worry. It don’t hurt 
’em.” 

“Oh, come!” said Dansie. “A man 
doesn’t make two hundred millions without 
somebody suffering.” 

“ That’s just where you’re wrong, my boy. 
Since Old Rock got control of oil he’s never put 
prices up one cent. He got up a bit earlier and 
saw a bit farther than other folks, that’s all.” 

“ And are prices as low now as they would 
have been if he hadn’t got up quite so early, 
Mr. Vandenbyl ?—say, if there’d been a free 
market all along?” asked Chase, quietly, 
from his seat on the bulwarks. 

“That, of course, is not easy to say,” said 
Vandenbyl. “But I don’t know how you're 


going to prove that they’re not.” 
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“ All the same, there's something unnatural 
about two hundred millions in one man’s 
pocket,” said Chase, with quiet insistence. 

“That’s so, and I don’t know that I’d care 
to have it myself,” said Vandenbyl. ‘‘ There 
must be considerable worry about having 
two hundred millions to take care of, but it 
must have been a lot of fun making it. Now 
all the fun’s gone. It makes itself, and he 
can’t possibly spend it. Boys, it’s a mistake 
to be too rich. It palls. What’s your 
opinion, skipper? ” 

“ Weel, sir!” said old Macirone, who was 
hovering about with his pipe in his mouth, 
“I wouldna mind trying it juist for a month 
or two. There’d be some fine pickens, I’m 
thenken’.” 

“ Now, that’s sensible,” said Vandenbyl. 
“A couple of months would give you a 
taste of it, and leave you enough to live on 
comfortably for the rest of your life. A year 
of it would probably kill you. What 
island’s that, skipper?” 

‘““Yon’s Pabbay, and the one behind it’s 
Shillay,” said the skipper, pointing with the 
stem of his pipe. ‘And yon big one’s 
Taransay, and the one to port is Bernera, 
with Boreray alongside. And the two weve 
just passed are Ensay and Killigray, and the 
two before them were Gillisay and Harme- 
tray, and i 

“ Ey, ey, ey! Give that brain of yours a 
rest, skipper,” drawled Vandenbyl, “or you'll 
go stale and run us on a rock.” At which 
the skipper grinned. For Vandenbyl was in 
the habit of asking endless questions, more 
in hopes of stumping his informant than of 
extracting useful information, and the skipper 
delighted to answer him in kind, and had 
not yet been either stumped or bowled. 

“ And where do we put in for the night, 
skipper ? ” 

“ Callarnish, if we can make it. 
guid inn there.” 

“ As good as last night's ?” 

“It’s a guid inn,” said the skipper, non- 
committally. 

From which, if you know the district, you 
will understand that they were sailing up the 
Sound of Harris in the Western Isles. 

The Cormorant, 40-ton cutter, belonged to 
Charles Dansie, capitalist and company pro- 
moter, of Throgmorton Street and Wimble- 
don, the big man in flannels leaning against 
the bulwarks, jovial contentment with himself 
and the rest of the world smiling out of 
every crease of his triple chins and stout, sun- 
reddened neck. 

The dark, thin-faced man on the camp- 
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stool alongside Vandenbyl was Jim Ravenor, 
stockbroker and underwriter, of Throgmorton 
Street and Richmond, a fellow-worker with 
Dansie and one of his greatest friends. 

The quiet-spoken man, sitting on the 
bulwarks alongside Dansie, was Geoffrey 
Chase, solicitor, of Old Broad Street. His 
name on a prospectus carried weight and 
went far towards disarming criticism. He 
was known in the City as a cautious, straight- 
forward man and a trustworthy legal adviser. 
Dansie’s commercial conscience was in his 
keeping, and Dansie’s appearance was the 
highest possible testimonial to Chase’s care- 
fulness. 

Julius Vandenby], tall, thin, immaculately 
dressed, was an American financier, bent on 
the exploitation of British and Colonial 
industries, and on showing the easy-going 
inhabitants of the little island how things 
could be made to hum in the hands of a live 
man. 

Among them they had just pulled off a 
big coup in the flotation of “The Great 
Askandaga Copper Mines,” situated on Lake 
Superior, and at Dansie’s invitation they 
were taking a well-earned rest on his suitably- 
named yacht, pending the Stock Exchange 
settlement. -There had been some excited 
dealings in Askandagas before they left town, 
for the company was thoroughly sound and 
not over-capitalized considering the value of 
the property. The shares were jumping up 
daily in spite of envious bears. And as the 
speculative descriptions of the stock were 
held mostly by the quartette on board the 
Cormorant they were quite cheerful, and 
looked forward to a rather agreeable and 
profitable quarter of an hour with the opposi- 
tion on their return to town. 

They were all on the very best of terms 
with one another and the world in general. 
Vandenbyl, indeed, had a slight grievance, 
but he was much too wise to let any signs of 
it appear, and it did not disturb his digestion. 
After all, it was only a matter of degree. 
He had done uncommonly well out of the 
Askandaga matter. Dansie, to whom he had 
introduced it, had, however, done slightly 
better. It was all perfectly open and above- 
board. Vandenbyl believed Dansie to be the 
very best man in the City for a big flotation. 
Dansie was quite of the same opinion, and 
knew his own value better than any man 
could tell him. He had shown himself a 
hard bargainer and had got rather better 
terms out of Vandenby] than he had intended 
to give. In fact, so shrewdly had Dansie 
pulled his own ropes that he had come out 
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top of the tree. Vandenbyl could, of course, 
have taken the business elsewhere, but he 
knew no one who would do it as well, and 
after all he was really doing better than he 
had expected to do. The fact remained, 
however, that Dansie was doing still better, 
and Vandenbyl could not quite forget it. 

The Cormorant was a big, roomy boat, with 
no pretensions beyond comfort. They had 
had a most enjoyable jaunt round the east 
and north coasts, stopping here and there as 
the spirit moved them, had doddered about 
Skve, finding much bodily and spiritual com- 
fort in the cosy hostelries which nestle up 
the lochs of that hospitable island. And 
now, having a clear week to spare before the 
settlement came on, were off to investigate 
the beauties of the Western Isles. 

“Hows the Dook?” asked Vandenbyl, 
suddenly, as they ran past Tor Head. 

“Hes got a bad head,” said Dansie, with 
his jovial smile. 

“Ah, I thought that Dunvegan whisky 
would be too much for him. Its not a very 
big head nor a very strong one, and that 
whisky was both.” 

“ Capital figure-head,” said Ravenor. ‘So 
long as you don’t see 
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called upon to do anything,” as Vandenbyl 
said. 

His name always headed Dansie’s lists 
of directors and was generally printed in 
capitals, and now and again at meetings he 
was dragged into blushing publicity by being 
made to bob up in his seat and say, “I have 
pleasure in seconding that, Mr. Chairman.” 
Then he would sink back covered with con- 
fusion from which nothing but a cigarette 
and a whisky-and-soda could recover him. 

The Duke was not a very good sailor. The 
Minch is lumpy at times, and it was no 
unusual thing for him not to show face till 
the anchor dropped, off the inn where they 
were going to spend the night. 

There was a strong breeze off the land 
which enabled them to make a long slant 
towards the north-west. They ran on that 
tack for over four hours without touching a 
rope. Then, the wind freshening suddenly 
and the motion of the yacht becoming 
distinctly unpleasant, the skipper deemed it 
advisable to take a couple of reefs in his 
main and foresails, and they sped on with no 
diminution of speed. But as they cpened 
the sheltering land north of Uig Bay a whole 

north-east gale came 





him.” 

Which was about the 
state of the case. “ His 
Grace the Duke of Chis- 
wick and Gunnersbury ” 
looked well on a pros- 
pectus, and Dansie knew 
enough of human nature 
to turn anything to 
account. Reginald 
Augustus, tenth Duke 
of Chiswick, had lately 
come into his title and 
very little else, and 
Dansie had forthwith 
swooped down on him, 
and captured him, and 
bound him willing cap- 
tive to his chariot 
wheels, and since the 
chains were golden ones 
Reginald Augustus was 
willing. 

He was very young 
and very round. Little 
round head, little round 
body, little round arms 
and legs, little round 
eyes. In fact, a “good 
little all-round man so 
long as he wasn’t 
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roaring down on them 
and caught them before 
they could strip the ship. 

The yacht heeled till 
the water came leaping 
in over the lee bulwarks. 
Every man clutched the 
nearest stable thing and 
held it and his breath 
together, in the certain 
knowledge that all their 
lives hung by a thread. 

“Good - bye, Askan- 
daga!” thought Van- 
denbyl. 

“Good - bye, Cormo- 
rant/” thought Dansie. 

“ Good-bye, wife and 
youngsters!” thought 
Chase. 

“Good-bye, every- 
thing!” thought Rave- 
nor. 

“Come, I say, you 
know!” said the Duke, 
as he picked himself up 
from the floor of his 
cabin and clung to the 
side of the bunk which 
he had just quitted with 
quite unnecessary haste. 
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Then there was a crack and a crash and 
the tall mast went over the side. The ship 
righted and swung to the impromptu storm- 
anchor, with the mainyard ramming heavily 
against her side. The crew sprang to the 
rescue and chopped and cut till she swung 
free and ran with the roaring green seas. 

Old Macirone at the helm had a very 
anxious face, for big seas behind and no sail 
in front is about as bad a state of affairs as 
any man wants. 

“ Bolt that door!” he shouted, as a white 
cap came boiling in over the stern and raced 
up the deck and down the companion. And 
Dansie, who was nearest, and was besides 
the best sailorman of the lot, wriggled along 
the sloppy deck and got the door to and 
bolted it. 

There was a feeble hammering inside and 
a voice crying, “Let me out! Let me 
out! Curse it, I say, don’t ye know !” 

“Can't,” yelled Dansie, and crawled back 
to the others. 

It was six o’clock when they saw an island 
looming in front, and half an hour later they 
struck with a sound none of them is likeiy to 
forget. They were sodden with salt by that 
time, and so utterly miserable that any pro- 
spective change from the ceaseless overwash 
of the seas was welcome. 

The pounding of the waves increased now 
that they were no longer moving. Away 
beyond the tumult in front they could see 
dark figures clambering about on the rocks 
ashore. They watched them with dull 
interest, as tired spectators watch a slow turn 
at a music-hall. Then a fiery comet shot 
out from the rock where the automatons had 
gathered, and a line dropped lightly across 
the deck. In an hour they were all safely 
ashore, crouching in blankets round a peat 
fire in the shelter of whitewashed walls and 
a thatched roof, and the Cormorant was 
breaking up rapidly on the rocks outside. 


When Vandenbyl came out of the cottage 
next morning the sea was laughing in the 
sunshine like a mischievous child. But for 
the sight of some stray planks of the 
Cormorant lying among the black rocks, and 
the sight and feel of his own roughly-dried 
clothes, and the near recollection of the dis- 
comforts of the night, he might have found it 
difficult to realize that they had actually been 
shipwrecked and had had a somewhat narrow 
escape from drowning. His realization of 
their altered circumstances was emphasized 
by the white shaft of the lighthouse towering 
up above the white cottage out of which he 
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had just issued, by the rugged bit of moor- 
land on which these stood, by the complete 
circle of unbroken horizon all round him 
except just where the cottage and lighthouse 
intercepted it. 

He was still trying to place himself, when 
a voice broke in upon his musings. 

“I say, where the dooce are we, 
Vandenbyl, and how the dooce are we goin 
to get home?” 

“Well, Dook, I’m darned if I know,” said 
Vandenbyl. ‘“ ‘This scrag-end of a reef is 
called Skor Vhean, as far as I could catch 
the twang of it. It’s about fifty miles from 
nowhere, and the lighthouse steamer comes 
once a fortnight, D.V. and weather per- 
mitting, and it was here three days ago.” 

“ Seems dooced like bein’ stuck here for a 
bit then,” said his Grace, sitting down on an 
outcropping rock, and from sheer force of 
habit hitching up the knees of his flannels, 
which looked as if he had slept in them for 
a week, after forgetting to iron them the last 
time they were washed. He had come 
ashore in a state of extreme discomfort and 
disconsolation the night before, and had had 
to be revived with such heroic doses of 
whisky that he remembered nothing till 
he woke in the morning, and then only 
obscurely. 

“T’ve got a dooce of a headache,” said the 
Duke. “pose it was the knockin’ about. 
Beastly bally rot bein’ shipwrecked, don’t you 
know. Got any cigarettes ? ” 

“Nary one,” said Vandenbyl, rocking 
gently to and fro from heel to toe and survey- 
ing him thoughtfully. 

““Dooced awkward,” said the Duke, feeling 
his little round chin and gazing round des- 
pondently as though he hoped to catch sight 
of a tobacconist’s sign and a barber’s shop. 

“ And what the dooce are we goin’ to get to 
eat here ?” asked his Grace, presently. 

“Ah! Now you're coming right down to 
the joint, Dook. Scotch porridge is very 
wholesome and sustaining, I believe. If the 
young ladies who helped us ashore last night 
are anything to go by iy 

“ Young ladies?” said the Duke, looking 
down at his limp garments, and giving an 
involuntary wriggle expressive of discomfort. 
“ Not really ?” 

“You wait till you see’em. Fine strap- 
ping girls. Guess you slept in one of their 
beds. They turned out and went to sleep 
in the lighthouse. Here’s one of them 
coming along now.” 

“Ged!” said his Grace. 
workhouse tramp.” 


Mr. 


2 





“T feel like a 


Origina 


PRINCETON | 





BULLS AND BEARS ON SKOR VHEAN. 


“Well, I’m bound to say you look it,” 
said Vandenbyl. “I feel pretty much the 
same myself. But it’s better to feel like a 
live tramp than a dead dook,” at which piece 
of philosophy his Grace shook his head 
doubtfully. 

“ Goot morning!” said Miss Katie 
McNeill, as she came past from the light- 
house towards the cottage. “It iss a fine 
morning after the storm. I hope you slept 
well and are none the worse.” 

“Not a bit, thank you,” said Vandenbyl, 
“and we slept like tops. I’m afraid we put 
you to a great deal of inconvenience.” 

“ Oh, no, not much, and it coult not be 
helped,” said Miss Katie, with a smile. “ My 
sister and I we often sleep up in the Light in 
the winter.” 

“ Do you live here all 
the time?” asked Van- 
denbyl. 

“ Oh, yes, all the time. 
We hef neffer lived any- 
where else except the 
time we were at school at 
Styornoway.” 

“And don’t you get 
tired of it?” 

“Tired? No, why 
woult we get tired of it? 
It iss our home. Are the 
other gentlemen asleep 
yet? I wass going to see 
after your breakfast.” 

“TIl go and rouse ’em 
out,” said the Duke. 

“What a funny little 
man!” said Miss Katie, 
looking after him. 

“Yes. Hes a Dook,” 
said Vandenbyl. 

“ Neffer !” 

“His Grace the Dook 
of Chiswick and Gunners- 
bury, ’pon my honour.” 

“ He does not look it,” 
said Miss Katie. 
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them thoughtfully, and presently found old 
McNeill sitting on a boulder with two lines 
in his hands and a pile of fish by his side. 
He was a grizzled old fellow clad in thick 
blue trousers rolled up over sea-boots, a blue 
jersey, and a big blue tam. His face was 
seamed like a western cliff from which wind 
and weather have removed all superfluous 
matter. But he had a very cheerful ex- 
pression, and his blue eyes were keen and 
intelligent, and almost merry. 

“Coot morning, sir. It iss a pity you 


ditn’t choosse to-tay to come ashore instet of 
yesstertay.” 

“Yes,” said Vandenbyl, “you're quite 
right,” and he sat down on an adjacent 
boulder and had quite a long chat with bim. 





“ Y ’ 
No, I don’t know “WHAT A FUNNY LITTLE MAN!" SAID MISS KATIE.” 


that he does. 
is, all the same. 
morning ?” 

“He iss taking some fish for your break- 
fast, over there,” and she nodded towards the 
far end of the island. 

“TIl go and have a chat with him,” and 
he strode away over the heather. Half-a- 
dozen sheep scuttled from behind a rock as 
he passed, and stood at a safe distance and 
eyed him with much curiosity. He regarded 


But he 
Where is your father this 
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And at times the old fellow chuckled and 
grinned, and more than once he slapped his 
leg and laughed outright, and it was not on 
account of the fish he had just hauled in. 

The rest of the party were standing out- 
side the cottage when Vandenbyl and Old 
McNeill came up, and there was a twinkle 
in the old man’s eye as he surveyed them. 
Their toilets had necessarily been superficial. 
Their appearance was as far removed from 
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Throgmorton Street notions of propriety as 
the east is from the west. They were 
crumpled almost out of recognition. 

“ Mornin’, sirs,” he said, jovially. “Yell 
be wanting your breakfast, I’m thenken’. I 
hope you slep’ well?” 

“ Fair to middling, thanks,” replied Dansie, 
for the rest. “Im afraid were putting you 
to a great deal of inconvenience.” 

“ Not at all, not at all. Pleased tae see 
ye. We hef not too many visitors. I'll tek 
the fish to the lassies.” 

They had an excellent breakfast. The 
porridge appealed to the Duke as a delightful 
novelty. He had never tasted anything half 
so good in his life before. He inquired 
minutely into its composition and prepara- 
tion, and vowed he would never be a day 
without it as long as he lived. He also 
requested permission to be present at the 
making of it next morning, to which Miss 
Katie laughingly agreed and promised to let 
him stir the pot till his arm ached. ‘The 
fish were also excellent and cooked to a turn, 
and the coffee was well made. 

The five men were, therefore, on much 
better terms with themselves and the world 
when they sat in the sun against the wall of 
the cottage after breakfast to discuss their 
prospects. 

“Anybody got any tobacco?” asked 
Dansie, twirling an empty pipe forlornly 
between his fingers. 

“Pve got some,” said Vandenbyl, and 
produced a couple of inches of what looked 
like tarred rope, and in reply to a question- 
ing look from the Duke, “I got it from the 
old boy just now. It’s the only kind he’s 
got, and a little bit of it goes a long way.” 

“It’s not exactly Arcadia,” said Dansie, as 
he cut a piece off and rolled it into life 
between his palms. ‘Shade better than 
oakum, that’s about as much as can be said 
for it.” 

“Well, it’s all there is and the supply’s 
limited,” said Vandenbyl. 

They sat smoking twist for a time and 
chatting lazily. 

“We won't starve, anyway,” said Dansie. 
“Duke, if four mutton - chops will support 
one man for one day, how far will six sheep” 
—with a friendly nod at the sheep which had 
come up to havea look at the new-comers, 
and were now standing in a semicircle and 
watching them suspiciously —‘‘ go among ten 
men, two women, and an old sailor-man for 
eleven days ?” 

“Ged, don’t ask me,” said his Grace. 
“ Never was any good at that kind of thing, 
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don’t you know. But there’s fish and 
porridge, too.” 

“ Porridge alone will support life perfectly,” 
said Chase, quietly. “All you Stock 
Exchange men think a great deal too much 
about what you shall eat and what you shall 
drink and what you shall put on. If you 
lived on porridge alternate days you'd enjoy 
your food twice as much as you do now.” 

“Oh, come, Chase, you enjoy a good 
dinner as much as any man | know,” said 
Ravenor. “If you breathed Throgmorton 
Street all day long you’d be ready for your 
dinner, too.” 

“Im always ready for my dinner,” said 
Chase, “ because I don’t nibble bananas and 
biscuits, and cigarettes, and whiskies-and- 
soda all day long between times.” 

“ Not much chance of whiskies-and-soda 
here, anyway,” said Ravenor, regretfully. 
“The old boy has whisky, but he doesn’t 
look as if he’d ever tasted a soda in his 
life.” 

“I should say ten days on strict T.T. 
principles will be highly beneficial to all you 
boys,” said Vandenbyl. “ You'll have a thirst 
on you worth a small fortune by the time you 
get back. Well, captain, how’s her head?” 
as old Macirone came out of the lighthouse 
towards them, with a face like a coroner's 
ury. 

The old seaman shook his head mourn- 
fully. A stranded captain is about the 
forlornest object this earth affords. i 

“ Don’t take it to heart, Mac,” said Dansie. 
“Tt wasn’t your fault, and she was insured, 
anyhow. Well have the next one built so 
that I can get up from table without knock- 
ing in the roof of my skull. Are they doing 
you all right up there ? ” 

“ Aye, we're all right, sir, thank ’ee,” and 
he went on towards the farther side of the 
island in company with his thoughts. 

They did not do much that first day 
beyond resting and eating. The strain of 
the previous night was still upon them. 
Vandenbyl was the only one who mustered 
determination enough to climb up into the 
lighthouse for a chat with old McNeill. 

Next morning, when Miss Katie and her 
sister turned the others out, the first thing 
they saw was a large sheet of white paper 
covered with hieroglyphics fastened to the 
cottage door by pins. They gathered round 
it and began to laugh as they read. 

This was what was on the paper :— 


NOTICE. 
Having acquired by right of purchase all available 
supplies of the following articles, viz. : sheep, tinned 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





BULLS AND BEARS ON SKOR VHEAN. 


goods, biscuits, sugar, coffee, tea, cocoa, whisky, 
tobacco, flour, fish-hooks and lines, the following 
tariff of charges is hereby instituted :— 

One Square Breakfast ... 30 Askandagas 

One Square Dinner __... ss 50 % 

One Square Supper 30 m 

One Whisky of the ordinary size 4 E. 

One Cup Tea, Coffee, or Cocoa 4 ve 


Tobacco-—one inch of twist _... 4 5 
Porridge, free. Frillings, extra, 
sugar or condensed milk ... 2 


A discount of 50 per cent. will be allowed to His 
Grace the Duke of Chiswick and Gunnersbury, 
Geoffrey Chase, Esq., and James Ravenor, Esq. 

The above rates are subject to alteration and 
revision. 

Tickets are not transferable and are good for day 
of issue only. 

All meals are to be consumed on the premises. 

All amounts payable in advance. No credit given. 
Shares are accepted at par only. 

Special terms for school treats and wedding-parties. 

By Order of 
THE GENERAL COMMISSARIAT TRUST, 
Julius Vandenbyl, President. 


They took this announcement as a great 
joke, and Dansie’s jovial laugh rang out 
above the others at the nice discrimination 
against himself, which he understood per- 
fectly. 

“Well, I’m hanged!” he cried. “Oh, 
he’s a great man is Julius. Where is he?” 

“ At your service, gentlemen,” said Van- 
denbyl, strolling round from the farther 
end of the cottage, with a company bow. 
“Nice morning. “At five o’clock it was, if 
anything, still more delightful.” 

“Ah — ha!” 
cried Dansie, 
with his big 
laugh. “The 
early bird!” 

“Ex-actly!” 
said Vandenbyl, 
and pointed a 
long finger at 
each of them in 
turn, and softly 
murmured, 
“ Worms !” 

“You’ve been 
busy,” said Chase. 

“Tis my na- 
ture to,” said 
Vandenbyl, with 
a bland smile, 
and presently 
they turned into 
the cottage for 
breakfast. 

The porridge 
was as good as 


before, and his “s 
Vol. xxii. — 42. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


329 


Grace prepared to attack it with gusto. He 
eyed it with new appreciation. He had stirred 
the pot for Miss Katie till his arm ached. 

“ Er—would you oblige us with the sugar, 
Miss Katie ?” he asked. 

Miss Katie turned a smiling face and said, 
“There iss none, sir. That gentleman ”— 
nodding at Vandenbyl—“ hass bought it all.” 

“Not really!” and they all looked up 
blankly, as it began to dawn upon them that 
Vandenbyl’s joke might have a solid business 
foundation. 

Dansie voiced the general feeling, 
come, Van, old man, a joke’s a joke, but 

“ My dear boy, I never joke in business— 
at least, not often,” said Vandenbyl, solemnly. 
“ This is business all the way through.” 

“ And you mean to say you intend to carry 
out that rigamarole on the door?” 

“The tariff stands,” said Vandenbyl. “I 
made it as clear as I could and put the rates 
as low as circumstances would permit. I 
really don’t see any reason why you should call 
it a rigamarole, Dansie.” 

“Well, ’m——!” 

“I don’t take sugar with porridge myself,” 
said Vandenbyl. “It’s not the thing, I 
believe.” 

“Tastes like boiled sawdust alone,” 
the Duke. 

“ Ah, you didn’t stir it enough, I expect. It 
needs a lot of stirring. And as to boiled saw- 
dust, I remember once——” 


“cc Oh, 





said 





EX-ACTLY!" SAID VANDENHYL, AND POINTED A LONG FINGER AT EACH OF THEM IN TURN.” 
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But the others hastily stowed away their 
porridge and went outside to discuss the 
matter, while Vandenbyl opened a small tin 
of corned beef and proceeded to make his 
breakfast off that and some biscuits and a 
cup of cocoa. When he had finished he 
filled a pipe from a plug of twist and went 
outside. The others had disappeared, all 
except the Duke, who was sitting on the 
bottom rung of the lighthouse ladder as 
though he had not cared to risk his life in 
the ascent. Vandenbyl sat down with his 
back against the sunny wall of the cottage 
and smoked meditatively with a wrinkle in 
his brow. Presently he saw the others 
descend the iron ladder, and they all came 
towards him. 

“Say, Van, old man,” said Dansie, show- 
ing no trace whatever of ill-humour. ‘It’s 
a mighty smart trick you’ve played on us, 
but you'll be getting shot, you know, if you 
go on this way.” 

“ Shooting’s illegal. Trusts aren’t. They 
haven’t got to shooting over ’em even in the 
States.” 

“They will in time, I guess,” said Ravenor. 
“ And I’m bound to say I feel as if I should 
sympathize with them.” 

“ My dear boy, business is business, and 
shooting is bad business as a rule. Here we 
are stranded for at least eleven days on the 
fag end of nowhere. Just as well to keep 
our hands in or we'll get rusty.” 

“That’s so,” said Dansie. ‘ What time’s 
that square dinner on, Van? We'll try it 
anyhow, and see how the system works. I 
stand treat for the crowd.” 

“Right!” said Vandenbyl. “That will 
be fifty and three fifties less discount, equals 
seventy-five —one-twenty-five in all. TIl take 
your I.0.U., and make you out an order for 
the meals. What would you like?” 

“ Best you can do as a sample,” laughed 
Dansie, “ else maybe we won’t come again.” 

“TIl see to it. Better make it the round 
one hundred and thirty and TIl throw in 
whiskies and a smoke by way of dessert.” 

“All right. And, say, old man, we 
wouldn’t mind dining early to-day if it’s all 
the same to you.” 

“ You pay the piper, you call the tune and 
the time.” 

“Say twelve then. 
till then.” 

“Right! ‘Twelve o'clock prompt.” 

Vandenbyl sat and smoked, and then 
turned to the business of the General Com- 
missariat Trust, while the rest played about 
on a strip of sandy beach, bowled at a mark, 


We'll maybe hold out 
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threw stones into the water, and behaved 
generally like a party of schoolboys on the 
first day of the holidays. The only one 
whose spirits seemed in any way below par 
was the Duke. He was not a wealthy man, 
he had not very many Askandaga shares. 
If he had to pay from fifteen to twenty-five 
each time he had a meal he would very soon 
be stripped bare. Poverty or starvation 
confronted him. In the end, possibly 
both. Of course, if Dansie undertook 
to provide meals for the party out of 
his own pocket it would be all right. On 
the whole his Grace thought he was bound 
to do so. After all he was their host, and it 
was through accepting his invitation that 
they found themselves in this hole. Yes, he 
thought Dansie was bound to see them 
adequately fed. If necessary he would hint 
as much to him as delicately as he could, 
but he did not think that would be neces- 
sary. He sorely missed his cigarettes. He 
had tried a pipe of twist and it had made 
him squeamish. He had tried to make a 
cigarette of twist and ordinary paper. It 
was worse than the pipe. On the whole he 
was not happy, and his little round face 
showed it. 

“Why, Duke, what’s wrong ?” said Dansie, 
as he strode past him after a wide bowl. 
“Keep your pecker up, old man. I'll see 
you through all right. Were not going to 
be beaten by any Yankee that ever was 
born.” 

He seemed on the point of saying more, 
but checked himself. What he had said, 
however, had the effect of cheering the ducal 
spirits, and his Grace consented to beguile 
the aching void between that and dinner- 
time with bowls and stones. 

Ravenor, wandering among the pools, 
found a crab two inches broad and brought 
it carefully up to the rest, with a hopeful 
face. 

“ How do you cook ’em?” he asked. “If 
we could catch enough we might live on ’em 
and give Julius the cold shake.” 

They examined the crab critically, with 
faint recollections of their youtbful years, 
and poked it with their fingers till it bubbled 
with anger. 

“Dont seem much meat in it,” said 
Dansie. “It would take a hundred to 
make a meal and then it would only taste 
like toothpicks.” 

“Seaweed is said to be nourishing,” said 
Chase, “if you know the right kind and 
how to prepare it.” 

They looked round at the seaweed. 
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“Clammy,” said Dansie. “Don’t you 
trouble, boys. Well come through this 
corner like a four-in-hand or I'll eat my hat. 
Ivll_ maybe do us good to live thin for a bit. 
I've got an appetite as big as the whole of 
Throgmorton Street 
rolled into one 
already.” 

“I feel like a 
drum,” said the Duke. 
“I wonder what he'll 
give us for dinner.” 

“If it’s not up to 
the mark we'll tell 
him plainly we won't 
patronize his estab- 
lishment again, and 
hint at personal vio- 
lence,” said Dansie, 
with a big laugh. 

But they had no 
fault to find with the 
dinner. They had 
tinned soup, at which 
they would probably 
bave turned up their 
noses at home, but 
which tasted delicious 
on Skor Vhean, and 
ran through their 
limbs like new life. 
Then they had roast 
mutton from a sheep 
killed the day before 
they arrived; roly-poly 
pudding with jam in 
it; a small cup of 
coffee; a tot of 
whisky ; and a pipeful of twist per man. The 
Duke sold his portion back to Vandenbyl for 
an extra tot of whisky. 

They expressed unqualified approval of 
everything they had, and Vandenbyl was 
quite pleased. 

“ Any orders for tea or supper ? ” he asked. 

“I think we'll manage on porridge till to- 
morrow morning,” said Dansie. “ ‘Then we'll 
try a breakfast—an early breakfast. Shall 
we say six o'clock ?” 

“ If my cooks'll stand it,” said Vandenbyl. 
“We don’t generally open till eight. It'll 
mean you all getting up at five, you know.” 

They rambled all over the island that day, 
and felt as if they had known it all their lives 
by the time they got back. They discovered 
two mops from the Cormorant jammed in 
among some boulders and carried them home 
with them. There was not a tree or a shrub 
3ft. high on the whole place. The vast 


Digitized by Goc ) le 
3 





““RAVENOR, WANDERING AMONG THE POOLS, FOUND A CRAB,” 


33! 


circles of sea and sky, rugged cliffs with their 
feet hidden in boulders, and tangles of sea- 
weed, a twenty minutes’ stretch of rough turf, 
through which the sharp bones of the island 
protruded in spite of a scanty clothing of 
whin -bushes — that 
was Skor Vhean. 

They supped on 
porridge without frill- 
ings and retired early 
to dream of breakfast. 

Vandenbyl routed 
them out at five, and 
his Grace of Chiswick 
bent his energies to 
the porridge spoon 
once more under the 
yoke of Miss Katie’s 
bright eyes, while she 
prepared the rest of 
the meal according to 
Vandenbyl’s instruc- 
tions. Her sister 
attended to the wants 
of the men in the 
lighthouse. She was 
young and shy of the 
aristocracy in the cot- 
tage, and they saw 
very little of her. 

“Tt iss ferry harrd 
worrk,” said Miss 
Katie, with a merry 
twinkle in her eye, 
and so soft and sym- 
pathetic an intona- 
tion that his Grace 
thought he had never 
heard anything like it. 

“Oh, not at all, ’sure you,” replied the 
little man, putting on a momentary spurt with 
his other hand. “Lighted be of any service 
to you, Miss Katie, ’sure you.” 

* You'll not be used to worrking so harrd?” 

“Well, not just this kind of work, you 
know. Brain work mostly, don’t you know 
—company meetings, resolutions, and that 
kind of thing, don’t you know.” 

“ Aye, it’s the brain worrk that pays nowa- 
days. Why did you let the American 
chentleman buy up all the things ?” 

“Ah, he got ahead of us there. 
form, I call it, don’t you know !” 

Vandenbyl came striding in just then to 
superintend matters. He had collected 
Dansie’s I.0.U. for seventy-five Askandagas, 
and, to use his own expression, was feeling 
good. He reckoned that before they left the 
island he would be pretty nearly level with 
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Dansie in Askandagas, and that was all he 
wanted. 

He gave them a first-rate breakfast, running 
through porridge with sugar and condensed 
milk, coffee, fried bacon, corned beef, and 
biscuits. They expressed their approval 
again. 

“ Any orders for lunch, dinner, anything 
else? ” he asked. 


“No,” said Dansie. “Well lunch on 
porridge, if Miss Katie will oblige. And 
we'll have supper at five o'clock. A good, 


square supper, mind, as per contract.” 

“ Right,” said Vandenbyl. “Any smokes?” 

Yes, they would all have a smoke, except 
the Duke, who sniffed theirs at second-hand, 
and looked miserable for want of a good fat 
Turkish cigarette. 

“ Dook,” said Vandenbyl, commiseratingly, 
“if I could make it into anything better’n 
what it is I’d do it, but I kain’t, and there it 
is.” 

By the afternoon the time began to hang 
somewhat heavily on their hands. They had 
lunched on porridge, with whisky and sugar 
frillings, which toned its natural crudity 
somewhat, but still their stomachs growled 
at the Lenten fare, and their watches were in 
constant requisition to see what time had 
still to elapse before supper was due. 

Dansie went up to the lighthouse with 
determination in his eye to have a chat with 
old McNeill. Chase and Ravenor wandered 
over the island and gazed hungrily at the 
suspicious sheep. They waited anxiously for 
Dansie’s return, and finally strolled up to the 
Light and climbed the ladder. The Duke 
looked so miserable that Vandenbyl offered 
him a tot of whisky free, and then, catching 
sight of the Cormorant mops, and knowing 
the little man’s proclivities, he suggested that 
if they stripped the mops bare and found a 
couple of suitable round stones they might 
construct a golf links and play the royal game 
—in a way. 

His Grace revived and they set to work and 
planned outa set of holes, and made flags 
out of sticks from the wreck and strips of 
linen which Miss Katie provided. ‘The con- 
struction of the links took longer than they 
had expected. It is safe to say that neither 
of them had used their muscles so much since 
they were born. They pulled up whin-bushes 
to clear a space round their holes, made 
bunkers with rocks, and generally worked like 
navvies. 

They appealed to the others for assistance, 
which was smilingly declined. Dansie, who 
had come back from the lighthouse with a 
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twinkle in his eye, asserted that he was weak 
for lack of food. Chase, who was a noted 
golfer, gave them much good advice which 
involved considerable additional labour but 
greatly improved their course. Ravenor said 
it wasn’t his day for doing navvy work, but 
he would show them how to play when they 
had finished ; meanwhile he practised shots 
with the mop-handles and round stones. 

‘They had an excellent supper, and, in 
answer to Vandenbyl’s inquiries for orders 
for next day, Dansie said that in future they 
would live rationally and not stint them- 
selves, and hang the expense! He arranged 
for square breakfast at eight o’clock, square 
dinner at two, and supper at eight. And 
Vandenbyl retired to rest extremely well 
satisfied with the general outlook, but still 
with a thoughtful groove in his brow. 

He waylaid old McNeill early next morn- 
ing as he was going a-fishing, and endeavoured 
to enter into some further negotiations with 
him. But the old man laughingly declined 
even to discuss any such matters and went 
on his way chuckling audibly. 

After breakfast Vandenbyl and the Duke 
toiled away at their links. The others went 
for a cruise in the lighthouse boat, an 
aged affair of no particular shape, consisting 
principally of tar and leaks. If they had had 
hooks and lines they might have amused 
themselves with fishing. But Vandenbyl 
had bought up the whole supply, and they 
had to content themselves with paddling 
about round the island. They seemed, how- 
ever, to derive considerable amusement from 
it, and Vandenbyl and the Duke, toiling 
among the whins and boulders, straightened 
their backs now and again and looked at 
them, and remarked enviously on their high 
spirits. 

All this time Captain Macirone and the 
sailors from the yacht lived in the lighthouse. 
They were exempt from the provisions of 
Vandenbyl’s Trust. They loafed, and slept, 
and smoked, and strolled about the island 
perfectly contented with their lot, except 
the captain, who remained a picture of 
misery. Inside, their quarters were some- 
what cramped, indeed, but they were used to 
that; there was plenty of room to stretch 
their legs outside, and the life was 
easier even than on board the Cormorant. 
Vandenbyl tried to enlist their services in 
the construction of the golf links. But he 
had parted with all his available cash in 
the formation of his Trust, and they were 
enjoying their holiday and did not take 
kindly to dry land navigator’s duties. 
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That and the two following days the party 
lived on the fat of the land, and showed 
such a strange partiality for tinned meats 
in preference to fresh that Vandenbyl, with 
an eye on his diminishing stock, felt com- 
pelled to argue the matter 
with them. He threatened 
them with scurvy, and did 
his best to bring them to 
a better way of thinking. 
But it was no use. They 
craved for tinned things 
and he had to supply 
them. The Duke politely 
expressed no opinion. He 
was a guest and had no 
preferences. What his 
host provided he ate with 
gratitude and rare appe- 
tite, thankful that it was 
something other than per- 
petual porridge. 

He still kept 
up his little flir- 
tation with Miss 
Katie over the 
matutinal pot, 
and she still re- 
garded him with 
amused wonder , 
and, in spite of 
his own acknow- 
ledgments, 
seemed not en- 
tirely free from doubts as 
to the actuality of his 
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to pawn his coronet to pay his funeral 
expenses.” 
“ No, inteet,” said Miss Katie, commiser- 
atingly. 
By the evening of the seventh day of their 
stay Vandenbyl found 
| himself some 1,500 Askan- 


or dagas better off than when 
D) he landed. He was in 
4 Ay capital spirits, and once 
==> even hinted at a reduction 


in his tariff. Neverthe- 
less he was exceedingly 
thoughtful at times, and 
sat smoking twist as 
though it or his con- 
science disagreed with 
him. 

Only that day he and 
the Duke had at last got 
their golf links into work- 
i ing order. They had tried 
perfunctory shots over it 
from time to time, but 
had not yet had a proper 
round. The work had 
been more arduous than 
they expected. Still, it 
had helped to pass the 
time, and if they got very 
dirty over it it had, at all 
events, given them great 
appetites. 

When Vandenbyl turned out next 
morning his eye sprang instantly to 
a notice affixed to the cottage door 


: Wallis P 
standing. He was so very r underneath his own. It ran as 
different from all her pre- ed E, follows :— 

x : ““VANDENBYL AND THE DUKE 
conceived notions of ducal TOILED AMONG THE WHINS NOTICE. 


dignity. 

“ And iss it really true 
that you are a duke?” she asked her assistant 
one day. 

“It’s true enough, but it’s no great catch. 
It gets me on boards and things, that’s 
about all.” 

“On boards ? ” 

“Companies, don’t you know, director and 
all that, second things at meetings and that 
kind of thing.” 

“You are not at all like the MacCallum 
Mohr. I saw him once at Ardrishaig.” 

“Sorry! Who is he, anyway ?” 

“The MacCallum Mohr—the Duke of 
Argyll. Haf you neffer seen him ?” 

“Oh, him? Yes. He doesn’t go in for 
companies. He’s no great shakes in the way 
of oof, but he’s better off than some I know. 
You see, he didn’t have an uncle who had 
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The Skor Vhean Land Company having 
leased the Island of Skor Vhean, visitors 
are hereby warned that their presence will only be 

permitted on payment of the following charges :— 
Americans—Entrance fee, 1,500 Askandagas and a 
daily subscription of 300 Askandagas. 
Members of the London Stock 
Exchange ... A Free 
Dukes, captains, sailors, and 
original inhabitants Free 
Note.—Sheep and other trespassers will be dealt 

with as the company may decide. 
By Order, 
THE SKOR VHEAN LAND Co., 
Charles H. Dansie, 
President. 


Subject to the 
- regulations of 
the company. 


Vandenbyl stared at this effusion with 
compressed lips for some time, then he turned 
on his heel and went down to the rocks to 
think it out, and as he went he murmured, 
“Darn the old fox, I wonder how they 
managed to get round him.” 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


334 

When he saw Miss Katie descend the 
lighthouse ladder he went towards it. 

“ Father up, Miss Katie ?” 

“Yess, sir, he iss in the Light. What iss 
it that I will get ready this morning? ” 

“Porridge at present. I'll let you know 
the rest later,” and he climbed up into the 
lighthouse. 

“Why, where’s the President ?” asked 
Dansie, when Miss Katie roused out the rest 
of the party at the cottage. 

“ He iss gone up to the Light,” she said, 
with a smile. 

“Tsee! And whatehas he ordered. for 
breakfast, Miss Katie? ” ° 

“ Porritch, sir, and the rest he will tell me 
later.” 

“And is there anything else down here 
that we can eat?” 

“There iss some whisky and some sugar, 
and a few tins of corned beef.” 

“And you could make us some oat-cakes, 
couldn’t you ?” 

“Oh, yess, I have the girdle here.” 

“Come, we'll do famously. What about 
killing another sheep? It’s about due, isn’t 
it?” 

“Yess. My father did talk of killing one, 
but you all wanted the tinned meats.” 

“Well, now I think we'll turn on 
to fresh mutton.” 

“But they are Mr. Vandenbyl’s 
sheep.” 

“They were. They’re mine now. 
You see, they’re trespassing on my 
land, and so I can deal with them.” 

“Tsee. Iam ferry glad.” 

Here Mr. McNeill came rolling up 
with his fishing-lines in his hand. 

“Ah-ha! trespassing, Mr. 
McNeill!” cried Dansie. 

“ A-weel!” grinned the old man. 
“Whats the condeetions of the 
Comp’ny ?” 

“ That you bring all your fish here 
and leave us what we need.” 

“A richt! Hes that mad I 
wantit oot the hoose. He tell’t me 
to catch them sheep and kill one. 
What’ll I do?” 

“The sheep are confiscated as 
trespassers. You can kill one and 
we will divide it with you.” 

“Richt !” and the old man went 
on his way smiling like Neptune at 
sight of an unusually pretty mermaid. 

Vandenbyl never showed face out- 
side the lighthouse that day. He 
sat up in the gallery and watched 
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them play golf over the couse he had toiled 
at so laboriously. He smoked twist, and 
paced the circumscribed round, and found 
it extremely dull. He was a man of active 
habits both of mind and body, and at present 
he found himself severely restricted on both 
counts. 

The limited accommodation of the light- 
house was already strained to the utmost. 
The occupants were aware of his smart 
manipulation of affairs. It had not affected 
them personally, but they resented it as un- 
English, and he found the atmosphere many 
degrees lower than it was outside. 

On the second day of his retirement, 
Ravenor, in the midst of a round of the links 
with the Duke, the others being in close and 
critical attendance, looked up after his ball 
and said, “ Halloa !” and Chase, following his 
gaze, said, “ Ah-ha!” and Dansie, catching 
sight of what they were looking at, said, 
“Quite so! You go over and see what he 
wants, Chase. There’s no variation in terms.” 
And Chase strode away through the whins to 
Vandenbyl, who was sitting on one of the 
lowest rungs of the lighthouse ladder flutter- 
ing a white handkerchief and swinging his 
long legs. 

“Well, old man,” said Chase, ‘ why don't 
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you come down and havea game? What’s 
the good of moulting up there ?” 

“What terms?” asked Vandenbyl. 

“ As per company’s by-law. Entrance 
fee——” 

“Oh, rats! That’s sheer robbery.” 

“Well, as to that, my boy, those square 
meals of yours were fairly steep, you know.” 

“They were perhaps a bit stiff,” acknow- 
ledged Vandenbyl. “I’ve been thinking we 
might perhaps amalgamate the concerns——” 

“I see! On what basis do you suggest?” 

“Start fresh from to-day on basis of present 
holdings.” 

“Im afraid we couldn’t do that. My 
principals wouldn’t agree. Why should they ? 
They’ve got enough to live on—sheep—— ” 

“ My sheep,” interjected Vandenbyl. 

“Not a bit of it. They trespassed on our 
property and are confiscated in the terms of 
clause 4 of the Land Company’s proclama- 
tion.” 

“Well, talk it over with them. I’ll come 
down and talk it over too, if you like,” and 
he kicked the pebbles with a swinging foot, 
as though it longed for the feel of something 
other than lighthouse stone. 

“ That’s a technical trespass,” said Chase, 
and Vandenby] hastily drew the offending 
foot up on to the rung again. “You have 
infringed our rights in contravention of our 
by-laws, with the provisions of which you 
are acquainted. Those are our pebbles. 
You’ve no right to set foot on them. I am 
bound to institute an action in defence of 
our rights. Perhaps you’d like to settle and 
stay proceedings. It'll be an expensive 
matter, you know. Commission to Skor 
Vhean and so on.” 

“ We'll settle all that in the amalgamation. 
You talk it over with ’em, Chase, and if we 
come to terms TI” 

“Oh, come now, Vandenbyl, remember 
who you're talking to.” 

“ Keep your hair on, old man. I was 
going to say, when you interrupted me, that 
if we came to terms I wouldn’t mind stand- 
ing a square meal all round and whiskies and 
twist free.” 

“PIL tell you what we'll do. Yourre sick- 
ening for a walk. I can see it by your feet. 
Send down all the whisky and twist you have 
and you shall have one complete round of 
the links.” 

“ Who with?” 

“ Choose your man.” 

“Td like a trial round by myself first. 
I’ve never been all round yet. 'Then—say 
yourself. You're the best of the lot.” 
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“ Well, we'll throw that in.” 

“Right! Shall we say this afternoon ?” 

“That will suit us all right.” 

“Tt’s understood. Honour bright. 
catch init? No actions for trespass ? ” 

“ My word for it.” 

“You bring me the stick and ball here at 
three o’clock, and I'll hand you over the 
whisky and twist,” and they parted. 

Punctually at three the company met him 
at the foot of the ladder, and the exchange 
was made. The Duke and Ravenor con- 
veyed the treasure to the cottage. Vandenbyl 
grasped his club and strode away to the 
links. Dansie and Chase went with him. 

By five o’clock he had not succeeded in 
entering the first hole. 

“ Tm a bit out of practice,” he said, “ and 
it’s a deuce of a course, though I say it 
myself.” 

At six o’clock he was still pottering about 
that first hole—over-shooting, under-shooting, 
everything but getting in. 

“Its a deuce of a course,” said he, and 
went on banging away with stolid energy, 
while Dansie and Chase eyed one another in 
mournful silence and made sarcastic com- 
ments aloud. 

“Its the confinement has upset my aim, 
I guess,” said Vandenbyl, at seven o'clock. 
“I don’t claim to be much of a player at 
best, but I never was as bad as this before. 
And there are ten more holes !” 

He managed that first hole just before 
supper-time, and promised to come back in 
the morning for Number 2. 

“Im sorry,” said Chase, as they medita- 
tively ate their supper. “All my fault. 
You’ve got to keep your eyes pretty wide 
open when an American man sets out to get 
on your blind side.” 

“ That’s so,” said Dansie. ‘ Shouldn’t be 
a bit surprised if he tried to work a sheep or 
two into that first round.” 

“ PII take care he doesn’t do that, anyway,” 
said Chase, gloomily. ‘Strikes me we'll have 
to pass an emergency by-law limiting games 
to the day they’re begun in.” 

“Trouble is this isn’t a game,” said 
Dansie, biting his pipe grimly as if it were a 
bit of Vandenbyl. “You and TIl have to 
start a game as soon as it’s daylight and keep 
at it all day, and bluff him that way.” 

“ He took the club with him. Said it was 
his free pass,’ said Chase. 

“Well, we'll make one club do.” 

“ He'll play his own round out all the same, 
and it'll last till the tender comes, if I know 
anything about it. Write me down an ass.” 


No 
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Vandenby! sallied out next morning and 
cheerfully started play again. He saw Chase 
and Dansie at their game with one club, and 
apologized for retaining the other one. “Pd 
like to manage that next hole to-day if I 
can,” he said, modestly. ‘I’m really ashamed 
to have had any hand in making such a 
course.” . 

His round went on perpetually, one hole a 
day and all the exercise he wanted, and 
their most vitriolic comments made not the 
slightest impression on him. He duly 
brought up the idea of an amalgamation of 
the General Commissariat Trust and the 
Land Co., and as he happened to have got 
the whole supply of salt in his possession, 
and oatmeal and mutton morning, noon, and 
night had begun to pall on them somewhat, 
they finally came to terms. 
Their table blossomed into 
plenty once more, and Van- 
denbyl smilingly took his 
place at it again. 

At last one morning Miss 
Katie came running to tell 
them that the tender was 
coming, and they all crowded 
up to the highest point by 
the Light to catch sight of 
her. All except Chase, who 
went quietly down to the 
lighthouse boat and put off 
in her and lay about waiting 
till the little steamer rounded 
to with a peal of the whistle. 
Then he pulled straight to 
her and climbed on board. 
While the men loaded the 
boat with supplies he inter- 
viewed the captain. He and 
the captain went ashore with 
the first load and the rest 
were all standing on the 
rocks waiting for them. 

“Start as soon as we've 
got all the goods ashore,” 
said the captain, in reply to 
their eager inquiries. So 
they settled accounts with 
McNeill and Miss Katie, 
as far as that was possible 
till they got back to London, 
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and bade them an affectionate adieu, and 
all stood waiting till the last load was 
landed. 

Dansie sent Captain Macirone and his 
men off first. As the boat was plodding 
slowly back to the shore for the rest of the 
party Chase casually remarked :— 

“ By the way, when I was out there just 
now I took the opportunity of chartering all 
the accommodation that tender has to offer. 
Fares will be high. Two thousand Askan- 
dagas each person. But in certain cases 
there will be a discount, and in some cases” 
—and his eyes settled solemnly on Vandenbyl 
—“‘ there won’t.” 

“I understand,” said Julius, with a smile. 
“Boys, I think we'll cry quits on this deal. 
It kept us from getting rusty, anyway.” 


“AN AFFECTIONATE ADIEU.” 
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The Romance 


the useful and interesting 
hobby of portrait collecting, 
which at the latter end of the 
eighteenth and beginning of 
the nineteenth centuries was 
as rampant and fashionable as stamp-collect- 
ing is now, is not more popular at the present 
time. In these days of cheap and rapid pro- 
duction, so many fine portraits are issued of 
our celebrated men and women, which, 
though of course not equal to the old ones 
from an artistic point of view, yet as portraits 
are of such excellence, and so low in price, 
that there is no reason why this intellectual 
occupation should not be indulged in by 
persons of the most limited means. 

We, therefore, beg to submit the idea for 
the consideration of the readers of this 
Magazine, for it seems to offer not only a 
useful but remunerative employment, as 
there is little doubt that in course of time 








CHARLES l., WITH THE HEAD TAKEN OUT, IN ORDER TO 
CONVERT HIM INTO CROMWELL, 


Vol. xxiii. —43. 
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THE SAME PLATE AS A PORTRAIT OF CROMWELL. 


many of these portraits will become rare and 
valuable, a natural consequence of their 
cheapness and abundance, which prevents 
them from being preserved. 

In the old days, when portraits were much 
more costly and difficult to obtain, whole 
fortunes were spent in accumulating this 
class of print, and many valuable and curious 
collections were the result. ‘The majority of 
these have long since been dispersed, and 
much larger fortunes realized over the trans- 
action than was ever dreamed of at the time 
of their collection. A few still remain, and 
it is from one of these which has come 
down to us in its complete state, and is noted 
for the number of its rare and curious 
specimens, that the portraits here reproduced 
have been selected. 

The equestrian portrait of Charles I., in 
the states shown here, was always a rara 
avis, and much sought after on account of 
the peculiar circumstances attending its 
issue and circulation. The plate, which 
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CHARLES 1. RESTORED. 


is a large one, was engraved from 
a picture by Van Dyck, and was 
first issued during the reign of the 
unfortunate monarch represented. 
So long as the King retained his 
throne and popularity the sale of 
impressions from this plate pro- 
ceeded satisfactorily enough, but 
after the tide turned, and the 
troublous times of the great rebel- 
lion, which ended in the King’s 
death, set in, this satisfactory state 
of things no longer prevailed, and 
the engraver found himself re- 
duced to the direst straits. He 
therefore set to work to remedy 
matters, and like another well- 
known personage of the same 
period altered his opinions, and 
at the same time his plate, to suit 
the times. This he did by taking 
out by means of a scraper and 
hammer the head of Charles and 
Inserting in its place that of Crom 
well. So ingeniously was this 
carried out that it is only by means 
of a powerful glass that the altera- 
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tion can be detected. In this state many 
impressions were taken off, and so great 
was the popularity of the Protector that 
the ingenious engraver soon realized quite 
a small fortune. It is sad, however, to 
relate that, notwithstanding allthis, such 
is the weakness of poor human nature, 
at the Restoration he again altered his 
plate and opinions, reinserted the head 
of the dead King, and the portrait was as 
popular as ever. Several smaller alterations 
were also made, which a close observer will 
find some amusement in detecting. Thus, 
the King’s attendant, on becoming Crom- 
well’s, loses the frills at his knees, but finally 
recovers them, or another pair at least as 
good. Cromwell is deprived of Charles's 
scarf, and the King himself, in the final 
impression, has to be content with a kind of 
brooch in place of it. 

The portrait of the illustrious Dick Whit- 
tington was another which underwent altera- 
tions to suit the public taste, for when it was 
first issued it appeared with a skull in the 
place of the cat ; but Dick Whittington with- 
out his favourite could not be tolerated, and 


A PORTRAIT OF DICK WHITTINGTON, IN WHICH A SKULL FIRST TOOK 
THE PLACE OF THE CAT. 
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the consequence 
was that in order 
to sell his prints 
the engraver was 
compelled to erase 
the skull and sub- 
stitute the cat. 
This animal, 
though perhaps 
not one of the 
most amiable look- 
ing, was the sal- 
vation of the 
engraver, as she 
had already been 
that of her master, 
for to one impres- 
sion sold in its 
first state twenty 
sold in the second ; 
and its value is 
even now very 
considerable, 
though the first 
state now realizes 
the highest price. 
The romantic 
circumstances 
under which our 
next portrait made 
its appearance are 
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of exceptional |? 
interest. It is that | 
of Sir John Si 


Dinely - Goodere. 
This amorous old 
gentleman, whose 
search for a wife 
rendered him 
notorious at the 
end of the eigh- 
teenth century, 
was of ancient : 
lineage and good ~ 
family. He lived 

at Windsor within the Castle precincts, where 
he had a small pension and a house allowed 
him as a Poor Knight of Windsor. Although 
poor, he had wonderful ideas of his ancient 
genealogy and of alliances subsisting between 
himself and the first families in the land ; 
but his one aim in life was to marry, and for 
this purpose he had printed a large number 
of handbills, with a portrait of himself in the 
centre, on which were set forth the conditions 
under which he was willing to enter the 
matrimonial state. These handbills he 
carried about with him to be used as occa- 
sion offered, and also inserted advertise- 
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SIR JOHN DINELY-GOODERE, AND HIS HANDBILL, OFFERING HIMSELF AS A HUSBAND. 


ments in the daily papers to the same effect. 
Whether the ladies considered the con- 
ditions too onerous, or the Baronet too 
ancient, we are unable to decide, but Sir 
John, though he persevered for a number of 
years, never succeeded in his object, and 
died in 1809 at the age of eighty. 

Our next portrait has a still more 
romantic story. This handsome young lady 
was the daughter of the famous Count 
Platoff, Hetman of the Cossacks, very popu- 
lar in this country in Napoleonic days, for he 
was-one of the most implacable enemies of 
the French, During the disastrous retreat 
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MISS PLATOFF, WHOSE FATHER OFFERED HER IN MARRIAGE, 
TOGETHER WITH A FORTUNE, TO ANYONE WHO WOULD 
CAPTURE NAPOLEON, 


from Moscow he did fearful execution in the 
ranks of the French army with his twenty 
regiments of Cossacks ; and so great was his 
hatred of the Emperor that he offered to give 
his daughter in 
marriage, together 
with a fortune of 
200,000 roubles, 
to whoever would 
capture and bring 
the little Corsican 
to him, alive or 
dead. 

In order to en- 
courage competi- 
tion this portrait 
was circulated 
with the proclama- 
tion, and no doubt 
there were many 
competitors in the 
field, though none 
of them succeeded 
in winning the 
prize. At a public 
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burgh at the time the Lord Provost toasted 
this lady in the following words: “ Miss 
Platoff, the fair Cossack, and her patriotic 
father. May she soon be blessed with a 
deserving husband, that both she and the 
nations of Europe may rejoice.” The toast 
created a sensation, and was followed by a 
burst of applause from the assembled guests. 

As a family piece the portrait group of the 
Remington family is certainly unique, and if 
pictures were painted by the yard one might 
be led to conclude that economy was the 
main consideration in this case, the most for 
money having certainly been secured, while 
composition is chiefly remarkable for its 
absence. Fifteen living children are here 
depicted—a fair quiverful of themselves. 
But what makes the picture unique is the 
treatment of the children who died in 
infancy, and who are littered promiscuously 
about the floor. Apart from these, the 
painting reminds one of the stockbroker 
who, with his baker’s dozen, paid a visit to 
Hoppner and inquired what he would paint 
the lot for. The great painter replied that it 
would depend entirely upon the dimensions, 
style, and composition. “Oh!” said the broker, 
“that is all settled. We are all to be touched 
off in one piece as large as life, all seated 
on our lawn at Clapham, and all singing 
‘God save the King.’” 

The rarity of the curious portrait following 
this, and the strange stories connected with 
the man himself, is sufficient to account for 
its presence in the collection. ‘This is the 
man who robbed Lady Fairfax of her gold 
watch, picked Oliver Cromwell's pocket as 








dinner in Edin- 
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ladies, many of whom he deceived 
and afterwards robbed. For many 
years this print, which was found in 
an old book, was considered unique, 
and realized large sums of money 
when on sale, but two others have 
since been found and its renown 
is somewhat diminished. The 
scene is in the seventeenth century, 
and forms a striking contrast to 
the same place as depicted on the 
cover of this Magazine. 

The bottom of the sea is not 
the most likely place to look for 
portraits, yet here is one which 
has been there and appears little 
the worse for its adventure. It was 
recovered from the wreck of the 
Don Juan, the yacht in which 
Shelley was drowned off the coast 
of Italy, July 8th, 1822, together 
with the original of this picture, 
Captain Edward Elliker Williams, 
his great personal friend, who 
accompanied him on this ill-fated 
voyage. The two were inseparable 
companions, and Williams was the 
“ Melchior ” of Shelley’s “ Boat on 
the Serchio.” He assisted the poet 
in many of his undertakings, wrote 
a translation of “Spinoza” at 


Shelley’s dictation, and copied 
THE MAN WHO PICKED OLIVER CROMWELL’S POCKET, WITH THE STRAND “cc ” TT 
N THE BACKGROUND: his “ Hellas” for the Press. The 





portrait was drawn by Williams 
he was coming out of the House of Com- himself, and is the only one of him, 
mons, and robbed Charles II. of a collection we believe, in existence. 
of valuable plate 
while he was stay- 
ing at Cologne. 
His real name was 
Cottington, but 
he acquired the 
name of “ Mulled 
Sack,” from his 
fondness for that 
liquor. He was 
originally a chim- 
ney -sweep, an 
allusion to which 
is no doubt sug- 
gested by the 
figure emerging 
from the chimney, 
but afterwards be- 
came an expert 
thief, and was 
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Queer Houses in Strange Places. 
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By Jonn Nix. 


“ Home is what you make it,” 
was evidently thinking of its 
social side, and not of its 
locality or composition. If he 
could have seen the strange 
dwelling-places, photographs of which are 
reproduced in this article, 
or, better still, could have 
seen the photographs them- 
selves, he probably would 
have altered his aphorism 
and have said, “Home is 
where you make it.” 

The site of the house in 
the first illustration was not 
chosen of necessity. 
Pleasure was the sole 
motive of its erection, and 
enjoyment resulted from its 
construction and use. To 
many people it would appeal 
as a most desirable resi- 
dence, to borrow the house- 
agent’s phrase. It is built 
into a high tree on the top 
of a hill overlooking a 
picturesque valley in Cali- 
fornia, and was owned and 
inhabited by Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles W. Jennings, who 
spent in it some of the 
happiest hours of their 
lives. 

The house is 5oft. above 
the level of the ground, 
encircling the trunk of a 
tall redwood tree. It is 
octagonal in shape and 
15ft. in diameter. It is 
supported on stringers which 
branch outward from the 
tree-trunk 3oft. above the 
ground. Communication is 
made by a spiral walk and 
a balcony connected with earth by a rustic 
ladder, which, when removed, makes seclusion 
absolute. Inside the house the eight sides 
are partitioned off into apartments, the 
furniture of which is almost entirely made of 
redwood. ‘The small branches that shoot 
from the trunk inside the house are permitted 
to grow, and not only form appropriate decora- 
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A HOUSE IN A TREE, FIFTY FEET ABOVE THE GROUND, 


tions, but are useful as well. The cone- 


shaped roof is of thatch, of which material 
the sides are also made, and the windows are 
latticed. The colour of the interior is green, 
except for the brown bark used for lining the 
doors and walls and as an excellent soft carpet. 
Camp-kit furniture and cooking utensils are 





From a Photo. by Wiedner, San Francisco. 


used to make the delightful retreat as com- 
pact as possible. 

The happy owners have described their 
retreat in many expressions of delight. Sitting 
on the small veranda which half encircles 
their house, they have spent many pleasant 
hours in watching the scenes in the forest and 
in the valley below in broad daylight and 
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“INK-BOTTLE SCHOOL” IN CO. DUBLIN. 
From a Photo. by Mac Dowel, Cosgrove. 


when the moon shone over the tops of the 
neighbouring hills. ‘They enjoyed most of 
all the sensation of being rocked to sleep by 
the swaying of their tree-house in the breeze. 
It is certainly an ideal home in summer, and 
the many visitors who come from afar to see 
it are unanimous in wishing that they pos- 
sessed one like it. 

A decidedly curious house is that shown 
in the second illus- « 
tration. At first 
sight it reminds 
one of the rotunda 
church in a town in 
the south of Eng- 
land which was built 
in a circle in order 
to keep the devil 
out of the corners. 
That, however, was 
not the object in 
view when this 
house was built. 
The story of its 
shape is interesting. 
The house is in 


Glasnevin, Co. 
Dublin, a place 
much visited by 


the immortal Dean 
Swift, who used to 
go there to see his 
friend Dr. Delamy. 
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A new school-house was wanted, and Swift 
was asked to design a suitable building. He 
took up one of the broad-bottomed, short- 
necked ink-bottles of the period, and said, 
“ Build it like this.” The Doctor was taken 
seriously, and the school was built like an 
ink-bottle, and “ Ink-Bottle School” it is 
called to this day. 

‘The cave-dwellings of Mexico are one of 
the interesting curiosities of history. It is 
not generally known that there are cave- 
dwellings in England which possess just as 
much interest, but not quite as much renown. 
Within the town of Mansfield, Nottingham- 
shire, are such cave - dwellings, perfectly 
destitute, with the exception of modern doors 
and windows, of anything produced by the 
professional builder. In the illustration at 
the bottom of this page two of these houses, 
cut in the solid rock, will be seen. Until 
recently they were tenanted, and the occu- 
pants contented themselves with floors, walls, 
and ceilings of pure sandstone. 

The next photograph is of a little residence 
that is called “ Bottle Lodge.” It resembles 
a bottle quite as much as the quaint school- 
house designed by Dean Swift, but it does 
not possess such an interesting origin. It 
stands at the entrance to the fine estate of 
the Earl of Shrewsbury, at Tixall, Stafford- 
shire, and is used as a residence by his 
lordship’s lodge-keeper. 

The next illustration shows the houses of 


‘the Todas, or ‘Torowars, a curious aboriginal 


tribe confined to the Neilgherry, or Nilgir, 





MANSFIELD, NOTTINGHAMSHIRE. 


From a Photo. by Chal.is. 
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Hills, in Southern 
India. The Todas 


themselves and their 
picturesque habits, no 
less than their queer 


dwellings, have at- 
tracted considerable 
attention. They are 


a well-built race, calm 
and gentle in manner, 
and although at the 
present day they 
number only about 
2,000 souls, they exer- 
cise authority over 
neighbouring tribes. 
They wear long black 
hair, with never a 
head-covering of any 
kind, and dress them- 
selves in cotton blan- 
kets or holland cloth 
marked with red 
stripes, | ornamented 
with many silver trin- 
kets. Their sole occu- 
pation is herding 





buffaloes, from 
whose milk they 
make an excel- 
lent concoction 
called ghi. 

Their houses, 
seen in the back- 
ground of the 
picture, some- 
what resemble 
beehives, for 
they are exceed- 
ingly small—be- 
tween 4ft. and sft. 
in height. >The 
huts arethatched, 
possessing only 
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NOBLEMAN'S PARK. 
From a Photo, by H. W. Finlow. - 





A CURIOUSLY SHAPED HOUSE IN A 





THE SUPPORT OF A BRIDGE. 
From a Photo. by W. E. Parker. 


one opening, and that 
close to the ground, 
the hole, for it is no- 
thing else, hardly 
being more than 18in. 
square. Windows and 
chimneys are, of 
course, unknown and 
unnecessary luxuries. 
for most of the Todas’ 
time is spent, and all 
their cooking is done, 
in the open air. The 
huts are called munds, 
and a collection of 
them which forms a 
village strikingly re- 
sembles a somewhat 
untidy apiary. 

We imagine that 
sheer necessity, and 
not choice, led to the 
next queer place being 
chosen as a residence. 
The photograph shows 
that it is a mere hole 
in the support of a 
bridge. The occu- 
pant—a poor old Irish 
woman—stands at the door 
with arms folded, looking 
across the stream which flows 
by her abode. In the sum- 
mer her house is habitable, 
but in the winter the floods 
swell the stream and turn her 
out, when she is cared for 
by the inhabitants of the 
little village of Doornbeg, 
in Co. Clare. 






Worcestershire 
also possesses 
a rock- house 
—that which is 
shown in the 
seventh illustra- 
tion. About this 
dwelling there is 
an air of respect- 
ability, not to 
say luxury, which 
is in striking 

. contrast to the 
primitive, un- 
civilized cave- 
dwellings in 
Nottinghamshire 
which we have al- 
ready described. 
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From a Photo. by Mrs. Gataker. 


Here we have nof only the civilized door and 
window, the latter luxurious in the possession 
of glass, but that ugly emblem of cheerful 
domesticity—a chimney! A rock-house with 
a chimney is a rarity indeed, which plainly 
indicates the culture of its occupants—a 
quality that is borne out also by the little beds 
of flowers on either side of the door. The 
cage at the foot bespeaks an owner who loves 
the song of birds. This quaint home is 
situated in the 
heart of a pictur- 
esque country, at 
Kinver Edge, on 
the borders of 
Worcester and 
Stafford, in which 
‘locality, long years 
ago, historians say, 
was a large Saxon 
camp, the remains 
of which are seen 
to-day in the bar- 
row, 12ft. in dia- 
meter and 6ft. high. 

A house made of 
skulls! Who would 
think that any man 
could choose such 


material with which 
Vol, xxii.—44, 
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to build his home? Probably the 
builder of the dwelling shown in this 
photograph had no choice. Its situa- 
tion on the plains, hundreds of miles 
from human communities, is the best 
argument in favour of that theory. 
This hovel was evidently built by a 
man who wanted a shelter from the 
elements whilst he slept, and took the 
first material to his hand. He col- 
lected scores of skulls of animals that 
had died on the plain, and used them 
as stones with which to raise his cover- 
ing. A row of skulls, and then a row 
of dried bracken, sloping up to a 
height of 5ft. or 6ft., held upright by 
piles driven in the earth, and kept in 
place by leaves, moss, and twigs. It 
is another new and strange example 
of what necessity will invent. He 
must have been a hardened man who 
could dwell in such a rude abode. 
The dwelling-house in the picture at 
the top of the next page is decidedly 
peripatetic. It has been on the road 
for over four and a half years, which is 
the time occupied in its journey from 
Seattle, Washington, to Washing- 
, ton, D.C., v7 San Francisco. ‘The 
occupants of this strange home are eight in 
number, which would be a decidedly in- 
sanitary quantity were they not out of the 
waggon most of the time. They are a father, 
mother, and six children, two of whom were 
born in the house during the journey across 
the country. The family, during the time 
occupied in their trip, subsisted on the sales 
of a little book describing their travels and 
their outfit, and on the sales of rough pencil 
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A WAGGON-HOUSE WHICH CONTAINED A FAMILY OF EIGHT AND TRAVELLED ACROSS THE 


From a Photo.| UNITED STATES. 

sketches of their travelling home. One of 
the daughters, who was sixteen years of age, 
delivered “lectures” twice a day to small 
crowds on the subject of their journey, 
meanwhile pushing the sale of the family 
log-book. The travel-stained appearance of 
the waggon-house and the inscriptions on 
its side attracted considerable attention 
wherever it appeared, and crowds collected 
round to hear the story and to buy the 
books. Altogether the wandering family did 
not profit little by 
their enterprise. 
One inscription — 
that nearest the 
horse — testifies to 
the eager curiosity 
of the people who 
sw it. It runs: 
t Keep knives and 
pencils off!” The 
top notice gives the 
starting - point and 
route of the cara- 
van, and the inscrip- 
tion at the end of the 
waggon advertises 
the sale of the little 
book and the draw- 
ings. The caravans 
of the gipsies, with 
which this curious 
waggon is naturally 
compared at first 
sight, probably 
travel as great a 
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distance in the 
course of their exist- 
ence ; but the gipsy 
caravans being speci- 
ally and carefully 
built, whilst this 
vehicle is obviously 
home-made, make 
the comparison 
hardly fair. 

The last illustra- 
tion depicts what 
is surely one of the 
strangest dwellings 
ever inhabited by 
man. It will pro- 
bably be recognised 
by many who have 
visited Salt Lake 
City, where for a 
number of years it 
was a constant 
source of attraction 
to the tourist and the visitor. This fantastic 
home was the idea of a man named Miller, 
who believed it to be Heaven. He spent many 
long hours on its adornment, adding piece 
by piece to the furniture and the decora- 
tions. He brought flowers and draperies 
and pictures until it was complete, and then 
he lived in it thoroughly happy. But in a 
short time his happiness was turned to grief. - 
The home in which he took such pride was 
completely aie by fire. 


[by Peyser. 


USEIN SALT LAKE “CITY. 
by J vhnaen, 
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NCE upon a time (that always 

means a very long time ago) 
there lived some people who 
ought to have been very, very 
happy. They had everything 
to make them glad and joyful 
—a lovely, smiling country with an abund- 
ance of fruit and flowers, rich houses and 
raiment, and beautiful children. Yet they 
were always mourning and always sad, for 
there was an awful curse over their land. 

In the very midst of the country was a 
huge, black forest, in the middle of the forest 
was a great castle, and inside the castle 
dwelt an ogre who had a dreadful power over 
them. Whenever he came amongst them he 
played some wonderful music on a flute, and 
as soon as he piped all the people of the 
country became as stone, unable to move 
hand or foot. 

But if the ogre beckoned to any of them 
they had to follow him. 
help doing so ; as soon as his finger pointed 
the way they moved towards him as if drawn 
by cords. Whoever followed him went into 
his castle and was never heard of any more. 

And so these people who ought to have 
been so happy were always sad, for the ogre 
had lured away many of their most beautiful 
maidens. 

As soon as the music passed out of their 
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A STORY FOR CHILDREN. 


By Amy F. CACKETT. 


hearing anyone was free to follow; but 
nobody had ever been brave enough to do so, 
for at the entrance to the forest which 
surrounded the castle an awful monster with 
many heads and eyes of fire was stationed. 

Tradition said that if you succeeded in 
passing it you only lost your life in the 
forest, which was pitch dark, for the trees 
closed up and crushed you as you tried to 
pass. And, even if you did get past the 
dragon and through the forest, the castle was 
guarded by bad spirits who would not let 
you enter. These dangers took away all the 
courage of the people, and they did nothing 
but weep for those taken from them. 

Ruling over this land was a lovely Princess 
called Villette, whose father and mother had 
died when she was quite young. And as 
the years went by she grew more and more 
beautiful, and the people loved her very 
much, but were always afraid that she might 
be taken from them by the dreadful ogre. 

Villette had recently been betrothed to 
a Prince named Boldheart, who lived in 
another country a long way off. ‘The people 
loved him, too, and when he married Villette 
they were to be crowned King and Queen. 

Boldheart left his country so as to stay 
near Villette and watch over her. He would 
never let her go outside the palace grounds, 
for he feared that the ogre might see her, and 
he had sworn that if ever she was lured away 
to the castle he would brave all the dangers 
and attempt to rescue her. But the people 
only smiled and prayed that he might not be 
put to the test, for many of them had sworn 
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the same vow, but no one had ever passed 
the terrible dragon at the entrance to the 
forest. : 

One day, after he had been out hunting, as 
Boldheart was getting near the palace he 
heard the dreaded music and at once became 
as if chained to the earth. His heart sank 
within him, for the music came from the 
palace, and a moment afterwards he saw his 
lovely Princess being led away to her awful 
doom. For everyone was quite sure that the 
fate of those who 
went within the 
castle must be 
awful. His rage 
and horror were 
useless, as 
he could 
neither 
move nor 
speak. 

As soon 
as the 
music had 
passed 
away and 
he was free 
he rushed 
to the pal- 
ace to prepare tu 
keep his vowand 
endeavour to 
rescue his be- 
loved Princess. 
The people all 
flocked around 
him to try to 
dissuade him by 
telling him that 
they would not 
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all red—long red beard and hair, rich ruddy 
skin, and long flowing red robes. He made 
everything look quite bright and cheerful. He 
said his name was Encourage, and that he had 
come from afar to try to help these people. 
He told Boldheart that he would give him 
a phial which 
contained a 
liquid, and if 
he was a really 
brave man it 
would make 
himimpervious 
tothe influence 
of the music. 
But if he was a 
coward at heart 
it would be of 
no use to him 
whatever. 
Boldheart 
asked him why 
he had not 
given this li- 
quid to others, 
and the old 
man replied 
sadly that he 
had given it to 
many, but that 
they must have 
been weak- 
hearted, be- 
cause it had 
never done any 
of them any 
good. Bold- 
heart took the 
phial gladly. 
Then the peo- 












only lose their ple sorrowfully 
Princess, but TH Ra \{ wished him 
him also. They “HE SAW HIS LOVELY PRINCESS BEING LED AWAY TO HER AWFUL Doom." g00d-bye, but 
begged him to none dared to 
listen to them follow him. 


and to stay and rule over them. But he 
would not listen ; he could not live without 
his beautiful Princess, he said. 

So he entered the palace to prepare him- 
self. He buckled on his sword and armour; . 
but his great dread was of the mystic music. 
Of what use was his good sword and all his 
courage if he should hear that and be 
rendered powerless and unable to move? 
He rushed out of the palace so that his mis- 
givings should not make a coward of him. 

Outside the people stopped him and 
brought to him a strange old man who had 
asked to see the Prince. The old man was 
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When he reached the place where the 
dragon stood his heart sank, for the monster 
was truly terrible to look at with its many 
heads and flaming eyes. He stepped back 
afraid, and as he did so the monster became 
bigger and fiercer than ever. 

Poor Boldheart felt that he could never 
kill that awful thing, so he sat down and 
looked at it and wept. The more he 
looked and wept the bigger and bigger 
grew the monster. It made no attempt 
to touch him, it only grew, and grew, and 
grew, becoming more dreadful every moment, 
glowing with angry fire from every point, so 
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that Boldheart could feel the heat even from 
afar off, and snorting so loudly that it shook 
the earth on which the Prince stood. 

At last Boldheart remembered his vow. 
He sprang up and cried, “ Is this how you 
love your Princess? Coward ! you can but 
die, as she will surely do if you do not rescue 
her.” 

His eyes flashed and he looked brave 
once more as he turned to the monster 
with defiance. And then he fancied it did 
not look quite so big. 

“ Either I get past you, or you shall kill 
me,” he shouted. 

As he said that the monster certainly 
became smaller. 

Boldheart grasped his sword 
and ran towards the dragon, . 
and at every step he took the 
monster became smaller and 
smaller and smaller, until at last, 
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when Boldheart was quite near it and struck 
at it with his sword, the beast had become so 
tiny that he had not the heart to kill it. So he 
walked by it and entered the great dark forest. 

After he had gone a few yards everything 
became black, blacker even than the darkest 
night or a blackbird’s wing. The Prince 
could find no path, and at every step he 
stumbled and bruised himself against the 
trees and tore himself amongst the thickly- 
tangled brambles. The more he tried to pass, 
the closer the brambles twined round his feet. 
He struggled and struggled, but could not 
move. 

Boldheart felt that he would never reach 
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the castle and his Princess at this pace. He 
must think of a better way. As soon as he 
thought a thought the whole wood became 
quite light and the brambles cleared before 
him. You see, it was one of those bright, 
luminous thoughts, and they do light up 
tangled ways. Boldheart rejoiced and thought 
and thought, until a clear, straight path was 
before him, which he hoped would lead to 
the castle. He went quickly along it, sword 
in hand, so as to be strong against sudden 
danger. 

As he strode along a sweet fragrance filled 
the air. ‘The path led on and on; and the 
farther he went the more scent-laden became 
the atmosphere, until at 
last he reached a lovely 
scene. 

3efore him lay a beau- 
tiful blue lake with the most 
wonderful flowers growing 
everywhere out of it, and 
right in the middle rose 
the gabled and turreted 
castle, looking a mighty 
stronghold as the sun 
shone upon it. 

Boldheart paused to 
admire 
the scene 
and to in- 
hale the 
languor- 
ous per- 
fume in 
the air. 
He had 
neverseen 
7N flowers 
\ òà growing 
out of the 
water like 
that be- 
fore, and 
they were such wonderful flowers too, all of 
them being nearly as tall as he was. They 
all had their heads bent one way, as if asleep 
or listening to something. 

He put out his hand to bend one towards 
him, so as to find out if the fragrance came 
from them. To his astonishment, instead of 
meeting the soft, yielding stem of a flower, 
his fingers felt a hard substance like wood, 
which resisted all his efforts to try and 
bend it. 

Then Boldheart knew that the gentle 
flowers heard the cruel music, and he pitied 
them, and was glad to think that he was 
strong against it. The thought of the music 
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reminded him of his Princess, whom he had 
forgotten for a moment. He told himself 
that he must not tarry, but he felt strangely 
tired and sleepy. 

He walked round and round the lake, 
trying to find a way across, but no way could 
he find. Then he 
prepared to swim to 
the castle and leapt 
into the water. - But 
when he tried to 
swim he found that 
he could not move 
his limbs. The 
water seemed so 
heavy, and although 
he tried hard to keep 
above it he 
was sinking 
fast and the 
heavy fra- 
grance was 
taking away 
his senses. 

He roused 
himself to 
another 
effort, and 
with much 
difficulty he 
struggled 
back to the 
bank. When 
herecovered 
his strength 
and his 
senses some- 
what he 
found that he carried 
the heavy scent about 
with him, and then he 
discovered that the lake 
threw off the perfume 
into the air, and that 
the longer he stayed 
under its influence the 
weaker he became. 

Boldheart tried to think how he could 
cross the lake, but his senses were so dulled 
that the thought was not a bright, -path- 
clearing one. It only told him to cut down 
some of the flowers and bind them together, 
so that he could float on them to the other 
side. * 

He drew out his sword and slashed those 
nearest him. Then he dropped it quickly, 
for as he cut the stems of the flowers they 
quivered and bled rich, warm blood. A 
shudder that shook the air ran through all 
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THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


the other flowers, as those he had cut down 
lay writhing on the bank. 

The poor Prince’s spirits sank with horror. 
He looked at the flowers, and as he looked 
they seemed almost to take human shape. 
He would have to cut down many to make 

his raft. Could he spill blood like that, 
even to save his Princess? It seemed 
rather a coward’s way to cut down the 
harmless flowers. But what else could 
he do? So he shut his eyes and went 
forward once more, sword in hand. 

Before he could reach the flowers he 

slipped and fell. He tried to get up, but 
only slipped again. Every time he tried 
to rise it was the same. 

Then be knew that he had acted 
wrongly, and that 
he could not win 
the crown of victory 
by spilling innocent 
blood. ‘That must 
have been another 
bright thought, for 
immediately he saw 
a way of overcom- 
ing his difficulty, 
and then he 
found that 
he had left 
the slippery 
place and 
was able to 
get to his 
feet. 


Why had 
he not 
thought of 

it before? Of 
course he could 


climb over the 
flowers. The stems 
were stiff like trees 
and would bear 
him. 

So he removed his 
slippery boots and 
climbed on to the nearest flower. Then he 
sprang lightly from flower to flower, going as 
gently as possible, so as not to hurt them. 
Sometimes he forgot and tried to hurry. 
When he did that he was sure to slip and 
be in danger of falling into the drugged lake. 

The Prince was becoming very weary when 
he reached the last flower, and he sat down 
upon it, for his feet were very sore, and the 
jump down into the courtyard of the castle 
looked very deep. As soon as he sat down 
and thought about the depth it began to get 
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deeper and deeper, and the more he thought 
about his sore feet the more painful they 
became. 

Boldheart remembered the dragon. 

“This will never do,” he exclaimed, and 
he did not look any more, but flung himself 
down from the top of the flower. 

When his feet touched the ground there 
was a great shock 
like an earth- 
quake, and fora 
moment he lay 
stunned. Then 
he rose and 
turned to look 
at the mighty 
castle. To his 
wonder and 
amazement he 
saw that it was 
rocking from 
side to side. 

Boldheart 
rushed to the 
massive doors 
and beat at them 
with his sword. 
As he did so 
they fell in, and 
Boldheart ran 
back as the 
whole castle tot- 
tered and then 
fell with a mighty 
crash. It was 
only a cowards’ 
castle made 
strong by cowards’ imaginations, and it 
could not stand before the attack of a brave 
man. 

When Boldheart recovered from the shock 
he went wildly among the ruins in search of 
his Princess. But nowhere could he see her. 
Crushed in the ruin of his castle, with the 
magic flute at his feet, the Prince discovered 
the evil ogre. He picked up the flute and 
went on vainly searching for his Princess, but 
at last, when he was sure that she was not 
there, he turned sadly away. 

He was so sorrowful that he hung his head 
so as not to see the bright sun and the lovely 
flowers; but be had scarcely left the ruins 
when he felt soft arms around him and a 
warm kiss on his. brow. He looked up 
quickly and found that he was in the midst 
of a number of beautiful maidens, and be- 
side him was his own Princess. 
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He gazed around in wonderment, and then 
he noticed that all the flowers had gone. 
Boldheart then looked at the maidens again, 
and he saw many faces that he knew, for 
they were the long-mourned daughters and 
sweethearts whom the ogre had enticed away 
by his music. 

There was great rejoicing when they all 
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returned to the town. But the men also felt 
great shame, for they knew now that all their 
troubles had been of their own making 
because they had been too cowardly to fight 
against them. 

The next day Prince Boldheart was married 
to Princess Villette. And then they took 
the magic flute and burnt it on the ruins of 
the castle. As it burnt a huge stone statue 
arose out of the ruins, and there it stands to 
this day. 

The dragon (whose name, by the way, was 
Trouble-and-Care) they never quite got rid 
of. But when he appeared and they went to 
fight him he always ran away, so that they 
could not kill him. 

He did not trouble them much, however, 
and at any rate he did not keep them from 
being very happy in their lovely land, now 
that the ogre and his magic flute had gone. 
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Postage-Stamp Pictures. 


| ET me hasten to assure readers 
at the outset that the subject 
of this article is not such that 
will interest philatelists only, 
but also those who have never 
taken more than a “licking 
in stamps in their lives, and regard 





interest ” 
with contempt what they term the collecting 


craze. The uses for old stamps of no value 
in bulk beyond £3 or £4 a million are 
numerous, but the most popular use to 
which they have hitherto been put is the 
decoration of such articles as ash-trays 
and cigarette-cases, plaques for the wall, 
drinking-glasses, and the like; and there is 
in existence more than one suite of furniture 
thus elaborated, and more than one room in 
the world plastered over and hung about with 
festoons and ropes of used and valueless 
postage-stamps. 

Plates and other articles thus adorned 
make by no means disfiguring ornaments for 
wall and shelf, 
but there is a 
higher art in the 
manipulation of 
these multi- 
coloured scraps 
of paper than con- 
sists in merely 
pasting them 
down with studied 
negligence overa = 
plate or glass. 
Up to the pre- 
sent, however, it is but little known, for 
it has not been noised abroad to the 
millions who might be inclined to attempt 
to make a hobby for pleasure or profit or 
both ; indeed, until recently it was quite a 
one-man art, no one than its initiator under- 
standing it. This was undoubtedly because 
M. Desseignes, the gentleman in question, 
an ardent collector of postage-stamps, had 
not disclosed in thcir entirety the facts as 
to how it was done. He took old stamps 
of no value, cut them into various shapes 
of different sizes, and with these composed 
floral designs and coats-of-arms on porcelain 
plaques. These he showed to M. Maury, 
the well-known Marchand des Timbres- 
postes, of the Boulevard Montmartre, Paris, 
and M. Maury, introducing them to his 
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NES’ LETTER-WORK IN STAMPS, 
From a Photograph. 


philatelic customers, found for these unique, 

artistic, and beautiful creations a ready sale. 
Parquetry work with stamps is nothing 
new, but never until M. Desseignes took a 
hand in it had there been produced anything 
so delicate and well executed; while the 
idea of turning stamps into flowers and the 
like was quite new and novel. M. Maury, 
who is, of course, an authority on everything 
in which postage-stamps play a part, ex- 
plained that the success of M. Desseignes 
was due to the fact that he possessed a true 
artist’s instinct of colours and knew how to 
handle them to get the very best effects. 
Indeed, in the production of first-class work 
of this description everything depends upon 
the possession of this instinct, which, accord- 
ing to M. Maury, so few, unfortunately, can 
claim. As it is necessary to the painter in 
oil and water-colours so it is necessary to the 
artist in postage-stamps, which are to the 

latter what the paint-box is to the former. 

The nature of 
the work pro- 
duced by M. Des- 
seignes can be 
readily seen from 
the photographs 
this 


to believe that the 
beautiful floral 
sprays, the mar- 
vellous life-like butterflies, and the wonderful 
lattice design shown on one of the plaques 
have been obtained with nothing else than 
postage-stamps. Such, however, is the truth, 
but to appreciate the designs as they should 
be appreciated one must see the plaques them- 
selves, for our photographic reproductions do 
not convey the beautiful colours in the 
originals, the blending of which is more than 
half their charm. They look like nothing so 
much as plates hand-painted in oils, and it is 
only when one examines the work closely 
that the real character of it becomes apparent 
and increases one’s admiration. 

There are many stamp collectors who in 
the pursuit of their hobby have no doubt 
accumulated a lot of stamps of little value 
with which they are at a loss to know what to 
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do. To give them 
away to others or to 
burn them has been 
the only means of 
getting rid of them, 
taking it for granted 
that the philatelists 
have a sufficiency of 
articles decorated with 
them ; now they have 
open a new course, if 
they care to follow it 
—as may anyone who 
cares to purchase for 
next-to nothing a 
quantity of variously 
coloured stamps 
which have done their 
duty so far as the 
postal authorities are 
concerned. No artistic 
temperament is re- 
quired to make the 
designs to be placed 
on plaque or palette, 
for these can be 
copied, and though it 
cannot be promised 
that beginners will 
immediately achieve 
great things, patient 
practice cannot fail to 
end in success more 
or less pronounced, 
though those who 
possess the colour in- 
stinct will always pro- 
duce the best results. 
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Stamps and plaques 
in hand, the necessary 
tools must be ob- 
tained. First and 
foremost are required 
several small card- 
board boxes, into 
which the stamps 
must be sorted accord- 
ing to their colours. 
A small pair of scissors ` 
with long fine blades 
and a double: edged 
blade or lancet will be 
wanted for cutting the 
stamps into pieces ; 
while the object of a 
good sticking-gum 
and varnish is too 
obvious to need ex- 
plaining. In addition, 
tracing and carbon 
papers are essential, 
for, of course, begin- 
ners will find it easier 
to trace existing de- 
signs from other 
pieces of china and 
the like than to com- 
mence with originals. 

M. Desseignes ad- 
vises the copying of 
the simplest design 
to begin with, and 
recommends flowers, 
because one can get 
from the natural blos- 
soms an idea of the 
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required colours. 


Rouen, and Mousten 
china-ware are admi- 
rably adapted to 
copying, as the num- 
bers of colours are 
comparatively few. 
The stamps to be 
used must first bè 
cleaned of any paper 
adhering to them. 
This is easily done 
by soaking them in 
water. Afterwards, 
they are dried be- 
tween clean cloth 
and sheets of blotting 
paper, and then left 
in a press or beneath 


some heavy weight, so that they become 
perfectly flat whilst getting quite dry at the 


same time. It is 
a simple matter 
to take a tracing 
of the flower to 
be reproduced, 
and its outline 
and other guiding 
lines are trans- 
ferred from one 
tracing paper 
through one car- 
bon paper on to 
the plate to be 
worked on. 

To cut the 
stamps into 
shapes to fit the 
design and build 
up the flower be- 
comes a simple 
matter with prac- 
tice. Imagining 
that the bloom in 
question is a red 
rose, a stamp of 
suitable tint is 
taken and placed 
beneath the tra- 
cing paper, and 
the desired shape 
is traced on toit, 
but it is better to 
make the impres- 
sion on the back 
of the stamp 
rather than on its 
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It is not necessary to 
choose large designs, small ones give better 
results ; and the decorations on Strassbourg, 


face. 
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A POSTAGE-STAMP BUTTERFLY. 


From a Photograph. 
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A LANDSCAPE MADE ENTIRELY FROM POSTAGE-STAMPS—THE MOST 
WONDERFUL PIECE OF WORK OF ITS KIND EVER EXECUTED. 
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Thus, bit by bit, the flower is traced 
in stamps of different shades and tints, the 
stamps are cut as traced, and then carefully 


the pieces are pasted 
down on the plate. 
Although these in- 
structions sound so 
extremely simple that 
a child could not fail 
to follow them, to 
carry them out cor- 
rectly is no easy 
matter, and a steady 
hand and a sure eye 
are necessary to ex- 
cellent execution of 
the work. Many of 
the pieces will be 
found to be so small 
that the artist will do 
well to supply himself 


with a tiny pair of pincers; indeed, unless 
his fingers are naturally small and delicate a 


pair of these will 
be absolutely in- 
dispensable. 
Before again 
touching the 
plate the gum 
must be allowed 
to dry. Then 
any raggedness 
in the design can 
be cut away with 
a lancet, and the 
undesirable mor- 
sels will disappear 
witha little gentle 
persuasion, when 
the next opera- 
tion of washing 
the plaque with 
tepid water and a 
sponge will clean 
off any super- 
fluous gum on 
the face and 
round the edges 
of the postage- 
stamp flower. 
The sponge 
must be slightly 
damped and 
drawn lightly 
over the design 
in one direction 
only ; a too libe- 
ral use of water 
and a heavy hand 
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travelling about in all directions tend to 
wrinkle up the edges and make a lot of 
extra work, if it does not entirely ruin what 
has been done. With a soft, clean piece of 
linen the plate must be dried ; gentle dab- 
bing will have the desired result. 

Now the artist will, for the first time, be 
able to gather some idea of the result of his 
labours. It may not be so satisfactory as he 
had hoped, but patience and practice will 
secure better things. It will probably happen 
that the design has the appearance of dis- 
continuity—that is, being made up of separate 
pieces—but this is only to be expected. Ina 
perfect design this would not be the case, the 
aim of the maker being to give the idea that 
the flower is all in one piece. Gaps can, 
however, be filled up with the tiniest morsels 
of stamps. 

It only remains now to varnish the design, 
but before this can be done the plate must 
be put away out of the dust for a day, to 
ensure that it shall be perfectly dry. The 
varnish is not smothered all over the surface 
of the plate, only the design itself is glazed 
with it, and this naturally is an operation 
requiring a very steady hand. ‘The applica- 
tion of this liquid gives the work the 
appearance of a painting on porcelain, 
and at even a short distance one would 
need to have a sharp eye to tell the differ- 


Digitized by Gor gle 





PART OF THE PRECEDING LANDSCAPE SHOWING THE ACTUAL SIZE. 


355 


Lr 





ence. The drying of the varnish is an 
important matter, and while this is in pro- 
gress the plaque must again be placed out 
of the reach of dust and dirt. It may be 
that this decoration of plaques, as described, 
sounds too trivial for some persons to under- 
take, while the nature of the work does not 
appeal to others; but there is still hope for 
them if they would become artists in postage- 
stamps—using the word artist in the full sense 
of the word, że., a painter of pictures and 
not merely of floral design. Set them at the 
photograph reproduced on the preceding page. 
They will see at once that it is, indeed, a 
perfect picture of a pool, wherein a couple of 
deer are assuaging their thirst beneath the 
shade of tall trees. It is to be regretted that 
it is not possible to present this picture in all 
its beautiful colours, for at first glance it 
looks as though they had been transferred by 
an artist’s brush. It is a large picture—some 
2%4ft. in depth by 114ft. in width, and every 
scrap of it is postage-stamp. 

If a reader feels inclined to doubt it he 
will gather conviction from the last photo- 
graph, which shows just a small portion of 
the bottom of the same picture. In this the 
stamps show up plainly. 

How many hundreds of stamps, cut into 
how many shapes, how many colours are here 
renresented, it is quite impossible to say. 
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[We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 


A CURIOUS RAILWAY SMASH. 

Messrs. Alfred Field and Henry Sharp, both news- 
paper correspondents, of New South Wales, send the 
accompanying picture of a remarkable railway acci- 
dent. They also send the following description : 
“ This peculiar accident occurred on the Western line 
of railway from Sydney to Bourke, in New South 
Wales. A train of forty empty coal-waggons was 
going down the first grade or road on its journey to 
Lithgo, but on reaching the point where it stops to 
back down the middle road the brakes got out of 
order, causing the train to keep up its speed and 
dashing the engine against the stop-blocks, which, by 
the way, were powerfully built. Not content with 


wrecking these the engine dashed over the roads until 
it stopped, as seen in the photo., with a bogie and 
leading wheels hanging in mid-air, 3,000ft. above the 
gulley below.” —Photo. by Austin Cockerton. 





HONEY-MAKING IN A HELMET. 
Corporal H. Redfern, 22nd Co, Imperial Yeomanry, 
Herbert Hospital, Woolwich, has had a strange ex- 
erience. Ile writes: “ The photograph I send you 
1s that of a helmet which I discovered in a case of 
helmets that were sent out to South Africa to one of 
the Yeomanry depots. On the case being opened the 
helmet of which I send you the photograph was found 
to have a swarm of bees in it. They had evidently 
got into the case and swarmed in the helmet. All 
* Copyright, 19 + 
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the bees were living and I kept them in the 
helmet for a few days, when they took their 
departure, leaving the cakes in the helmet 
as can be seen in the picture:” 





WELL COLLARED. 

“ We all have heard that a handsome woman 
should be jen gantée and ben chaussée, 
and here is one who is apparently well 
collared. But the face is not that of a woman 
after all. The photograph is that of a male 
student of the University of California, made 
up with long hair and all but hidden from 
view ¢n- 
tirely by 
an enor- 
mous 
lar with a 
huge bow 
of ribbon 
enciicling 
it in the 
middle, 
The photo- 
graph was 
taken by 
Backus, of 
San Francisco, in 


col- 


the grounds of 
the University of 
California, at 


Berkeley, on 
Charter Day, 
when the students 
of American 
Universities hold 
processions and 
indulge in pranks 
and antics of all 
sorts.” — Mr. 
Arthur Inkersley, 
of San Francisco. 
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CURIOSITIES. 


AN INGENIOUS 
FANCY DRESS. 
“Herewith a 

photo. of my cha- 
racter in the Watford 
Wheelers’ Carnival, 
held on Oct. roth, 
1900. The charac- 
ter represents, as 
you see, a scarecrow; 
it is mounted on a 
tricycle, but this is 
hidden from view by 
the miniature field. 
Although I am not 
in view I can assure 
you I was inside this 
suit (if I may call 
it such) when this 
photo. was taken, 
as well as when I 
was judged in com- 
petition. So that 
nothing should be 
out of keeping with 
the character, I used turnips for my lanterns. These 
I cut out as you can see by the photo: and placed a 
candle inside, and when these were lighted they proved 
a great success. I entered in the comic class as 
‘ Have you ever seen this in a field?’ and with this 
character I gained the first prize valued £1 10s. 
I think you will agree with me that even for a cycle 
carnival it is indeed a curiosity.”— Mr. Arthur Linley, 
Lower Derby Road, Watford, Herts. 


TWO WIVES IN A PACKING-CASE. 
“I took this photo. at Casablanca, in Morocco. 
It shows a case in which are two of the wives of a 


Moorish swell. In the background on the upper deck 
is another case containing a third wife. As soon as 
they were swung on board a huge screen was placed 
around them so that no man might look on them, so 
I thiak I am very lucky in obtaining this photo., 
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which I hope to 
find in your splen- 
did selection of 
- ‘ Curiosities.’ P. S.— 
Their consignment 
note rar thus: ‘Two 
cases of women.’ ” 
—Mr. E. W. Jen- 
kins, Foydeane, 
Boscombe, Hants. 


A STRANGE 
NESTING-PLACE. 


Here is a little 
robin redbreast that 
was fond of Cerebos, 
hence his predilec- 
tion for a tin of that 
product, in which 
he has built his little 
nest. Some time ago 
the proprietors of 
Cerebos Salt adver- 





tised for a list of the best uses to which empty 
tins could be put, but, needless to add, birds’ nest- 
ing - places were 
not among the sug- 
gestions sent in. 


A RECORD CARD 
TOWER. 
“Some time 
ago I began to 
build card towers. 
I send you the 


— 


photograph of one 
fifteen stories iE 
high, taken by te 


my brother. My 
friends think it is 
rather an unusual 
feat. I made a 
tower seventeen 
stories high, but 
unfortunately the 
negative is a very 
bad one.” — Miss 
Victoria Mait- 
land, 50, Norfolk 
Square, Hyde 
Park, W. 
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A CHARMING PICTURE. 


Mr. John H. Coath, photographer, Liskeard, who 
took this charming photo., writes: ‘‘ Dr. Seecombe, 
of St. Austell, the owner of dog and canary, says 
the dog is a thoroughbred collie, Tregarne Prince, 
registered at Kennel Club; the canary a Norwich. 
The canary used to sit on the back of a chair and 
sing. One day it flew off the chair on to the dog’s 
back. Dr. Seecombe, who had trained the dog to 
hold a piece of sugar on its nose, thought he would 
try the canary, and after a while he succeeded, and 
now the dog’s nose is a favourite place with the 
canary. The dog is very pleased to have it there, 
and will sit or lie any length of time and will keep 
perfectly quiet. Two or three have tried to photo- 
graph this interesting pair, but without success. I 
exposed four plates on them, all of which gave good 
results.” : 
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COLLECTION OF HUNTSMEN'’S BUTTONS. 


“I beg to submit to you for ‘Curiosities’ a 
photograph of a collection of huntsmen’s buttons, 
from Queen Victoria’s hounds downwards, which 
should be most interesting, especially to sportsmen. 
The collection is in the possession of Mr. H. R. 
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Kay, of Hope Cottage, Patching, 
near Worthing, who owns a pack 
of foxhounds. I ought to mention 
that this collection is, as far as I 
can discover, absolutely unique.”— 
Mr. G. Johns, 67, Upper Westbourne 
Villas, Hove. 
A NEW GAME FOR TYPISTS. 

“I herewith forward you for your 
‘Curiosities’ the ‘ balance-sheet’ of 
a new game played by two persons 
with a typewriter. The first presses 
the key for a certain letter, the other 
then follows, and so on alternately 
until a’ breakdown occurs. It is 
fascinating, simple, and instructive, 
and: proficiency in it can be acquired 
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after a very brief period.” —Mr. Joseph O’ Donoghue, 
Dingle, Co. Kerry. 





RARA AVIS. 


“I am sending you the photograph of a £ white 
starling? which 
was shot on this 
place on May 30th, 
by the keeper. 
It is rather smaller 
than the ordinary 
starling and pure 
white, with a 
yellow bill. The 
bird was stuffed 
by Quatermaine, 
of Stratford - on - 
Avon. I believe 
the bird is a great 


inhabitants of the 
neighbourhood do 
not remember ever 
seeing one before.” 
—Miss Maye 
bruce, Norton 
Hall, Campden, 
Gloucestershire. 
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CORIOSITIES. 


LADIES, PLEASE 
NOTE. 

“I am sending 
you a photo. of 
something I made in 
my leisure time dur- 
ing the three last 
winters’ evenings. It 
is a piece of orna- 
mental needlework 
by one of the sterner 
sex, and much ad- 
mired by my friends. 
I thought it might 
also interest your 
readers. The de- 
sign was worked 
upon a fine perfo- 
rated cardboard with 
various coloured filo- 
selle silks, in what 
the ladiesare pleased 
to call ‘cross’ and 
‘tenth stitch.? The 
card contains 3674 
square inches, with 
420 holes to the 
square inch, giving 
a total of 154,350 
holes, nearly all of which are filled, and many of the 
holes had to be used more than twice over. To 
assist me in my self-imposed and tedious task my 
wife used to read aloud to me whilst I was working 
at it, and we managed thus to spend many long and 
happy evenings together, and to get through a good 
many volumes cre I completed my task.” — Mr. Walter 
Field, St. Helens, near Hastings, Sussex. 














AN INGENIOUS ALARUM. : 

“ The accompanying photo. illustrates a device hit 
upon by an Irish police-sergeant in days when alarum 
clocks were less common, and a good deal more 


expensive, than now. The sergeant found it very 
hard to wake in time for ‘guard’ duty, and on more 
than one occasion nearly got into trouble through 
oversleeping. He experimented with a certain make 
of candle until he found what length was consumed 
per hour, and in a short time was able to mark off the 
hour spaces on each candle. When retiring he tied 
a thread around a candle at a mark which represented 
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the time at which he wished to awaken. From the 
thread was suspended a small metal box partly filled 
with shot, which hung over a tin-ware basin. When 
the candle burned to the thread the box clattered into 
the basin, and the rattle of the shot and box combined 
to make a noise which aroused the sergeant to his 
bee gaa r. T. J. O'Callaghan, 16, Sunday’s Well, 
ork. 


THE DISTORTED LIGHTHOUSE-KEEPER. 

“I send you a photograph which I hope may 
interest your readers of ‘ Curiosities.’ It is that of a 
lighthouse-keeper through the lenses, and shows him, 
of course, greatly distorted.” — Mr. Dudley H. 
Magnus, Geldholt Hall, Stonebridge Park, N.W. 
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A MILLER'S MONUMENT, 


“ Here is something unique in 
the line of monuments. It is the 
upper stone of a pair of French 
burr millstones, which serves to 
mark the grave of a miller of the 
old school in the cemetery at 
Georgetown, Ohio. The concep- 
tion is barbaric and yet eloquent. 
This old millstone—the hole in its 
centre, through which the grain 
formerly flowed, filled with 
plaster; its sides chipped and 
seamed and worn ; a reminder of 
the days when millers knew not 
the roar of mighty machinery or 
the worries of a fluctuating grain 
market, but went their daily 
round as calmly and easily as 
their millstones—tells of the life 
of the man whose grave it marks 


A PECULIAR POST-CARD. 

t Some months ago you published in the ‘Curiosity’ pages of 
your STRAND MAGAZINE a photo. of a post-card with the address 
and correspondence written in shorthand, and Iinclose herewith 
post-card written in backhand which I forwarded and which 
was delivered in due course toa friend of mine. The post-card 
can easily be read by holding it before a looking-glass.—Mr. 
Harry Alden, 1, Brick Street, Bury. 


A SPLENDID FEAT OF STRENGTH. 

“I send this photograph of one of the strongest men in the 
\imy, for some time sergeant-instructor at Woolwich. His 
name is Sergeant Hawthorne. The gun he has on his shoulder, 
and which has just been fired from there, weighs goolb., with a 
bore of 2'5in., it being identically the same kind of gun as 
supplied to the mountain batteries. Considering the recoil and 
the weght of the gun, surely this is a marvellous feat of 
strength.’ —Mr. C. A. Cameron, R.M. Academy, Woolwich. 


far more eloquently than these verses 
which some local poet has chiselled on 
the back :— 

A MILLER'S MONUMENT, 
(‘A Millstone Taken from His Mill.) 
Beneath this stone a miller lies 
Who left the world before the rise 
Of modern ways of making flour, 
And hence passed many a happy hour. 
He was not forced to speculate, 
Nor on Chicago's movement wait ; 
He did not care for foreign trade, 
But sold his neighbours all he made. 
Cables and telegrams were rare— 
The markets did not make him sweor. 
Small was his mill ; his profits round ; 
Clear was his head, his slumbers sound ; 
He envied none, was envied not, 
And died contented with his lot.” 


—Mr. Chas. W. Kimball, Parsons, 
Kansas. 
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“THE DRIVER POINTED WITH HIS WHIP—‘ BASKERVILLE HALL,’ SAID HE.” 


(See page 371.) 
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The Hound of the Baskervilles. 


ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF 


SHERLOCK HOLMES. 


CHAPTER V. 
THREE BROKEN THREADS. 
HERLOCK HOLMES had, 
in a very remarkable degree, 
the power of detaching his 
mind at will. For two hours 
the strange business in which 
we had been involved appeared 
to be forgotten, and he was entirely absorbed 
in the pictures of the modern Belgian 
masters. He would talk of nothing but art, 
of which he had the crudest ideas, from our 
leaving the gallery until we found ourselves 
at the Northumberland Hotel. 

“Sir Henry Baskerville is upstairs expect- 
ing you,” said the clerk. “ He asked me to 
show you up at once when you came.” 

“ Have you any objection to my looking at 
your register ? ” said Holmes. 

“ Not in the least.” 

The book showed that two names had 
been added after that of Baskerville. One 
was Theophilus Johnson and family, of New- 
castle ; the other Mrs. Oldmore and maid, of 
High Lodge, Alton. 

“Surely that must be the same Johnson 
whom I used to know,” said Holmes to the 
porter. ‘A lawyer, is he not, grey-headed, 
and walks with a limp?” 

“No, sir, this is Mr. Johnson the coal- 
owner, a very active gentleman, not older 
than yourself.” 

“Surely you are mistaken about 
trade ?” 

“ No, sir; he has used this hotel for many 
years, and he is very well known to us.” 

“ Ah, that settles it. Mrs. Oldmore, too ; 
I seem to remember the name. Excuse my 
curiosity, but often in calling upon one friend 
one finds another.” 

“She is an invalid lady, sir. 

Vol. xxii.—46. 
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was once Mayor of Gloucester. She always 
comes to us when she is in town.” 

“Thank you; I am afraid I cannot claim 
her acquaintance. We have established a 
most important’ fact by these questions, 
Watson,” he continued, in a low voice, as 
we went upstairs together. “We know now 
that the people who are so interested in our 
friend have not settled down in his own 
hotel. ‘That means that while they are, as we 
have seen, very anxious to watch him, they 
are equally anxious that he should not see 
them. Now, this is a most suggestive fact.” 

“What does it suggest ?” 

“Tt suggests—halloa, my dear fellow, what 
on earth is the matter?” 

As we came round the top of the stairs we 
had run up against Sir Henry Baskerville 
himself. His face was flushed with anger, 
and he held an old and dusty boot in one of 
his hands. So furious was he that he was 
hardly articulate, and when he did speak it 
was in a much broader and more Western 
dialect than any which we had heard from 
him in the morning. 

“Seems to me they are playing me for a 
sucker in this hotel,” he cried. “They'll 
find they’ve started in to monkey with the 
wrong man unless they are careful. By 
thunder, if that chap can’t find my missing 
boot there wilt be trouble. I can take a joke 
with the best, Mr. Holmes, but they’ve got a 
bit over the mark this time.” 

“ Still looking for your boot ?” 

“ Yes, sir, and mean to find it.” 

“But, surely, you said that it was a new 
brown boot?” 

“ So it was, sir. 
one.” 

“What ! you don’t mean to say 

“That’s just what I do mean to say. I 


And now it’s an old black 


9” 





Copyright 1901, by George Newnes, Ltd. 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


‘HE HELD AN OLD AND DUSTY BOOT IN ONE OF HIS HANDS.” 


only had three pairs in the world—the new 
brown, the old black, and the patent leathers, 
which I am wearing. Last night they took 
one of my brown ones, and to-day they have 
sneaked one of the black. Well, have you 
got it? Speak out, man, and don’t stand 
staring !” 

An agitated German waiter had appeared 
upon the scene. 

“ No, sir; I have made inquiry all over the 
hotel, but I can hear no word of it.” 

“Well, either that boot comes back before 
sundown or IIl see the manager and tell him 
that I go right straight out of this hotel.” 

“Tt shall be found, sir—I promise you 
that if you will have a little patience it will 
be found.” 

“ Mind it is, for it’s the last thing of mine 
that I'll lose in this den of thieves. Well, 
well, Mr. Holmes, you'll excuse my troubling 
you about such a trifle 

“T think it’s well worth troubling about.” 

“Why, you look very serious over it.” 

“ How do you explain it?” 
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“ I just don’t attempt to 
explain it. It seems the 
very maddest, queerest 
thing that ever happened 
to me.” 

“The queerest, per- 
haps,” said Hoimes, 
thoughtfully. 

“What do you make of 
it yourself? ” 

“Well, I dont profess 
to understand it yet. This 
case of yours is very com- 
plex, Sir Henry. When 
taken in conjunction with 
your uncle’s death I am 
not sure that of all the five 
hundred cases of capital 
importance which I have 
handled there is one which 
cuts so deep. But we hold 
several threads in our 
hands, and the odds are 
that one or other of them 
guides us to the truth. We 
may waste time in follow- 
ing the wrong one, but 
sooner or later we must 
come upon the right.” 

We had a pleasant lun- 
cheon in which little was 
said of the business which 
had brought us together. 
It was in the private sitting- 
room to which we after- 
wards repaired that Holmes asked Baskerville 
what were his intentions. 

“ To go to Baskerville Hall.” 

“ And when?” 

“ At the end of the week.” 

“On the whole,” said Holmes, “I think 
that your decision is a wise one. I have 
ample evidence that you are being dogged in 
London, and amid the millions of this great 
city it is difficult to discover who these people 
are or what their object can be. If their in- 
tentions are evil they might do you a mischief, 
and we should be powerless to prevent it. 
You did not know, Dr. Mortimer, that you 
were followed this morning from my house ?” 

Dr. Mortimer started violently. 

“Followed! By whom?” 

“ That, unfortunately, is what I cannot tell 
you. Have you among your neighbours or 
acquaintances on Dartmoor any man with a 
black, full beard ?” 

“ No—or, let me see—why, yes. Barry- 
more, Sir Charles’s butler, is a man with a 
full, black beard.” 
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“Ha! Where is Barrymore ? ” 

“ He is in charge of the Hall.” 

“We had best ascertain if he is really 
there, or if by any possibility he might be in 
London.” 

“How can you do that ?” 


“Give me a telegraph form. ‘Is all ready 


for Sir Henry?’ That will do. Address to 
Mr. Barrymore, Baskerville Hall. Which is 
the nearest telegraph-office ? Grimpen. 


Very good, we will send a second wire to 
the postmaster, Grimpen: ‘Telegram to 
Mr. Barrymore, to be delivered into his own 
hand. If absent, please return wire to Sir 
Henry Baskerville, Northumberland Hotel.’ 
That should let us know before evening 
whether Barrymore is at his post in Devon- 
shire or not.” 

“Thats so,” said Baskerville. “ By the 
way, Dr. Mortimer, who is this Barrymore, 
anyhow ?” 

“ He is the son of the old caretaker, who 
is dead. ‘They have looked after the Hall 
for four generations now. So far as I know, 
he and his wife are as respectable a couple 
as any in the county.” 

“At the same time,” said Baskerville, 
“it’s clear enough that so long as there are 
none of the family at the Hall these people 
have a mighty fine home and nothing to do.” 

“ That is true.” 

“Did Barrymore profit at all by Sir 
Charles’s will ? ” asked Holmes. 

“ He and his wife had five hundred pounds 
each.” 

“Ha! Did they know that they would 
receive this ? ” 

“Yes ; Sir Charles was very fond of talking 
about the provisions of his will.” 

“ That is very interesting.” 

“ I hope,” said Dr. Mortimer, “that you 
do not look with suspicious eyes upon every- 
one who received a legacy from Sir Charles, 
for I also had a thousand pounds left to me.” 

“ Indeed! And anyone else?” 

“There were many insignificant sums to 
individuals and a large number of public 
charities. The residue all went to Sir Henry.” 

“ And how much was the residue ?” 

“Seven hundred and forty thousand 
pounds.” 

Holmes raised his eyebrows in surprise. 
“I had no idea that so gigantic a sum was 
involved,” said he. 

“ Sir Charles had the reputation of being 
rich, but we did not know how very rich he 
was until we came to examine his securities. 
The total value of the estate was close on to 
a million.” 
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“Dear me! It is a stake for which a man 
might well play a desperate game. And one 
more question, Dr. Mortimer. Supposing 
that anything happened to our young friend 
here—you will forgive the unpleasant hypo- 
thesis !—who would inherit the estate ? ” 

“ Since Rodger Baskerville, Sir Charles’s 
younger brother, died unmarried, the estate 
would descend to the Desmonds, who are 
distant cousins. James Desmond is an 
elderly clergyman in Westmorland.” 

“Thank you. These details are all of 
great interest. Have you met Mr. James 
Desmond ?” 

“Yes; he once came down to visit Sir 
Charles. He isa man of venerable appear- 
ance and of saintly life. I remember that he 
refused to accept any settlement from Sir 
Charles, though he pressed it upon him.” 

“And this man of simple tastes would be 
the heir to Sir Charles’s thousands ? ” 

“He would be the heir to the estate, 
because that is entailed. He would also be 
the heir to the money unless it were willed 
otherwise by the present owner, who can, of 
course, do what he likes with it.” 

“And have you made your will, Sir 
Henry ?” 

“ No, Mr. Holmes, I have not. I’ve had 
no time, for it was only yesterday that I 
learned how matters stood. But in any case 
I feel that the money should go with the title 
and estate. That was my poor uncle’s idea. 
How is the owner going to restore the glories 
of the Baskervilles if he has not money 
enough to keep up the property? House, 
land, and dollars must go together.” 

“Quite so. Well, Sir Henry, I am of one 
mind with you as to the advisability of your 
going down to Devonshire without delay. 
There is only one provision which I must 
make. You certainly must not go alone.” 

“Dr. Mortimer returns with me.” 

“But Dr. Mortimer has his practice to 
attend to, and his house is miles away from 
yours. With all the good will in the world, 
he may be unable to help you. No, Sir 
Henry, you must take with you someone, a 
trusty man, who will be always by your side.” 

“Ts it possible that you could come your- 
self, Mr. Holmes ?” 

“If matters came to a crisis I should 
endeavour to be present in person ; but you 
can understand that, with my extensive con- 
sulting practice and with the constant appeals 
which reach me from many quarters, it is 
impossible for me to be absent from London 
for an indefinite time. At the present instant 
one of the most revered names in England 
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is being besmirched by a blackmailer, and 
only I can stop a disastrous scandal. You 
will see how impossible it is for me to go 
to Dartmoor.” 

“ Whom would you recommend, then?” 

Holmes laid his hand upon my arm. 

“Tf my friend would undertake it there is 
no man who is better worth having at your 
side when you are in a tight place. No one 
can say so more confidently than I.” 

The proposition took me completely by 





“THE PROPOSITION TOOK ME COMPLETELY BY SURPRISE.” 


surprise, but before I had time to answer 
Baskerville seized me by the hand and wrung 
it heartily. 

“Well, now, that is real kind of you, Dr. 
Watson,” said he. “You see how it is with 

_ me, and you know just as much about the 
matter as I do. If you will come- down to 
Baskerville Hall and see me through I'll 
never forget it.” 

The promise of adventure had always a 
fascination for me, and I was complimented 
by the words of Holmes and by the eager- 
ness with which the Baronet hailed me as a 
companion. 

“T will come, with pieis" said I. “I 
do not know how I could employ my time 
better.” 

“cc An 
me,’ 


„yoa eaill report very cargfully to 
said Holmes “When a cfisis comes, 
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as it will do, I will direct how you shali 
act. I suppose that by Saturday all might 
be ready?” 

“Would that suit Dr. Watson ?” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“Then on Saturday, unless you hear to 
the contrary, we shall meet at the 10.30 train 
from Paddington.” 

We had risen to depart when Baskerville 
gave a cry of criumph, and diving into one 
of the corners of the room he drew a brown 
boot from under a 
cabinet. 

“ My missing boot!” 
he cried. 

“ May all our difficul- 
ties vanish as easily !” 
said Sherlock Holmes. 

“But it is a very 
singular thing,” Dr. 
Mortimer remarked. 
“I searched this room 
carefully before lunch.” 

“And so did I,” said 
Baskerville. “ Every 
inch of it.” 

“ There was certainly 
no boot in it then.” 

“In that case the 
waiter must have 
placed it there while 
we were lunching.” 

. The German was 
sent for, but professed 
to know nothing of the 
matter, nor could any 
inquiry clear it up. 
Another item had been 
added to that constant 
and apparently pur- 
poseless series of small mysteries which had 
succeeded each other so rapidly. Setting 
aside the whole grim story of Sir Charles’s 
death, we had a line of inexplicable incidents 
all within the limits of two days, which 
included the receipt of the printed letter, the 
black-bearded spy in the hansom, the loss of 
the new brown boot, the loss of the old black 
boot, and now the return of the new brown 
boot. Holmes sat in silence in the cab as 
we drove back to Baker Street, and I knew 
from his drawn brows and keen face that his 
mind, like my own, was busy in endeavouring 
to frame some scheme into which all these 
strange and apparently disconnected episodes 
could be fitted. All afternoon and late into 
the evening he sat lost in tobacco and thought. 

Just before dinner two telegrams were 
handed in. The first ran :— 
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“Have just heard that Barrymore is at 
tae Hall.—BasKERVILLE.” The second :— 

“Visited twenty-three hotels as directed, 
but sorry to report unable to trace cut sheet 
of Times. —CARTWRIGHT.” 

“There go two of my threads, Watson. 
There is nothing more stimulating than a 
case where everything goes against you. We 
must cast round for another scent.” 

“We have still she cabman whodrovethe spy.” 

“Exactly. I have wired to get his name 
and address from the Official Registry. I 
should not be surprised if this were an 
answer to my question.” 

The ring at the bell proved to be some- 
thing even more satisfactory than an answer, 
however, for the door opened and a rough- 
looking fellow entered who was evidently the 
man himself. 

“ I got a message from the head office that 
a gent at this address had been inquiring for 
2,704,” said he. “I’ve driven my cab this 
seven years and never a word of complaint. 
I came here straight from the Yard to ask 
you to your face what you had against me.” 

“I have nothing in 
the world against you, 
my good man,” said 
Holmes. “On the 
contrary, I have half 
a sovereign for you if 
you will give me a 
clear answer to my 
questions.” 

.“ Well, I’ve had a 
good day and no mis- 
take,” said the cab- 
man, with a grin. 
“What was it you 
wanted to ask, sir?” 

“First of all your 
name and address, in 
case I want you again.” 

“ John Clayton, 3, 
Turpey Street, the 
Borough. My cab is 
out of Shipley’s Yard, 
near Waterloo Sta- 
tion.” 

Sherlock Holmes 
made a note of it. 

“ Now, Clayton, tell 
me all about the fare 
whocame and watched 
this house at ten 
o'clock this morning 
and afterwards follow- 
ed the two gentlemen 
down Regent Street.” 
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The man looked surprised and a little em- 
barrassed. ‘‘ Why, there’s no good my 
telling you things, for you seem to know 
as much as I do already,” said he. “The 
truth is that the gentleman told me that 
he was a detective and that I was to say 
nothing about him to anyone.” 

“ My good fellow, this is a very serious 
business, and you may find yourself in a 
pretty bad position if you try to hide any- 
thing from me. You say that your fare told 
you that he was a detective ? ” 

“Yes, he did.” 

“ When did he say this ?” 

“ When he left me.” 

“ Did he say anything more ?” 

“ He mentioned his name.” 

Holmes cast a swift glance of triumph at 
me. “Oh, he mentioned his name, did he? 
That was imprudent. What was the name 
that he mentioned ? ” n g 

“ His name,” said the cabman; 
Sherlock Holmes.” 

Never have I seen my friend more com- 
pletely taken aback than by the cabman’s 


es was Mr. 





“t HIS NAME,’ SAID THE CABMAN, ‘WAS MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES,’ ” 
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reply. For an instant he sat in silent amaze- 
ment. Then he burst into a hearty laugh. 

“ A touch, Watson—an undeniable touch !” | 
said he. “TI feel a foil as quick and supple 
as my own. He got home upon me very 
prettily that time. So his name was Sherlock 
Holmes, was it ?” 

“Yes, sir, that was the gentleman’s name.” 

“Excellent! Tell me where you picked 
him up and all that occurred.” 

“He hailed me at half-past nine in 
Trafalgar Square. He said that he was a 
detective, and he offered me two guineas if 
I would do exactly what he wanted all day 
and ask no questions. I was glad enough 
to agree. First we drove down to the 
Northumberland Hotel and waited there 
until two gentlemen came out and took a 
cab from the rank. We followed their cab 
until it pulled up somewhere near here.” 

“This very door,” said Holmes. 

“Well, I couldn't be sure of that, but I 
daresay my fare knew all about it. We 
pulled up half-way down the street and 
waited an hour and a half. Then the two 
gentlemen passed us, walking, and we 
followed down Baker Street and along——” 

“I know,” said Holmes. 

“Until we got three-quarters down Regent 
Street. Then my gentleman threw up the 
trap, and he cried that I should drive right 
away to Waterloo Station as hard as I could 
go. I whipped up the mare and we were 
there under the ten minutes. Then he paid 


up his two guineas, like a good one, and,’, 


away he went into the station., Only just as 
he was leaving he turnéd“totind and said: 
‘It might interest yow to know that you have 
been driving Mr. Sherlock Holmes.’ That’s 
how T come to know the.name.” 

“T see. And you saw no more of him?” 

“Not after hc went into the station.” 

“And how would you describe Mr. Sher- 
lock Holmes?” 

The cabman scratched his head. ‘ Well, 
hë wasn’t altogether such an easy gentleman 
to describe. Id put him at forty years of 
age, and he was of a middle height, two or 
three inches shorter than you, sir. He was 
dressed like a toff, and he had a black beard, 
cut square at the end, and a pale face. I 
don’t know as I could say more than that.” 

“Colour of his eyes?” 

“ No, I can’t say that.” 

‘ Nothing more that you can remember? ” 

“ No, sit; nothing.” 

“Well, then, here is your half-sovereign. 
There’s another one waiting for you if you can 
bring any more information. Good-night !” 
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“ Good-night, sir, and thank you!” 

John Clayton departed chuckling, and 
Holmes turned to me with a shrug of the 
shoulders and a rueful smile. 

“ Snap goes our third thread, and we end 
where we began,” said he. “ The cunning 
rascal! He knew our number, knew that 
Sir Henry Baskerville had consulted me, 
spotted who I was in Regent Street, con- 
jectured that I had got the number of the 
cab and would lay my hands on the driver, 
and so sent back this audacious message. I 
tell you, Watson, this time we have got a 


foeman who is worthy of our steel. Tve 
been checkmated in London. I can only 
wish you better luck in Devonshire. But 


I’m not easy in my mind about it.” 

“ About what? ” 

“About sending you. It’s an ugly busi- 
ness, Watson, an ugly, dangerous business, 
and the more I see of it the less I like it. 
Yes, my dear fellow, you may laugh, but I 
give you my word that I shall be very glad 
to have you back safe and sound in Baker 
Street once more.” 





CHAPTER. VI. 
BASKERVILLE HALL. 
Sır HENK BASKERVILLE and Dr. Mortimer 
were ready upon the appointed day, and we 
started -A` arranged for Devonshire. Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes drove with me to the 
station and gave me his last parting injunc- 


-fions and advice. 


“I will not bias your mind by suggesting 
theories or suspicions, Watson,” said he ; “I 
wish you simply to report facts in the fullest 
possible manner to me, and you can leave 
me to do the theorizing.” 

“ What sort of facts?” I asked. 

“Anything which may seem to have a 
bearing however indirect upon the case, and 
especially the relations between young Basker- 
ville and his neighbours, or any fresh par- 
ticulars concerning the death of Sir Charles. 
I have made some inquiries myself in the 
last few days, but’ the results have, I fear, 
been negative. One thing only appears to 
be certain, and that is that Mr. James 
Desmond, who is the next heir, is an elderly 
gentleman of a very amiable disposition, so 
that this persecution does not arise from 
him. I really think that we may eliminate 
him entirely from our calculations. There 
remain the people who will actually surround 
Sir Henry Baskerville upon the moor.” 

“ Would it not be well in the first place to 
get rid of this Barrymore couple ? ” 

“By no means. You could not make a 
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greater mistake. If they are innocent it 
would be a cruel injustice, and if they are 
guilty we should be giving up all chance 
of bringing it home to them. No, no, we 
will preserve them upon our list of suspects. 
Then there is a groom at the Hall, if I re- 
member right. There are two moorland 
farmers. There is our friend Dr. Mortimer, 
whom I believe to be entirely honest, and 
there is his wife, of whom we know nothing. 
There is this naturalist Stapleton, 
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glide down the platform. “Bear in mind, 


_ Sir Henry, one of the phrases in that queer 


old legend which Dr. Mortimer has read to 
us, and avoid the moor in those hours of 
darkness when the powers of evil are exalted.” 

I looked back at the platform when we had 
left it far behind, and saw the tall, austere 
figure of Holmes standing motionless and 
gazing after us. 

The journey was a swift and pleasant one, 





and there is his sister, who is said 
to be a young lady of attractions. 
There is Mr. Frankland, of Lafter 
Hall, who is also an unknown 
factor, and there are one or two 
other neighbours. These are 
the folk who must be your very 
special study.” 

“T will do my best.” 

“ You have arms, I suppose? ” 

“ Yes, I thought it as well to 
take them.” 

“Most certainly. Keep your 
revolver near you night and day, 
and never relax. your precau- 
tions.” 

Our friends had already secured 
a first-class carriage, and were 
waiting for us upon the platform. 

“ No, we have no news of any 
kind,” said Dr. Mortimer, in 
answer to my friend’s questions. 
“T can swear to one thing, and 
that is that we have not been 
shadowed during the last two 
days. We have never gone out 
without keeping a sharp watch, 
and no one could have escaped 
our notice.” 

“You have always kept to- 
gether, I presume ?” 

“Except yesterday afternoon. 
I usually give up one day to pure 
amusement when I come to town, 
so I spent it at the Museum of 
the College of Surgeons.” 

“And I went to look at the 
folk in the park,” said Basker- 
ville. “ But we had no trouble of any kind.” 

“Tt was imprudent, all the same,” said 
Holmes, shaking his head and looking very 
grave. “I beg, Sir Henry, that you will not 
go about alone. Some great misfortune will 
befall you if you do. Did you get your other 
boot ?” 

“ No, sir, it is gone for ever.” 

“Indeed. That is very interesting. Well, 


good-bye,” he added, as the train began to 
Vol. xxii.—47. 
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and I spent it in making the more intimate 
acquaintance of my two companions and in 
playing with Dr. Mortimer’s spaniel. In a 
very few hours the brown earth had become 
ruddy, the brick had changed to granite, and 
red cows grazed in well-hedged fields where 
the lush grasses and more luxuriant vegeta- 
tion spoke of a richer, if a damper, climate. 
Young Baskerville stared eagerly out of the 
window, and cried aloud with delight as he 
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recognised the familiar features of the Devon 
scenery. 

“Tve been over a good part of the world 
since I left it, Dr. Watson,” said he; “but I 
have never seen a place to compare with it.” 

“I never saw a Devonshire man who did 
not swear by his county,” I remarked. 

“It depends upon the breed of men 
quite as much as on the county,” said Dr. 
Mortimer. “A glance at our friend here 
reveals the rounded head of the Celt, which 
carries inside it the Celtic enthusiasm and 
power of attachment. Poor Sir Charles’s 
head was of a very rare type, half Gaelic, 
half Ivernian in its characteristics. But you 
were very young when you last saw Basker- 
ville Hall, were you not?” 

“ F#was a boy in my teens at the time of 
my father’s death, and had never seen the 
Hall;:for he lived in a little cottage on the 
south coast. Thence I went straight to a 
friend in America. I tell you it is all as new 
to me as it is to Dr. Watson, and I’m as 
keen as possible to see the moor.” 

“Afte you? Then your wish is easily 
granted,‘ for there is your first sight of the 
moor,” said Dr. Mortimer, pointing out of 
the cattiage window. x 

Over the green squares of the fields and 
the low curve of a wood there rose in the 
distance a grey, melancholy hill, with a strange 
jagged summit, dim and vague in the distance, 
like some fantastic landscape in a dream. 
Baskerville sat for a long time, his eyes fixed 
upon it, and I read upon his eager face how 
much it meant to him, this first sight of that 
strange spot where the men of his blood had 
held sway so long and left their mark so deep. 
There he sat, with his tweed suit and his 
American accent, in the corner of a prosaic 
railway-carriage, and yet as I looked at his 
dark and expressive face I felt more than 
ever how true a descendant he was of that 
long line of high-blooded, fiery, and master- 
ful men. ‘There were pride, valour, and 
strength in his thick brows, his sensitive 
nostrils, and his large hazel eyes. If on that 
forbidding moor a difficult and dangerous 
quest should lie before us, this was at least a 
comrade for whom one might venture to take 
arisk with the certainty that he would bravely 
share it. 

The train pulled up at a small wayside 
station and we all descended. Outside, 
beyond the low, white fence, a wagonette 
with a pair of cobs was waiting. Our coming 
was evidently a great ‘event, for station- 
master and porters clustered round us to 
carry out our luggage. It was a sweet, simple 
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country spot, but I was surprised to observe 
that by the gate there stood two soldierly 
men in dark uniforms, who leaned upon their 
short rifles and glanced keenly at us as we 
passed. The coachman, a hard-faced, gnarled 
little fellow, saluted Sir Henry Baskerville, 
and in a few minutes we were flying swiftly 
down the broad, white road. Rolling pasture 
lands curved upwards on either side of us, 
and old gabled houses peeped out from amid 
the thick green foliage, but behind the peace- 
ful-and sunlit country-side there rose ever, 
dark against the evening sky, the long, gloomy 
curve of the moor, broken by the jagged and 
sinister hills. 

The wagonette swung round into a side 
road, and we curved upwards through deep 
lanes worn by centuries of wheels, high 
banks on either side, heavy with dripping 
moss and fleshy hart’s-tongue ferns. Bronzing 
bracken and mottled bramble gleamed in 
the light of the sinking sun. Still steadily 
rising, we passed over a narrow granite 
bridge, and skirted a noisy stream which 
gushed swiftly down, foaming and roaring 
amid the grey boulders. Both road and 
stream wound up through a valley dense 
with scrub oak and fir. At every turning 
Baskerville gave an exclamation of delight, 
looking eagerly about him and asking count- 
less questions. To his eyes all seemed 
beautiful, but to me a tinge of melancholy 
lay upon the country-side, which bore so 
clearly the mark of the waning year. Yellow 
leaves carpeted the lanes and fluttered down 
upon us as we passed. The rattle of our 
wheels died away as we drove through drifts 
of rotting vegetation—sad gifts, as it seemed 
to me, for Nature to throw before the car- 
riage of the returning heir of the Basker- 
villes. ; 

“ Halloa!” cried Dr. Mortimer, ‘ what is 
this 2” 

A steep curve of heath-clad land, an out- 
lying spur of the moor, lay in front of us. 
On the summit, hard and clear like an 
equestrian statue upon its pedestal, was a 
mounted soldier, dark and stern, his rifle 
poised ready over his forearm. He was 
watching the road along which we travelled. 

“What is this, Perkins?” asked Dr. 
Mortimer. 

Our driver half turned in his seat. 

“There’s a convict escaped from Prince- 
town, sir. He’s been out three days now, 
and the warders watch every road and every 
station, but they’ve had no sight of him yet. 
The farmers about here don’t like it, sir, and 
that’s a fact.” 
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“Well, I understand that they get five 
pounds if they can give information.” 

“ Yes, sir, but the chance of five pounds is 
but a poor thing compared to the chance of 
having your throat cut. You see, it isn’t like 
any ordinary convict. This is a man that 
would stick at nothing.” 

“ Who is he, then ?” 

“ It is Selden, the Notting Hill murderer.” 

I remembered the case well, for it was one 
in which Holmes had taken an interest on 
account of the peculiar ferocity of the crime 
and the wanton brutality which had marked 
all the actions of the assassin. The com- 
mutation of his death sentence had been due 
to some doubts as to his complete sanity, so 
atrocious was his conduct. Our wagonette 
had topped a rise and in front of us rose the 
huge expanse of the, moor, mottled with 
gnarled and craggy cairns and tors. A cold 
wind swept down from it and set us shivering. 
Somewhere there, on that desolate plain, 
was lurking this fiendish man, hiding in 
a burrow like a wild beast, his heart full 
of malignancy against 
the whole race which 
had cast him out. It 
needed but this to 
complete the grim 
suggestiveness of the 
barren waste, the chill- 
ing wind, and the 
darkling sky. Even 
Baskerville fell silent 
and pulled his over- 
coat more closely 
around him. 

We had left the 
fertile country behind 
and beneath us. We 
looked back on it now, 
the slanting rays of a 
low sun turning the 
streams to threads of 
gold and glowing on 
the red earth new 
turned by the plough 
and the broad tangle 
of the woodlands. 
The road in front of 
us grew bleaker and 
wilder over huge 
russet and olive slopes, 
sprinkled with giant 
boulders. Now and 
then we passed a 
moorland cottage, 
walled and roofed 

with stone, with no 
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creeper to break its harsh outline. Suddenly 
we looked down into a cup-like depression, 
patched with stunted oaks and firs which had 
been twisted and bent by the fury of years of 
storm. ‘Two high, narrow towers rose over 
the trees. The driver pointed with his 
whip. 

“ Baskerville Hall,” said he. 

Its master had risen and was staring with 
flushed cheeks and shining eyes. A few 
minutes later we had reached the lodge-gates, 
a maze of fantastic tracery in wrought iron, 
with weather-bitten pillars on either side, 
blotched with lichens, and surmounted by 
the boars’ heads of the Baskervilles. The 
lodge was a ruin of black granite and bared 
ribs of rafters, but facing it wasa new build- 
ing, half constructed, the firstfruit of Sir 
Charles’s South African gold. 

Through the gateway we passed into the 
avenue, where the wheels were again hushed 
amid the leaves, and the old trees shot their 
branches in a sombre tunnel over our heads. 
Baskerville shuddered as he looked up the 








“WELCOME, SIR HENRY!” 
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long, dark drive to where the house glim- 
mered like a ghost at the farther end. 

“Was it here ?” he asked, in a low voice. 

“ No, no, the Yew Alley is on the other side.” 

The young heir glanced round with a 
gloomy face. 

“Its no wonder my uncle felt as if trouble 
were coming on him in such a place as 
this,” said he. “It’s enough to scare any man. 
I'll have a row of electric lamps up here inside 
of six months, and you won't know it again, 
with a thousand candle - power Swan and 
Edison right here in front of the hall door.” 

The avenue opened into a broad expanse 
of turf, and the house lay before us. In the 
fading light I could see that the centre was a 
heavy block of building from which a porch 
projected. The whole front was draped in 
ivy, with a patch clipped bare here and there 
where a window or a coat-of-arms broke 
through the dark veil. From this central 
block rose the twin towers, ancient, crenel- 
lated, and pierced with many loopholes. To 
right and left of the turrets were more modern 
wings of black granite. A dull light shone 
through heavy mullioned windows, and from 
the high chimneys which rose from the steep, 
high-angled roof there sprang a single black 
column of smoke. 

“Welcome, Sir Henry! 
Baskerville Hall!” 

A tall man had stepped from the shadow of 
the porch to open the door of the wagonette. 
The figure of a woman was silhouetted against 
the yellow light of the hall. She came out 
and helped the man to hand down our bags. 

“You don’t mind my driving straight 
home, Sir Henry?” said Dr. Mortimer. “ My 
wife is expecting me.” 

“Surely you will stay and have some 
dinner?” 

“No, I must go. I shall probably find 
some work awaiting me. I would stay to 
show you over the house, but Barrymore will 
be a better guide than I. Good-bye, and 
never hesitate night or day to send for me if 
I can be of service.” 

The wheels died away down the drive 
while Sir Henry and I turned into the hall, 
and the door clanged heavily behind us. It 
was a fine apartment in which we found 
ourselves, large, lofty, and heavily raftered 
with huge balks of age-blackened oak. In 
the great old-fashioned fireplace behind the 
high iron dogs a log-fire crackled and 
snapped. Sir Henry and I held out our 
hands to it, for we were numb from our long 
drive. Then we gazed round us at the high, 
thin window of old stained glass, the oak 
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panelling, the stags’ heads, the coats-of-arms 
upon the walls, all dim and sombre in the 
subdued light of the central lamp. 

“Its just as I imagined it,” said Sir Henry 
“Ts it not the very picture of an old family 
home? To think that this should be the 
same hall in which for five hundred years 
my people have lived. It strikes me solemn 
to think of it.” 

I saw his dark face lit up with a boyish 
enthusiasm as he gazed about him. The 
light beat upon him where he stood, but long 
shadows trailed down the walls and hung 
like a black canopy above him. Barrymore 
had returned from taking our luggage to our 
rooms. He stood in front of us now with 
the subdued manner of a well-trained servant. 
He was a remarkable-looking man, tall, 
handsome, with a square black beard, and 
pale, distinguished features. 

“Would you wish dinner to be served at 
once, sir?” 

“Ts it ready ?” 

“In a very few minutes, sir. You wiil find 
hot water in your rooms. My wife and I will 
be happy, Sir Henry, to stay with you until you 
have made your fresh arrangements, but you 
will understand that under the new conditions 
this house will require a considerable staff.” 

“ What new conditions ?” 

“T only meant, sir, that Sir Charles led a 
very retired life, and we were able to look 
after his wants. You would, naturally, wish 
to have more company, and so you will need 
changes in your household.” 

“Do you mean that your wife and you 
wish to leave ?” 

“Only when it is quite convenient to you, 
sir.” 

“ But your family have been with us for 
several generations, have they not ? I should 
be sorry to begin my life here by breaking an 
old family connection.” 

I seemed to discern some signs of emotion 
upon the butler’s white face. 

“T feel that also, sir, and so does my wife. 
But to tell the truth, sir, we were both very 
much attached to Sir Charles, and his death 
gave us a shock and made these surroundings 
very painful to us. I fear that we shall never 
again be easy in our minds at Baskerville 
Hall.” 

“ But what do you intend to do?” 

“I have no doubt, sir, that we shall 
succeed in establishing ourselves in some 
business. Sir Charles’s generosity has given 
us the means to do so. And now, sir, 
perhaps I had best show you to your rooms.” 

A square balustraded gallery ran round 
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the top of the old hall, approached by a 
double stair. From this central point two 
long corridors extended the whole length of 
the building, from which all the bedrooms 
opened. My own was in the same wing as 
Baskerville’s and almost next door to it. 
These rooms appeared to 
be much more modern than 
the central part of the house, 
and the bright paper and 
numerous candles did some- 
thing to remove the sombre 
impression which our arrival 
had left upon my mind. 

But the dining-room 
which opened out of the 
hall was a place of shadow 
and gloom. It was a long 
chamber with a step separat- 
ing the dais where the 
family sat from the lower 
portion reserved for their 
dependents. At one end a 
' minstrels’ gallery overlooked 
it. Black beams shot across 
above our heads, with a 
smoke-darkened ceiling 
beyond them. With rows of 
flaring torches to light it 
up, and the colour and rude 
hilarity of an old-time ban- 
quet, it might have softened ; 
but now, when two black - clothed 
gentlemen sat in the little circle of light 
thrown by a shaded lamp, one’s voice 
became hushed and one’s spirit sub- 
dued. <A dim line of ancestors, in 
every variety of dress, from the Eliza- 
bethan knight to the buck of the 
Regency, stared down upon us and daunted 
us by their silent company. We talked little, 
and I for one was glad when the meal was 
over and we were able to retire into the 
modern billiard-room and smoke a cigarette. 

“ My word, it isn’t a very cheerful place,” 
said Sir Henry. “I suppose one can tone 
down to it, but I feel a bit out of the picture 
at present. I don’t wonder that my uncle got 
a little jumpy if he lived all alone in such a 
house as this. However, if it suits you, we 
will retire early to-night, and perhaps things 
may seem more cheerful in the morning.” 

I drew aside my curtains before I went to 
bed and looked out from my window. It 
opened upon the grassy space which lay in 
front of the hall door. Beyond, two copses 
of trees moaned and swung in a rising wind. 
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A half moon broke through the rifts of racing 
clouds. In its cold light I saw beyond the 


trees a broken fringe of rocks and the 
long, low curve of the melancholy moor. I 
closed the curtain, feeling that my last im- 
pression was in keeping with the rest. 







““ THE DINING-ROOM WAS A PLACE OF SHADOW AND GLOOM.” 


And yet it was not quite the last. _ I found 
myself weary and yet wakeful, tossing rest- 
lessly from side to side, seeking for the 
sleep which would not come. Far away a 
chiming clock struck out the quarters of the 
hours, but otherwise a deathly silence lay 
upon the old house. And then suddenly, 
in the very dead of the night, there came a 
sound to my ears, clear, resonant, and un- 
mistakable. It was the sob of a woman, 
the muffled, strangling gasp of one who is 
torn by an uncontrollable sorrow. I sat up 
in bed and listened intently. The noise could 
not have been far away, and was certainly 
in the house. For half an hour I waited 
with every nerve on the alert, but there came 
no other sound save the chiming clock and 
the rustle of the ivy on the wall. 


(To be continued.) 
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How Cab, ’Bus, and Tram-Car Drivers are Tested 


IN ENGLAND 


VERYONE is probably aware 
that the driver of a hansom 
cab, omnibus, or other public 
vehicle in the London 
Metropolis has to undergo 
a searching examination at 

Scotland Yard to establish his capacity to have 

charge of that particular vehicle. But few are 

aware of the nature of the examination which 

“cabby ” is subjected to before he is allowed 

to handle the “ribbons ” in the public service. 

Ten years ago it was comparatively easy to 
secure the coveted license, but to-day things 
are different; and the man who would drive 

a hackney carriage in the London streets 

must have his wits about him to satisfactorily 

pass the examination which the police 
authorities now impose. “Those hexams are 
getting wus and wus,” is the remark of the 

London’ cabmen to-day. Undoubtedly the 

tests Are more severe than they were say five 

years’ ‘ago, yet it cannot be’ said that the 
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powers that be throw obstacles in the way 
of the would-be driver, but rather make sure 
that he is capable of handling a horse and 
carriage in busy, crowded thoroughfares. 
Before a cab proprietor will let out his 
vehicles the applicant has first to produce the 
Government license. ‘To obtain this the 
would-be “jehu” has to present himself at 
the “ Yard,” and for probably a fortnight is 
kept in a state of nervous excitement. Briefly 
the modus operandi is as follows: The 
prospective cabman fills up an ordinary 
form, which has to be accompanied by 
either two private references or a character 
from last employer. Next morning he pro 
bably receives an unexpected call from 
Mr. Policeman, whose duty it is to ascertain 
whether the man actually resides at the 
address given. The references are then 


verified, and if satisfactory the applicant is 
told to present himself at Scotland Yard for 
the examination. 
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This, in the cabmen’s opinion, is the most 
trying of the whole of the ordeal, as unless 
you area veritable walking encyclopzedia of the 
London streets it is ten to one against your 
coming through with flying colours. Indeed, 
many men on the streets to-day ‘have made 
two, three, four, and even six journeys to the 
examination-room before the inspector has 
“ticked” their paper. Taking his seat in 
the room “cabby” is kept busy for twenty 
minutes or more answering questions which 
would puzzle the majority of those who pride 
themselves on their knowledge of the great 
Metropolis. 

The first question invariably put to the 
nervous novice is, “Where do you live?” 
Say the answer is Kennington, he is then 
probably asked how he would drive a fare 
from Kennington to Euston, and has to 
reiterate fully the principal streets he would 
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pass through. The correct route being given, 
he is next requested to give the route from 
Euston to, say, Chalk Farm, from Chalk Farm 
to Dalston Junction, and from the latter place 
to Paddington Station. He has practically to 
describe how he would get from well-known 
points in a four-mile radius. 

But this by no means ends the examina- 
tion ; he has to satisfy the inspector on 
many other points. He is asked where 
certain squares are, and here many fail. He 
must also know the principal railway stations, 
public buildings, and hospitals, as a cabman 
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to a great extent is a public servant. Say 
an accident occurred at the Marble Arch, 
Westminster Bridge, or Sloane Street, he 
must, by law, convey the sufferer to the 
nearest hospital. 

The failure to answer any question to the 
satisfaction of the examiner at once dis- 
qualifies the applicant. He is sternly told 
to go home and study his map. Not many 
weeks ago thirteen applicants presented them- 
selves in the examination-room and only two 
passed. Out of 1,033.candidates that pre- 
sented themselves in the course of a twelve- 
month only 634 passed, and many of these 
were examined more than once. Indeed, no 
man faces the inspector until he has spent a 
good many hours on a map, studying the prin- 
cipal thoroughfares, squares, public buildings, 
places of amusement, and railway stations. 
The majority of unsuccessful candidates are 
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youths engaged in the carriers’ business. 
Their acquaintance with the streets is not 
quite comprehensive enough for the police 
authorities ; curiously enough, they generally 
fail in the squares and hospitals. 

Supposing the applicant has satisfied his 
examiner as to his knowledge of London, he 
is by no means a full-fledged cabby. Sud- 
denly he is requested to appear at the Yard 
to undergo tests in driving. Mounting a 
light gig, he is told to drive to some spot in 
the City. Seated at his side is the observant 
inspector, and woe betide the embryonic 
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THE OLD-FASHIONED TRIAL "BUS, WITH CANDIDATE AND 


From a Photo, by) FROM SCOTLAND YARD. 
cabby if he attempts to pass another vehicle 
on the wrong side, or does not show judg- 
ment in passing in and out between the 
innumerable carriages passed on the busy 
streets, or ability to pull up his horse 
quickly ; he is instantly dismissed, and 
his knowledge of the great City’s thorough- 
fares, however elaborate, counts for nothing. 

Out of 526 applicants who satisfactorily 
passed the “street” examination in 1899, 
53 failed in the driving test. Should the 
driving be satisfactory, cabby is handed his 
license on payment of the sum of five shillings. 
There are a few more preliminaries, such 
as emphatic instructions that anything 
left in the cab must be delivered within 
twenty-four hours to the nearest police- 
station, and that he must also advise the 
authorities instantly of any change in his 
address. 

Not many weeks ago a ’bus-driver was 
unceremoniously taken off his ’bus in St. 
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Martins Lane for 
the seemingly tri- 
fling offence of not 
having advised 
Scotland Yard of 
his change of resi- 
dence. It appears 
he met with an acci- 
dent a few days be- 
fore, and in report- 
ing it unwittingly 
forgot to give his 
new address. Al- 
though the police 
could find him at 
the ’bus company 
they were annoyed 
because he had 
broken one of the 
regulations, and for 
this little breach of 
the law the man 
was suspended for 
a month. That 
meant that his 
license was taken 
away, and applica- 
tion could not be 
madeagain until the 
month had expired, 
when so many pre- 
liminaries had to 
be gone through 
again that nearly six 
weeks elapsed be- 
fore he could mount 
his seat again. 

Omnibus-drivers, like cabmen, are com- 
pelled to pass an examination in managing 
a ’bus before they are given a license which 
makes them eligible for the first vacancy that 
occurs in any omnibus company’s employ. 
This examination is thoroughly effective, and 
includes more than the mere art of driving. 
There are few better drivers than the gunners 
of the British Army, yet one of these, fresh 
from the hardest tasks of driving in South 
Africa, was “plucked” not long since as a 
candidate for the license to drive a ’bus in 
London. The fact is that driving through 
street traffic requires special qualifications, 
among which a knowledge of the police 
regulations is one of the essentials. 

The candidate, assuming that he has 
got over such preliminaries as mounting on 
the right side, proceeds to drive his cumbrous 
vehicle along the Embankment. The quali- 
ties which make the London driver, on the 
whole, the best in the world are those which 
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are called forth from moment to moment in 
overcoming the little difficulties of threading 
crowded traffic. It is quickness of judg- 
ment which makes a good driver — and 
on the display of this quality depends to 
a large extent the chances of a candidate’s 
success. 

As will be seen from our photograph, an 
old-fashioned omnibus is used ; indeed, it is 
declared to be the oldest ’bus in London. 
It was driven by the famous Tilling himself 
some forty years ago, and is called the 
“ Enterprise.” 

‘The examiner, who may be detected in our 
illustrations, is Sergeant Cole. He is busy 
on most weekday afternoons testing applicants 
for drivers’ licenses, and in the course of a 
year nearly 3,000 men pass through his hands. 
Ask a ’busman what he thinks of him and he 
will answer, “ He’s all right, but very strict,” 


nearest police-station, to “ pass ” the authori- 
ties. The owner has then to pay £2 for 
the number-plate and 15s. per annum to the 
Inland Revenue for wheel duty. An omni- 
bus also has to pay the authorities £2 for 
its plate and 15s. yearly for wheel duty. 
Every year a cab has to be done up, and it 
is ever under the watchful eye of the men in 
blue. Men are told off specially, easily 
detected by London drivers by the letters 
“C. O.” on their collars, meaning Carriage 
Office. The duty of these men is to see 
that the cab, horses, and harness are in good 
condition. They also take note of the driver, 
and if he is not clean or tidy his number is 
taken and he is told to “spruce himself up 
a bit.” A driver’s license costs 5s., and has 
to be renewed annually, an easy matter 
provided “cabby” has had no summonses. 
Drivers of motor-cabs have also to prove 
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while a cabman will reply, “ Why, bless yer, 
he knows every corner in London.” In 1899, 
765 ‘bus applicants were disqualified out of 
a total of 2,284. 

Few persons are aware that before a 
hansom can be placed on the London streets 


it has to be taken to Scotland Yard, or the 
Vol. xxii.—48. 
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LEARNERS ON THE DUMMY CAR PLATFORMS—NEW YORK. 
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their ability to manage their vehicle before 
they are granted the coveted number. To 
drive a motor technical knowledge is 
desirable. The same may be said of trams, 
and now that London is soon to be inter- 
sected by a network of electric tramways, 
which will travel much faster than the system 
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at present in vogue, the drivers will have to 
exercise particular caution and skill in 
conducting their vehicles. 

In view of this fact it is interesting to study 
the methods adopted by the tramway 
authorities of New York to inculcate their 
motor-men into the work of driving a car. 
To direct a heavily-laden car through a 
crowded thoroughfare thronged with an 
interminable stream of waggons, carts, and 
innumerable other vehicles, without en- 
dangering life or property, necessitates con- 
siderable presence of mind, a cool head, and 
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ridiculed as being a fad, but the utility of 
the scheme was soon rendered apparent by 
the superiority of the drivers who graduated 
from this unique school. 

The applicant for the position of a motor- 
man first undergoes a rigid examination 
by the doctor, to ascertain whether he is 
physically adapted to the hard wear and tear 
of a car-driver’s life. If he is proved to be 
fitted, and has passed the ordeal of testing 
his eyesight, he passes into the school and 
his tutelage commences. In the class-room 
are ranged thirty dummy car platforms, 
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good judgment. Then, again, in view of the 
intricacy of the mechanism for propelling the 
cars by electricity and for the skilful application 
ot the brakes at the psychological moment 
without inconveniencing the passengers a 
mechanical knowledge is advisable. The 
car-drivers of the American metropolis are 
not purely drivers, but also possess a pre- 
liminary knowledge of electrical engineering. 
This state of affairs has been brought about 
by the foundation of a school in New York 
for the training of motor-men. 

This school was inaugurated at the instiga- 
tion of President Vreeland, of the Metro- 
politan Street Railway Company, under the 
zgis of which all the tramways of New York 
are maintained. ‘As is invariably the case 
with such innovations, the idea was highly 
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each equipped with a controller, a brake, a 
ground switch, and a fuse-box—in fact, 
the entire electrical equipment necessary 
for the driving and controlling of a 
street car. He is assigned to one of 
these dummy cars, armed with a book of 
rules, each of which he must commit to 
memory as sedulously as he did his arith- 
metical tables when a schoolboy. The 
breaking of one of these rules meets with 
the direst punishment, and may lead to 
expulsion if committed too frequently. The 
greatest sin is to forget to remove the handle of 
the controller whenever leaving the car, even 
if it be only a momentary absence. “* Never 
leave the car platform for an instant without 
removing the handle of the controller,” runs 
the commandment, and woe betide the 
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pupil who disobeys this ordination. ‘lhe 
instructor resorts to many artifices to tempt 
the men to break this rule, and if the pupil 
should fall into the trap it is immediately 
recalled to his memory by the stentorian 
voice of the instructor dinning it into his 
ears. The wisdom of this course is perfectly 
obvious. If a driver, when running through 
the street, were to jump off his car, leaving 
the controlling handle in position, a passenger 
could easily set the car in motion and 
perhaps endanger some thirty or forty lives. 

The idea of the dummy car is to teach the 
pupil how to start the car without throwing 
the passengers into violent fits; how to 
apply the brakes slowly and steadily under 
ordinary circumstances ; and how to bring the 
car to a sudden stoppage when the emergency 
demands such a drastic action, irrespective 
of the convenience of the passengers. The 
tutor conveys these various instructions by 
signals upon an ordinary car-bell. 

Having thoroughly grasped this preliminary 
and mechanical knowledge the pupil is then 
initiated somewhat into the mysteries of 
electricity. He is taught something about 
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currents, and has the entire mechanism of 
the appliances necessary for the propulsion of 
the car clearly and exhaustively explained to 
him, and is also informed how to act in case 
of the failure of the action of any part of the 
installation. : 

In one of the class-rooms the skeleton of 
a full-sized car is fitted up. ‘This is complete 
with the electrical apparatus in every detail. 
The car is supported upon jacks, so that the 
wheels spin idly round in the air. This is 
the most difficult part of the driver's training. 
Each man is-placed on the car in turn, and 
is explicitly told what to do under various 
circumstances. For example, while driving, 
if the car suddenly comes to a stop and 
refuses to move the motor-man knows that 
something is amiss. ‘The iiistructor then 
switches on the lights in the car to show that 
the current is flowing properly, and that the 
location of the accident 1s upon the car. The 
driver then proceeds to investigate the cause 
of the accident. He leaves his driving plat- 
form, taking care to remove the controlling 
handle before so doing, and examines the 
overhead switches to make certain that the 
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contact is perfect. If this be all right he 
then examines the fuse- boxes, and so on, 
until he has ascertained the cause of the 
breakdown, upon which he immediately sets 
to work to repair it. This is the most 
salient advantage of teaching the men a pre- 
liminary course of electrical engineering. 

If the motor-man were ignorant upon this 
point he would have to await the arrival of 
an engineer to repair the damage before 
proceeding, thus causing a great delay and 
seriously disorganizing the other car traffic in 
the street. 

During the progress of his inculcation 
upon the dummy car lectures are delivered 
to the recruit anent the method of crossing 
streets and avenues through which other cars 
are travelling. The instructor, by means of 
rails laid down upon the floor, explains the 
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appointed to a car of his own. This road 
trial is the most crucial test, since the man is 
left to act upon his own resources, under all 
trying and different circumstances, and thus 
either displays his able efficiency or faults. If 
he does not satisfy the superintending expert 
under whose guidance these trial trips are 
made he is sent back to the school for a 
further term, or if it is concluded that he 
will never prove an efficient driver he is 
summarily dismissed, and his ambitions of 
becoming a. street-car driver are abruptly 
dashed to the ground. 

The establishment of such schools as these 
has proved a veritable boon both to the car 
companies and the travelling public in the 
New World. Although we have nothing so 
elaborate in this country our motor-men are 
equally efficient as practical drivers. In 
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points of the crossing at which the driver 
should cut off and switch on his current 
respectively. 

When the motor-man has completed his 
education in the school and has satisfied the 
instructor that he is qualified to drive through 
the public thoroughfares, he is allotted a car 
and makes several trips under the superin- 
tendence of another expert driver. If he 
displays a cool head and good judgment on 
these trials and evidences his ability to 
handle a vehicle in a thoroughfare he is 
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this country the mechanism of the cars is 
first explained to them, and they are taken 
over the lines in the early mornings under 
the charge of an experienced driver, and in 
this way are initiated into the mysteries and 
management of the horseless vehicle. There 
are also several motor academies in various 
cities where students are not only taught how 
to operate the particular machine they have 
selected for their personal use, but are also 
given instruction in the operation of all kinds 
of self-propelled carriages. 
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The American visitor to Lonaon has 
often had good cause to complain or 
the dulness of a London Sunday. 
This article, written by an English 
aay, may serve to point out some 
Fhases of Sunday lije in the 


great 


Metropolis which, tf seen in actuality, 
would 


make a Sunday in London 


anything but dull. 


O properly describe Sunday in 
London is a herculean task, 
so many and varied are the 
resorts of its teeming popula- 
tion. Ihave just paid a round 
of visits—West and East—and 
it seems to me that if there is one statement 
that can be safely contradicted, it is that 
English Sundays are dull. Take any main 
thoroughfare leading to the environs ; look 
in at any of the museums, galleries, gardens, 
and parks; take a trip up the Thames, or 
to some well-known golf links or tennis 
ground, and everywhere it is the same— 
the people are thronging the places where 
recreation and amusement are to be found, 
and it does seem to me that we are only 
a very little behind our Continental neigh- 
bours in our efforts to get all that we 
can out of the so-called “day of rest.” 
True, we pose as a church- going nation, 
and many of us do go, but many of us do 
not; and there are not few of the fourteen 
hundred odd places of worship which London 
boasts that have vacant sittings. 

Dealing first with London West and 
South-west’ of the City, let us commence by 
attending service at one of the fashionable 
churches. The service is the same familiar 
form as prescribed by the Book of Common 
Prayer; is intoned by priest and sung and 
chanted by choir with faultless intonation 
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and expression ; the richly clad congregation 
standing, kneeling, or sitting in the proper 
places, but taking no audib/e part. The 
whole place is redolent of Dives taking his 
ease—but Lazarus is outside the gate. Do 
not imagine for one moment that I am saying 
anything against the Christianity of this 
fashionable congregation, for some of our best 
and noblest philanthropists and some of our 
brightest Christians are to be found amongst 
the English aristocracy; but, generally speak- 
ing, the line is sharply drawn between the 
rich and the poor in the church, the house 
of God so-called. But the short sermon is 
at an end, and to an exquisitely played 
voluntary the people rustle out of the 
building. On emerging, they turn in one 
direction with one consent, and some in 
carriages, but many on foot, wend their way 
to the Hyde Park Church parade, which is 
so regular an institution of London society. 
The stranger in town may well pause in 
astonishment at the sight which meets his 
gaze on passing through the park - gates. 
Hundreds—one might safely say thousands 
—of pedestrians are promenading to and fro 
or sitting upon some of the numerous chairs 
beneath the trees. Nowhere in all the world 
can be witnessed such a wondrous display of 
tank, wealth, and fashion. The place has 
always been famed for its exhibition of the 
newest of everything in colour, style, and 
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cut; but one must own that a better taste and 
more artistic, as well as a less pronounced, 
style is prevalent now than was in the 
time when a lady would promenade in a 
bonnet with feathers towering 4ft. above it, 
or gentlemen in a style every whit as extra- 
vagant. Here, then, society spends an hour 
or two after service each Sunday morning, 
and here those outside the pale come to gaze. 
To and fro the haditués pace until the 
luncheon hour, when the fashionable side of 
the park is ail but deserted, for Richmond 
Hill, Ranelagh, Sheen, the river, claim the 
aristocracy for the remainder of the day. 

But the park is by no means unfrequented 
during the afternoon and evening, for some 
of our best military bands occupy the stand, 
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within an inclosure which generally has every 
one of its three thousand odd seats taken up, 
while crowds pace to and fro outside. Over 
in the vicinity of the Reformers’ Tree a series 
of open-air meetings are held, where propa- 
gandists of all creeds or none may be heard 
to more or less advantage. Some of the 
groups represent various missions, such as 
the West London, the Salvation Army, the 
Young Men’s Christian Association, but 
others are Socialists and Freethinkers, or 
persons with grievances or fads. All have 
the right of public speech; and as many 
maintain their right in a strident manner, in 
very close proximity to each other, the result 
is anything but a clear understanding on the 
part of many of the audience. Then there 
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are the family parties who bivouac on the 
grass, the father with his pipe and paper, 
the mother with her children playing about 
her—almost forgetting every now and then 
that she is tired. There, too, are legions of 
loving couples of every grade in life, as they 
saunter to and fro or sit beneath the trees, 
oblivious of all the world beside. Then there 
are the homeless, who crouch or lie about in 
attitudes peculiar to themselves, scorning the 
“ doss-houše ” or “casual” so long as the 
weather will permit of open-air sleeping. 
Verily the denizens of Hyde Park are a 
complex study, a little cosmos, a complete 
edition of “all sorts and conditions of men.” 


383 


to travel by it. The cars are dispatched so 
frequently as to be all the time in near 
proximity to each other, and when Kew is 
reached the bridge and roads in the vicinity 
of the Gardens are covered by one dense 
mass of people, whom one can only follow, 
but not get in front of. 

Leaving Kew behind, the traffic is not 
quite so congested and the people on the 
road are of a more refined type. Coaches 
and carriages, private and hired, follow each 
other in rapid succession, and many of those 
whom we have seen at Church parade are 
now on their way to the various resorts of 
Richmond and neighbourhood. 





But, interesting as it all is, one must get 
away and see what others are doing, and as 
Kew and Richmond are far-famed Sunday re- 
sorts I turn in their direction. All previous 
ideas, however, are far and away outstripped 
by what is really seen. Conveyances of many 
sorts and cycles by the hundred crowd the 
road all the way, but on arriving at Shepherd’s 
Bush the scene baffles all description. Here 
is the terminus of the Tube railway, and from 
its doors people literally pour in hundreds ; a 
new line of electric road-cars has recently 
been opened from here to Kew, and it would 
seem as though half London—and not by any 
means the best-behaved half—are intending 
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Glance up the river. It is crowded with 
boats, the ordinary parties on pleasure intent, 
but various crews are striving to outvie each 
other in pace. Richmond Hill is difficult to 
surmount on account of the traffic, and every 
hotel and refreshment-house is besieged with 
anxious throngs clamouring for tea, although 
the majority of the private houses right from 
Kew onward cater for this particular feast-— 
from hot water 2d. per head to an elaborate 
meal at 1s. 6d. The Star and Garter is, 
of course, the great point of attraction, and 
here carriage after carriage discharges its 
load. ‘This is the one place which has room 
for those with well-filled purses ; it is almost a 
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palace, no fewer than one thousand persons 
being able to dine on the premises at one 
time without the slightest inconvenience. 
Kings and Princes have often sojourned 
within its walls. 

What can I say of Richmond Hill that 
has not already been said? Did not 


Vancouver say, “I have travelled over the 
world, and this is the most beautiful place I 
not Sir Walter 


have ever seen”? Does 
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celebrities of the season may be heard 
singing or playing operatic selections which 
only a few listen to. If it is a house-party 
only, cards and billiards are freely indulged 
in, and large sums of money often change 
hands to the accompaniment of cigars, wine, 
and whisky. Of the usual procedure of the 
London clubs it is hardly necessary to speak. 
Do not misunderstand me ; there is society 
and society. There are hundreds of good 
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Scott—fresh from his picturesque Scotland— 
extol this spot in eulogistic terms in his 
“ Heart of Midlothian”? And, as one gazes 
from the terrace over Maidenhead, Ham, 
Stokenchurch, and away to Windsor, with 
the silvery Thames winding in and out 
amongst the velvet meadows and lofty trees, 
with many a sloping garden and orchard, 
one can understand the outburst of indigna- 
tion at the possible loss of this beauteous 
view by the advent of the “enterprising” 
builder. 

But there are other attractions round about 
in the shape of golf clubs and many others. 
Here the inhabitants of the West and South- 
west may be seen deep in the intricacies of 
their Sunday programme. They play their 
favourife game, attend an “At Home” of 
someone who has a villa on the banks of the 
Thames, partake of tea, ices, and iced drinks, 
or listen to the strains of some fashionable 
band. Then there is a general exodus back 
to town for dinner, after which there is 
perhaps a musical reception, where the 
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men and women who would not desecrate 
God’s day or demoralize themselves by these 
extravagances ; but this is the general tone 
of a large part of society in this so-called 
Christian country. 

The people, as I have already said, may 
be met with on nearly every main road, pro- 
ceeding in their thousands by every variety 
of vehicle to some favourite resort. But it 
is not only by road they go, for trains and 
boats are all pressed into the service. 
Hampstead Heath and Greenwich Park are 
densely crowded with the denizens of the 
North and South respectively ; while Epping 
Forest enjoys the patronage of the East and 
North-east more particularly. 

Many of the inhabitants of this great City 
of ours would be most intensely surprised if 
they were one Sunday morning to take a 
walk through Mile End and Whitechapel and 
watch the early preparations for the Sabbath. 
With the great majority of the shops the 
order of the day is “business as usual” ; 
shutters are taken down and goods displayed 
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SUNDAY IN LONDON. 


outside, some on the pavement and some 
across the top of the window and in rows 
down either side. Everything has an extra 
polish for Sunday morning, and many a shop- 
keeper will tell you that he takes more 
money on that day than on all the others put 
together. A variety of causes leads to this. 
In the first place, Sunday is the great day of 
feasting for the poor—especially the improvi- 
dent poor. Whatever privations they endure 
during the week, the Sunday dinner must be 
substantial and plentiful, and washed down 
with plenty of beer. Some shop on Sunday. 
from sheer force of habit; others because 
much of the latter half of Saturday has been“ 
spent in the public-house—-a certain resorts 
for women as well as men, whenever there 
is any money. Some women—sober, hard- 
working ones—go to Sunday market because 
their husbands never think of bringing the 
leavings of their weekly earnings home until 
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slaves, who work more hours and endure 
more hardships than many slaves of former 
days ever dreamt of. 

Some well-known streets are used as open 
markets, and stalls are set up upon which 
are arranged every conceivable commodity. 
Women—many of whom are unwashed and 
unkempt—are the principal customers ; most 
of their purchases being carried home in 
their dirty aprons. The “lords of creation” 
stroll up and down in their working clothes, 

~guiltless of collars, and with unshaven faces ; 
pipes in their mouths and hands in their 
“pockets. But of all Sunday morning 
markets, -Middlesex Street—old Petticoat 
Lane—is the most noted and popular. Itis 
not so much the perishable goods which may 
be bought there as it is the clothes and non- 
perishable commodities. In fact, there is a 
big display of almost every kind of ware, 
useful and ornamental. Such a medley I 
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the public-house doors are closed. Then, 
again, many work so late that they cannot 
reach home in time for the expenditure of 
their wages; and as for buying clothes or 
household goods in the week, they will 
simply tell you they have not time. Any- 
how, it is a simple and actual fact that, not- 
withstanding the many short-hour agitations, 
there are thousands cf people in London 


who are neither more nor less than white 
Vol. xxii.—49, 
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never saw elsewhere, old clothes of every 
style, shape, and colour; bird fanciers; dog 
fanciers ; quack doctors ; vendors of pictures, 
toys, and ornaments; china and glass, boots 
and shoes, ices and hokey-pokey, razors, 
knives and forks, all their excellences pro- 
claimed by the purveyors at the top of their 
voices, the goods in most instances being 
disposed of by Dutch auction. The street is 
all but impassable, so denscly is it thronged, 
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and one has to simply elbow through—or not 
get through at all. Needless to say, watches 
and purses are best left at home. 

It is estimated that the Sunday morning 
street-markets of London number consider- 
ably over 200, although only 106 are off- 
cially recognised by the Commissioner of 
Police. The number of stalls and barrows 
is put down at 5,290 ; and these are presided 
over by an army of 13,000 costers and are 
patronized each week by over half a million 
buyers. 

Emerging again into the open road, nearly 
every street corner seems to have a speaker 
surrounded by a more or less interested 





AN INVITATION TO THE TENT MISSION ON SUNDAY MORNING IN THE MILE END ROAD. 
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group of listeners. One corner is held by 
the Salvation Army or other mission, another 
by a Freethinker, Socialist, infidel, or agitator 
for “eight-hour day ” or “strike.” Some 
speak well, with much rugged eloquence and 
insinuating, persuasive power ; others are not 
only grossly illiterate, but are also violently 
abusive of the powers that be. 

What do these people do with their after- 
noon and evening? Many will lounge away 
the time from the closing of the gin shops at 
three o’clock until the re-opening at 6 p.m., 


when they will pour in again, crowding out ` 


every corner of these brilliantly-lighted fools’ 
palaces until “ Time, gentlemen !” is called. 
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AN ELOQUENT LAY PREACHER IN VICTORIA PAKK ON SUNDAY AFTERNOON, 
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FaR. LEVISON will be here in 
fy ten minutes.” 
“I cannot see him.” 

“Tt. is quite unnecessary 
that you should see him to- 
day. If only I can assure 
him of your consent he will go away satisfied ; 
but it must be understood that you hold to 
your word. He will probably ask leave to 
call to-morrow.” 

“ Oh, dad, think what it means to me! I 
am only nineteen !” 

*“ Mr. Levison is thirty. The disparity is 
not excessive, and it is on the right side.” 

“A horrid, dirty little man! How can 
there be any right side in the question ?” 

“ A little man who can put us on the right 
side of the world at all events; a little man 
who can give his wife the finest jewels in 
London.” 

“I don’t want his jewels. I don’t want 
him. If he were to pelt me with pearls I 
would not stoop to pick them up. I only 
want to enjoy my freedom a few more 
years 3 

Sir Julian groaned. “A pretty sort of 
freedom you'll enjoy when your father is 
forced to live in cheap lodgings at Baden or 
Boulogne! You'll get no chance of being 
pelted with pearls, my dear. The world has 
other missiles handy for the daughter of a 
disgraced and ruined man.  But—good 
heavens !—wasn’t that the hall-door ? ” 

The hall-door had certainly been opened 
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and closed-—closed with something of a bang; 
a decisive, uncompromising sound. ‘There 
followed, however, a noticeable stillness ; not 
a soul seemed stirring in the big house in 
Leominster Gardens. 

“I don’t hear anyone coming upstairs,” 
remarked Helena. 

Sir Julian Hartwood looked at his watch. 

“It is already nearly five minutes past 
four,” he said, uneasily, “and Levison is the 
soul of punctuality. Four o’clock precisely 
was the time appointed.” 

“ Is it possible,” said Helena, with sudden 
inspiration, “that he came a little too soon ? 
In the heat of our argument——” 

“ Good heavens, Helena! What do you 
mean? He would have been announced -- 
we should have heard j 

“You forget we have a new Jeames to- 
day. I believe his knowledge of the duties 
of his position is limited. As for hearing—- 
the bang of that door was decisive as the 
crack of doom—nothing short of it would 
have roused us.” 

While she was speaking she had moved to 
the side of the room and lifted a heavy green 
curtain which shielded a doorway. The 
door had been removed, and the opening 
led into a moderately-sized drawing-room. 
The conversation had taken place in a 
smaller room, fitted as a library or study. 

Helena pointed dramatically to an isolated 
chair, standing without obvious design, near 
the middle of the room. 
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“Look,” she said, “it is as I thought! 
He has been here, and gone. He must 
have heard my opinion of him.” 

Indeed, the cnair looked oddly aggressive, 
suggestive of a human being to whom it had 
lately yielded support under trying circum- 
stances, but who in rising had thrust it 
hurriedly and neglectfully to one side. 

“We did not moderate our voices,” mur- 
mured Helena. 

Sir Julian rang the bell. 

During the next few minutes he learned 
that his worst fears were realized. A gentle- 


man had called, and had been shown mto - 


the drawing-room. James had not known 
where to find his master—had not, in fact, 
understood the necessity for seeking him, 
since the gentleman had said he called by 
appointment. 

Sir Julian cursed the man and told him to 
leave the room, and the house, without delay. 

Mr. Levison had indeed anticipated the 
hour appointed for his interview with Sir 
Julian Hartwood by nearly ten minutes, and 
the results of his precipitancy had proved 
portentous. Whether he might ultimately 
learn to bless the chance which had destroyed 
his hopes he was unable at present to con- 
sider ; chaos alone could describe his mental 
state as he drove home to Belgrave Square. 
Through a general sense of humiliation and 
anger and dismay four words rang with 
mocking clearness in his ears ; and when he 
reached at length the calm seclusion of his 
own room these gathered new distinctness 
and stabbed him afresh :— 

“ Horrid, dirty little man!” 

He could hear the very tones of her clear 
voice as she had thus mercilessly catalogued 
his attractions. With almost a shudder he 
faced his full-length semblance in his cheval 
glass. Little he must acknowledge he was, 
since he measured but 5ft. 6in. in his socks, 
which is the perfect height for a woman (it 
was Helena’s own), but ineffectual for a man. 
Horrid, he might be; but dirty! He was, 
perhaps, too exquisitely groomed. ‘Tailor, 
haberdasher, coiffeur, manicure: he employed 
the most expensive in London. His baths 
were scented ; nothing coarser than silk ever 
touched his skin. But perhaps some of his 
very perfections offended her exquisite taste. 
He had committed himself to the care of a 
valet warranted to turn out unblemished 
gentlemen at the shortest notice and highest 
price; he sighed as he envisaged the cost (in 
a double sense) of failure. 

Yet at heart he knew himself that which he 
most desired to be; without aid of valet or 


Digitized by Goc gle 


THE STRAND 


MAGAZINE. 


tailor. He had suffered great personal in- 
conveniences, believing them the inevitable 
price of his condition; and she had only 
found him “ dirty ” !—in spite of his combing 
and curling, bis essences and silk attire. 
He would at once begin to be comfortable, 
even a little wholesomely vulgar. He would 
wear such clothes as suited him, dismiss his 
valet, and shave his own chin. But—dirty ? 
Never! He only revelled in the thought of 
freedom and cold, unessenced baths. He 
would buy the swiftest motor, the most perfect 
yacht to be had for money. He would be 
his own master ; even she —his lip trembled— 
should not ruin his life altogether. And yet 
—he loved her—how he loved her—must 
love her—for an eternity of years! He was 
indignant, but not with her. He saw now 
that she had never tried to deceive him, 
and the sense of her honesty gave him 
a glow of satisfaction in the midst of 
his humiliation and pain. Sir Julian had 
blinded him for his own ends, and the 
motive for the old man’s meanness was 
not obscure. Levison had not heard the 
baronet’s declaration of impending ruin, 
having fled immediately after Helena’s 
forcible catalogue of his own attractions had 
reached his ears, but he had heard rumours 
in the City concerning Sir Julian Hartwood’s 
affairs to which he had not hitherto paid 
much attention. He had seen no signs of 
anxiety or retrenchment in the household in 
Leominster Gardens, and he was not merce- 
nary—in his love affairs. Now, however, he 
determined he would make it his business to 
discover the facts. 


It was the era of necklaces. 

No costume was complete without its 
attendant chain, selected to harmonize or 
contrast, and while strings of glass beads, 
daintily arranged, were to be had for a few 
shillings, the world was searched for the 
quaint and rare in colour and design, for 
which fabulous prices were given. 

In a room on the second floor of a small 
and dingy tenement, within a stone’s throw 
of St. James’s Street, a girl sat making chains. 
‘To-day she had received an order of more than 
usual importance, from Madame Victorine, 
the Court-dressmaker for whom she chiefly 
worked: a chain was required to be com- 
pleted in three days ; and it must correspond 
with a costume of opal-tinted gauze, worn 
over ivory satin, designed and provided by 
Madame Victorine for Miss Helena Hart- 
wood. 

Esther Martin sighed as she turned over 
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such treasures as she possessed. Nothing 
there would serve her turn, and she foresaw 
that she must expend the greater part of the 
sum she was to receive for her work in the 
purchase of materials. ‘There was no time 
to lose, and she prepared at once to go out 
in search of the things she needed. On her 
way to the shop where she usually bought 
her beads she passed down Bond Street, 
and here she lingered, fascinated by the 
jewel shops, the glow of colour that her 
soul loved; and also in the hope of 
gaining fresh ideas. 3 

She was too absorbed to notice passers- 
by, but presently became aware of a man 
standing «at her 
side; a man 
somewhat care- 
lessly dressed, 
but yet bearing 
about him in 
some hardly de- 
finable way un- 
mistakable signs 
of wealth. 

“ Well, you are 
pleased ?—or en- 
vious? which is 
it?” he spoke in 
a friendly, uncon- 
ventional tone. 
“Why do you 
stare so at the 
jewels? I noticed 
you from the in- 
side of the shop.” 

The man’s 
voiceand manner 
inspired confi- 
dence,and Esther 
told him her 
trade. Se 

“And now,” 
she added, “I 
am ata loss. Miss Hartwood’s chain must 
be ready on Thursday-—” 

“ What name did you say ?” 

“ Miss Hartwood — Miss Helena Hart- 
wood ; the sweetest young lady. I saw her 
once. I had occasion to go to the house—a 
grand house in Leominster Gardens.” 

“Come inside,” the man said, quietly ; 
“perhaps they may have what you require.” 

“ Oh, sir—I couldn’t afford—two or three 
pounds at the utmost is all I can spend.” 

« You will find all sorts here. You see, 
jewellers are obliged to keep imitation as well 
as real stones. Sometimes customers want 
their valuable jewellery copied,” he added, 
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with a smile, and they entered the shop 
together. 

Half an hour later Esther was again in 
Bond Street, but she was not carrying the 
beads for Helena’s necklace. She had seen 
all that she desired for working out the most 
beautiful design she could imagine, but she 
could purchase them on one condition only : 
she must make the necklace on the premises. 
It was to consist of a double row of pearl 
beads, with twelve roses placed at intervals 
in the length of three yards; each rose to 
consist of a ruby, an emerald, a topaz, a 
sapphire, and an amethyst, set round a 
diamond, a blaze of colour intended to accen- 
tuate the delicate 
shades of the 
opal-tinted gauze 
which Esther 
described. 

The stones 
appeared to her 
so finely imitated 
that she could 
hardly believe 
them to be mere 
glass. Her friend 
had helped her 
in their selection 
and had also 
arranged that 
they should not 
be pierced. The 
roses, he ex- 
plained, could, 
for a mere trifle, 
be set at the shop 
in a hardly per- 
ceptible frame- 
work, fitted at 
the back with 
the tiny tubes 
through which 
her threads must 
pass. The man seemed interested in her 
artistic bias and desirous of helping her in 
every way. When other details were complete 
he suddenly produced four very large pearls 
to be worked into the tassels of the chain, 
and further arranged that Esther should be 
accommodated during the next three days 
in the little room behind the shop where the 
transaction had been carried on, with every- 
thing necessary for the completion of her 
task. Plainly, he was the master of the 
establishment. 





Miss Helena Hartwood’s dress had arrived ; 
and with it, delivered by Esther Martin her- 
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self, the chain, packed in a cardboard-box. 
Standing by her dressing-table, the shining 
folds of gauze and satin spread upon the bed, 
Helena drew out the coiled lengths of beads, 
and as they fell almost to her feet uttered 
an exclamation of wonder. Too gorgeous, 
perhaps, it might have seemed, without the 
softening effect of the pearls. 

She threw the glittering thing over her 
head, and then the wonder of its prismatic 
beauty on the white frock she had that after- 
noon worn at a concert wholly subjugated 
her. It seemed marvellous that so much 
splendour could be had for five pounds ; but 
the fact left little cause to regret Mr. 
Levison’s foregone jewels. 

She had not indeed taken Sir Julian’s 
threats of ruin very seriously, and her notions 
of poverty were comparative. The idea of a 
state of life in which five pounds might mean 
food and lodging for as many weeks had never 
developed in her brain as by any possibility 
connected with herself. She was a woman 
of limited experience, but beneath much 
frivolous vivacity owned a conscience and a 
kindly nature, and across her dislike for 
Samuel Levison swept often a wave of regret 
for the pain she knew she must have inad- 
vertently given. The necklace recalled him ; 
he was always associated in her mind with 
jewels. Nothing had been heard or seen of 
him in Leominster Gardens since that un- 
fortunate day now nearly a fortnight ago, but 
she imagined him to be suffering rather from 
wounded vanity than any more serious hurt. 
He had always been singularly diffident in his 
manner towards herself, and she concluded 
he had sought her chiefly because he thought 
she would make a suitable mistress for his 
establishment ; she had not credited him 
with any feeling of genuine attachment. The 
chain was still around her neck when she 
heard her father’s voice at the door asking 
for her, and she bade him come in. He 
glanced at the outspread dress with uplifted 
hands. ‘More finery,” he said. “I hope 
you can pay for it.” Then his eye was 
caught by the colour and beauty of the 
chain. “ What is that? Where did you get 
it?” he asked, sharply. 


“Tt belongs to the gown. Madame 
Victorine supplies these things. Isn't it 


pretty? She charges five pounds extra.” 

“ Five pounds! Let me look at it!” He 
took the lengths of pearl and colour into his 
hands, examining particularly the roses and 
the four large and perfect beads in the 
tassels, 

“Tf this were only real,” he said, with a 
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sigh, “it would save us. 
extraordinary imitation. 
you sure?” 

“ Here is the bill. Victorine has sent it 
in with the gown. She scents disaster.” 

He glanced at a formidable row of figures. 
The last item was a pearl chain, five pounds. 

“As I said before, I hope you can pay 
this preposterous bill,” Sir Julian spoke 
querulously. “I cannot help you.” 

“ Oh, I can raise it somehow if things are 
so bad as that. I have a few real diamonds 
left—but, dad, you look really ill to-night. 
Is there—is there anything fresh ? ” 

“Only the worst realized. I warned you 
a fortnight ago. Fifteen thousand pounds— 
unless I can get it before Saturday I must 
clear out—out of the country ; perhaps,” he 
added, grimly, “I had better go a little 
farther.” 

His head drooped, he looked suddenly 
strangely old, shrunken. Helena was used 
to exaggerations, to forebodings and fluctuat- 
ing fortunes. Until now, however, the firm 
of Hartwood and Co. had held on its 
way unsubmerged. Money seemed always 
forthcoming when absolutely essential, how- 
ever long the advent might be postponed, 
and she had grown to regard fortune as a 
frigid jade who loved to torture, but yielded 
in their favour at last ; the Stock Exchange 
being her mysterious agent. To-night, how- 
ever, her father’s face carried more serious 
warning than she had ever before read there. 

“ You really mean it, dad? Before Satur- 
day?” 

“I mean it right enough—and Monday 
is settling day; another five thousand I 
must pay then or be posted as a defaulter. 
Those Penguin and Peruvian shares are 
worthless —a drug in the market. Adams and 
Goodge have a bill against me for fifteen 
thousand and won’t renew. I have borrowed 
in the hope of tiding over, but can’t raise 
another penny. My whole assets don’t 
amount to five thousand. I had hoped—if 
you had been sensible 

“Don’t —don’t—anything but that. If 
these things were only real!” 

“That you are wearing sham jewellery is 
your own fault. But even now, if you would 
only have a little common sense instead of 
indulging in sentimental nonsense, you might 
save the situation. Levison will be at this 
ball to-night. If Adams and Goodge once 
heard you were engaged to Levison they’d 
renew like a shot.” 

“There are two objections to the plan,” 
she said, coldly. ‘In the first place, Mr. 
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Levison has heard me call him a dirty little 
man. Do you think any man could forgive 
that? In the second, my opinion of him has 
not altered.” 

“A fortnight—only a fortnight’s grace,” 
urged Sir Julian, 
with astonishing 
patience. “Who 
knows what 
might happen 
in a fortnight ? 
Other things 
turn up trumps, 
and fifteen 
thousand seems 
a mere baga- 
telle. If I once 
got square 
again you might 
—well, you 
might elope. I 
suppose there 1s 
someone you 
prefer to Levi- 
son, or you 
would not be so 
unmanageable. 
I could play the 
infuriated pa- 
rent at first, but 
you wouldn’t 
find me ada- 
mantine.” 

Helena’s eyes 
had been grow- 
ing wider and 
rounder. “Well, 
of all the despic- 
able plans!” she 
said. “ And if 
you did not get square again, as you call it, I 
suppose I should have to abide by my bar- 
gain? It is immaterial to you whether I sell 
myself or my honour, or both in one! Dad, 
under your teaching I wonder I have a 
straight line left in my imagination.” 

The old man looked ashamed. “I expect 
I hardly know what I’m talking about half 
the time,” he said, “ but I thought to help 
you. Td rather sacrifice Levison than you, 
my girl, that’s a fact. It’s hard to face 
destitution at my time of life.” j 

In a moment her arms were about his 
neck. 

“Dear old dad! I would help you if I 
could, and, of course, something will turn 
up. We have still forty-eight hours.” 

In spite of hopeful words, however, it was 
in no very bright mood that Helena dressed 
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for her round of evening entertainments. 
Yet when her toilette was complete, and 
she surveyed her full-length reflection in her 
mirror, she realized, perhaps for the first time 
fully, the possibilities and power of her beauty. 
“Surely,” she 
thought, “I 
cannot fail,” yet 
prayed in her 
heart that she 
might fail 
utterly. 

Was it for 
such an end, 
she wondered, 
that she had 
been created 
that most 
strange com- 
plexity—a beau- 
tiful woman? A 
thing inheriting 
all human in- 
stincts and capa- 
cities, yet by 
half the world 
denied the mere 
possession of a 
soul; and re- 
garded by the 
other half as no 
more than asub- 
ject for barter. 

She had 
hardly entered 
Lady March- 
ment’s ballroom 
when she knew 
that one chance 
of deliverance, 
at any rate, for that night had been denied 
her: the chance of lacking opportunity. 

Almost the first person her eyes fell upon 
was Samuel Levison, and even in that 
cursory glance she thought he looked less 
carefully curled and groomed than usual. 
Later she found that, whatever design she 
might have with regard to him, she must 
carry it out unaided ; he showed conscious- 
ness of her presence only by careful avoid- 
ance of her neighbourhood. At last, half 
piqued, and finding resolution flourish under 
the tonic of neglect, she asked a man whom 
she knew to be among his acquaintance to 
introduce Mr. Levison. ‘Ihe man looked 
astonished. “I thought——” he began. 

“You thought I knew him? Yes, I did 
once, long ago ; oh, very long ago! He has 
forgotten me. I don’t mind, and I want 
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very much to ask him a question—quite a 
professional question. Do bring him to me.” 

Her companion bowed and departed on 
his errand. In a:few minutes he returned 
with Levison, who faced her with a strange 
passivity. 

“Mr. Levison,” she said, ‘I see you have 
forgotten me. May I recall myself to your 


memory? I am in search of inforination - 


which you alone can give me.” , 

He looked at her steadily, but her eyes 
were travelling away anywhere over the room. 

“T have not forgotten Miss Hartwood,” he 
said, gravely, “and I shall be happy to give 
her any information in my power.” 

The emissary had withdrawn, wondering, 
as he mentally phrased it, what was up. 

“Will you take me,” said Helena, abruptly, 
“where it is possible to talk?” And with- 
out a word he led her to a corner in the 
conservatory, screened and curtained, and at 
the moment untenanted. For awhile after 
they were seated there was an awkward 
pause. Then Helena spoke; her face was 
white as her gown. 

“ Mr. Levison,” she said, “ you will guess 
that_I have something especial to say.” 

“Tf the saying of it is likely to give you 
any inconvenience or—or pain—consider it 
said, and—and done with, Miss Hartwood.” 

“That is impossible. Unfortunately it 
can’t be done with until you know what it 
is and I have your 
answer.” 

Levison was startled. 
It seemed to him that 
these words, or their 


equivalent, should 
have been his a fort- 
night ago. 


“Tn the first place,” 
Helena went on, “I 
have to ask your 
pardon. I—I know 
that a fortnight ago 
you did me a great 
honour — at least I 
am told we women 
should consider any 
proposal of the kind 
as an honour to which 
the world and society 
set their seal of ap- 
proval; also, I am 
aware that you never 
had any direct answer 
to your request ; that 
you—you did not wait 
for it—and I know 
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I ask you now to believe that I would 
You came 


why. 
not willingly have been—rude. 
ten minutes before your time.” 

“What is the use?” he said, roughly. “I 
had my answer; what is the use of re-open- 
ing the question ? ” 

“ You have not had it—not finally.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“The words you overheard were, of course, 
a mere—a mere figure of speech. No, stop, 
don’t think me too mean—I am trying to be 
really truthful. I—I am indifferent to you— 
it is true—why should I be otherwise? But 
I did not mean—I would not willingly insult 
you. Well, then, a fortnight ago—you, you 
asked my father’s leave to seek me as your 
wife—as I understand the matter, you for 
some reason thought I should prove a suit- 
able person to place at the head of your 
establishment. I never heard from you or 
anyone else anything about —about — affec- 
tion, you know. You simply, I believe, 
offered to buy me in the most approved 
moral and creditable manner. I have sent 
to you to-night to tell you that—that—if you 
are of the same mind still I—I—am willing 
to be—bought !” 

“Good God—Helena—Miss Hartwood !” 

Her face was quite set and hard ; she was 
looking straight in front of her. 

“I am only,” she said, “ putting the thing 
plainly. I have my terms—my price. My 
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father at this moment wants twenty thousand 
—no, fifteen would do, I believe—fifteen 
thousand pounds. If you will let him have 
this I give you my word of—of—no, not 
honour—my word, that I will keep my share 
of the bargain.” 

“ And if I refuse ?” 

“Tf you refuse we shall be ruined ; but-— 
but I shall be free. I can’t do any more.” 

The little man stood up, screening her 
from any possible passer-by ; for her voice 
had broken a little and her white lips 
trembled. 

“ Miss Hartwood,” he said, “I refuse! I 
refuse because you have mistaken the case. 
The bargain would still be one-sided because, 
though I have been such a fool as never to 
tell you this, I love you! The wrong and 
the folly were mine first of all in speaking of 
marriage without making this plain to you 
above everything else. I was afraid—afraid ! 
I wanted to find out first if there might be 
a little chance for me somehow ; if you could 
get accustomed to me. You seemed so far 
above me. To-night you seem still farther 
away and infinitely more dear. You see, I— 
I can’t, unless——” 

She had buried her face in her hands, and 
he bent to catch her next words with a wild 
hope at his heart. 

Helena knew that if she could have lied 
then the game, such as it was, was won. 
But she had vowed, come what would, she 
would zof lie. 

“ No,” she said; “I am afraid not—ever.” 

He drew himself up as a man gathers his 
strength, and there was a moment of silence. 
Then he said, quietly :— 

“Tt would be easy for me to say that I 
would help your father through this crisis, 
but I know how you would regard such an 
offer. Look up, if you can, and see in me 
your friend. Let us think together if there 
is no other way.” 

He sat down again beside her; she drew 
a long breath of relief and even smiled a 
little. ‘There is no other way,” she said. 


“Poor dad! At least I have done my best, 
havent I? Or my worst—which is it, I 
wonder?” 


She gathered up her pearls and twisted 
them idly in her fingers. “If these were 
only real!” she said. 

“What do you mean? Let me look at 
them. I am something of a judge, and 
those pearls look to me valuable.” 

“Oh, no—it is just a string of beads 

“Nonsense. Do you know you are carrying 
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“Impossible. I tell you they came from 
my dressmaker’s with my gown; a com- 
paratively valueless trinket, yet under the 
circumstances a shocking extravagance.” 

Levison was holding the tassels of the 
chain in his hand, examining the four large 
pearls. 

“ Nevertheless,” he said, “I believe I 
could send an expert, a dealer in these 
things, to you to-morrow who would give you 
twenty thousand pounds for your trinket. 
I could take my oath these are some of the 
finest jewels in the world.” 

The following morning, about nine o'clock, 
Sir Julian Hartwood rapped on the door of 
his daughter’s room and demanded admis- 
sion. Helena was sitting up in bed, en- 
veloped in a nondescript garment of cambric 
and lace, a tray with coffee, toast, and letters 
at her side. Sir Julian had an open letter 
in his hand. 

“ Helena, my dear child, where is that 
chain ?” 

“Gracious me! the chain again! It is 
here, under my pillow. I believe the thing 
is bewitched, I haven’t slept a wink.” 

“A most extraordinary event!” Sir Julian 
flourished his letter. “A communication 
from Adams and Goodge. You were seen, 
they say, to wear a chain last night of 
extraordinary value. If the estimate of the 
jewels after being submitted to an expert is 
proved to be correct, they offer to accept it 
as full payment of the bill.” 

“Fifteen thousand pounds ! 
have it.” 

“ Helena, you would never be so senseless 
—so cruel s 

“ The fact is, I can go one better. I have 
had an offer š 

“ My dear child !” 

“For the necklace. Iput myself (I think 
for your sake) up to auction last night— 
reserved price, twenty thousand pounds—I 
was refused at the valuation ; the bidder 
suggested the sale of the necklace instead.” 

“ You are either mad or trifling.” 

“Wait till eleven o’clock and you'll see,” 
she said. ‘Now, please, you must go, or I 
sha’n’t be dressed.” 

Sir Julian pleaded for an explanation, but 
she buried her face in the pillows and would 
say no more. 

At eleven o'clock a sedate and grey-haired 
gentleman called in Leominster Gardens and 
was shown by Helena’s orders to her morning- 
room. He gave his name as Mr. Robinson, 
and explained that he was not only an expert 
in the valuation of stones, but also a dealer 
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“Gracious ME ! THE CHAIN AGAIN!” 


on a large scale. He had been informed by 
Mr. Levison that she had property of which 
she would be glad to dispose, and which Mr. 
Levison believed to be of considerable value. 
He, Mr. Robinson, had a great opinion of 
Mr. Levison’s judgment. 

Finally when, half an hour later, Mr. 
Robinson quitted the house, he carried with 
him the necklace, and left with Helena in 
exchange notes to the value of twenty 
thousand pounds. 


Miss Hartwood possessed, as has been 
said, an average conscience, and also, she 
now discovered, her full share of natural 
curiosity. 

No sooner had the chain left her keeping, 
and the proceeds of the sale been applied to 
the delivery of her father from his most 
pressing difficulties, then she began to exer- 
cise her mind concerning the mysterious 
manner in which the jewels had come into 
her possession, and the possible rights and 
wrongs of the situation. 

The story of the necklace would certainly 
get abroad ; the makers would make some 
claim. Why were they silent so long?) Her 
father’s position and her own might become 
even worse than before. This alarm, 
however, began shortly to be removed. 
Sir Julian’s affairs prospered —fortune seemed 
once more to favour him. Despised bonds 
suddenly became valuable; his credit was 
re-established. He talked of settling upon 
his daughter the price of the chain ; it should 
be his munificent gift on the day, three 
months hence, when she should attain her 
twentieth year. Still no whisper was heard 
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concerning the 
mystery of the 
jewels ; no claim 
was made. Where 
had they come 
from? Sir Julian 
seemed totally 
unconcerned. 
And with the 
prospect of hold- 
ing their equiva- 
lent in her own 
hands Helena 
grew undisturbed 
and morecurious. 
She drove one 
day to Madame 
Victorine’s, deter- 
mined to make 
cautious investi- 
gations. She 
would pay the dressmaker’s account and order 
a new gown as an incentive to candour. 
Madame Victorine proved evidently ignorant 


-of any special circumstances connected with 


the chain, and after some circumlocution gave 
the address of Esther Martin as the maker— 
a concession to Miss Hartwood’s long 
patronage, since the supplying of necklaces 
to match her creations was her (Madame 
Victorine’s) speciality. 

Helena swore to order no necklaces on her 
own account, and pleaded a passionate desire 
for bead trimming ; then she departed well 
pleased, feeling herself born for the 7é/e of 
private detective. 

She found Esther working, as usual, at the 


table by the window in the little room ; and 


saw at a glance that no jewels were there. 
The girl was shy and pleased at Miss Hart- 
wood’s visit, but when asked where she had 
procured the beads for the necklace grew 
reticent. At last Helena saw that she must 
risk on her side a certain amount of frank- 
ness. She offered no more pretended motives, 
but owned to a strong personal interest in the 
matter ; the knowledge, she pleaded, might 
even help her to repair a great wrong. 
Perhaps Esther scented romance. She 
had seen no more of the hero of the jewel 
shop since the completion of the chain, and 
some vain imaginations of her own, for which 
she might be pardoned, had gently faded. 
The making of the chain, the man’s interest 
in it, had remained a mystery ; but here, in 
this beautiful fellow-woman at her side, was 
to be found, perhaps, the interpretation. 
With a little sigh she told the story of the 
chain and the address of the shop in Bond 
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Street ; and with the telling yielded the last 
of those foolish fancies she had hardly dared 
confess, even to herself. 

She had promised secrecy, and now she 
had broken her promise ; but it was for the 
sake of her friend; she felt sure it was for 
his happiness that Miss Hartwood should 
know what she desired ; yet, if they ever met 
again, he would be angry. 

Perhaps she found some consolation in 
Miss Hartwood’s gratitude and the sisterly 
kiss that young lady gave her in parting. 

Helena drove to Bond Street with a pretty 
clear conviction that she was reaching the 
heart of the mystery, but on entering the 
jeweller’s shop felt a trifle disconcerted. 

What was she to donext? ‘To gain time 
she asked to look at a book of patterns ; she 
might find occasion to introduce the subject 
of pearl necklaces in conversation with the 
young man who attended upon her. 

Seated there, with her back to the shop 
door and the open folio before her, an 
extraordinary thing (to her conception) 
happened. In a wall mirror which faced 
her she suddenly saw the grey-haired Mr. 
Robinson who had bought the necklace enter 
the shop. She heard him ask for a certain 
silver casket which should, by this time, be 
completed ; she saw him unlock a drawer 
and produce from it her own chain, which he 
carefully packed away in the casket. Then 
he addressed a young man behind the 
counter. 

“Take this parcel,” he said, “and deliver 
it with your own hands to Mr. Levison at his 
house in Belgrave Square. Mr. Jones had 
better accompany you.” 

The two men left the shop, and Mr. 
Robinson, to Helena’s great relief, passed 
through almost immediately to the inner 
room, without appearing to notice her. She 
was left alone with the assistant who was 
attending upon her. She selected haphazard 
an ornament pictured in the pattern-book 
and bought it. 

“That was a lovely chain!” she remarked, 
while the young man packed her purchase. 
“ The price, I suppose, of one like it would 
be enormous ?” 

“I fear, madam, it would be impossible 
for us to supply another. Mr. Levison 
himself designed that chain and superin- 
tended its manufacture.” 

“ Who is this Mr. Levison ? 
prevent your making another ? ” 

The young man hesitated. ‘In confidence 
I may tell you, madam, he is our proprietor ; 
but since the death of his uncle, Mr. Ober- 
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stain, whose name remains over the door, 
the practical management of the business has 
been almost entirely left in the hands of our 
manager, Mr. Robinson.” 

Helena hurried home. She had heard all 
she needed to know. The whole situation 
was clear. Levison had tricked her into an 
obligation by the simple method of buying 
back his own jewels at an exorbitant price ! 
It was intolerable! She paced her room in 
angry agitation. He must be paid—paid at 
once. If only she had had that twenty 
thousand pounds in her hands, now, this 
very minute, she would have flown to the 
nearest post-office and inclosed the cheque 
in a registered envelope! Unfortunately such 
simplicity of action was impossible. 

The money from her father would not be 
due for three months ; to ask him for it now 
would be worse than useless. She under- 
stood the elasticity of his nature too well to 
imagine that he would recognise the need for 
restitution; probably, if he knew her purpose, 
he would rescind his promise of the money 
altogether. 

She thought, with a shiver, that he had, 
perhaps, all along guessed the truth. 

And Levison! A mere jeweller! Already 
—the humiliation seemed greater than ever 
—she had offered herself to this irrepres- 
sible man—she had been wearing his jewels 
at the time—and been rejected. What else 
had she to offer? What did people generally 
offer when they wished to acknowledge a 
debt, to own their responsibility, and yet 
were in the unhappy position of no banker’s 
account? Why, of course, how stupid she 
had been—a promise to pay, a bill, a—what 
was it called? —an IO U.  Levison — of 
course he understood those things. He 
would hardly doubt her good faith; she 
would also offer interest —exorbitant interest. 

She sat down to her table and wrote a 
note. Would Mr. Levison do her the favour 
of calling in Leominster Gardens that even- 
ing at 6.30, as Miss Hartwood desired to 
speak with him oz a matter of business? Then 
she rang her bell, dispatched the note, ordered 
a cup of tea—and waited. 

At 6.30 precisely Levison’s card was 
brought to her and she went to the drawing- 
room, flushed and indignant. 

Perhaps without forethought he was 
sitting where once before she had discovered 
his empty chair. She remembered this was 
the first time he had since that day entered 
the house. A pang smote her. After all, did 
she not owe him more than she could ever 
pay? Could any I O U cancel her debt? 
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She rushed at once to the point, troubled 
at her own nervousness. 

“I have asked you to come here because 
I have discovered, I believe, that I am 
under a very deep obligation. That chain — 
it was yours—and you—you pretended to 
buy it! How could you—how dared you?” 

“Somebody,” said 
Levison, slowly, 
“has given me 
away.” 

“You must have 
known that I should 
not rest—-that I 
should find out n 

Then she saw his 
face flush. “I will 
not try to deny that 
impeachment,” he 
said, coldly. 

It was the first 
time she had seen in 
him any sign of 
anger or resentment, 
and she became once 
more conscious of 
her own unutterable 
meanness. 

“T—T beg your 
pardon. It is too 
bad—you are always 
putting me in the 
wrong. Of course I 
did not mean you 
laid a trap for me in 
that way. But—but 
I want to pay my 
debt — I want to 
assure you that I 
mean to pay it.” 

Levison bowed. 

“My father’s 
affairs—thanks to you—are improving. He 
has promised to restore to me the price of 
the necklace. Immediately he gives it to me 
it is my desire to return it to you. In the 
meantime 2 

“Yes,” said Levison, with great gravity, 
“in the meantime——” 

“I should like to give you some acknow- 
ledgment of the debt--something that would 
enable you to claim it—to show that I mean 
to pay it—with interest, of course.” 

“Oh, yes, of course, with interest.” 

“I wish you would not repeat my words. 
You call the necessary document a bill, I 
believe—an I O U. Can you —can you show 
me how to draw it up? I am sorry to be so 
ignorant.” It occurred to her (too late) that 
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she would have been in a more dignified 
position had she made the inquiries else- 
where. 

“ Certainly, nothing can be easier. 
you oblige me with a pen and ink?” 

She moved to the writing-table, and he 
followed her ; something like a smile was on 
his countenance. 

When the neces- 
sary form was drawn 
up he indicated. to 
her where she should 
sign her name. She 
had a flash of inspi- 
ration. 

“A stamp,” she 
said. “Shouldn't 
there be a stamp— 
something to make 
it binding?” 

“ Oh, certainly—a 
stamp— can you 
oblige me?” His 
smile was even more 
evident. She pro- 
duced a penny one 
from her stamp-case 
and applied the tip 
of her tongue to the 
back.  “ Where?” 
she asked, holding it. 
He pointed to the 
right -hand corner ; 
she affixed the stamp 
and wrote her name 
across it, after the 
fashion she had seen 
on her father’s (rarely) 
receipted bills. 

She looked up and 
handed the paper to 
Levison with an 
enormous sense of relief; a weight was off 
her mind, it could not have been greater had 
the twenty thousand pounds then and there 
passed from her keeping to his. 

He folded and placed it in a pocket-book, 
which he restored to the breast-pocket of his 
coat. - 

“I named the interest at 5 per cent.,” he 
remarked, casually. 

“Oh, yes—quite so.” 

“The bill payable at three months.” 

“ Of course—I read it.” She had tried to 
read it, but had not grasped a word. 

Five minutes later Helena, still with that 
sense of elation and freedom upon her, went 
upstairs to dress for dinner, and Levison, at 
the same time standing upon the pavement 
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without, took the I O U from his pocket-book 
and tore the paper to shreds, preserving only 
the signature and the stamp, which with great 
care he restored to the book. 

During the weeks which ensued he and 
Helena met constantly ; his shyness seemed 
to have vanished, and he made no secret 
now of his devotion. Her father was proving 
himself as good as his word; her birthday 
was approaching, and upon that day twenty 
thousand pounds was to be placed to her 
credit in the bank. Sir Julian persisted in 
calling it her wedding portion. She was just 
twenty complete years and four days old 
when the bill to Levison became due, and at 
an appointed hour he arrived. She had 
the cheque ready. He took it and glanced 
at It. 

“T see you have calculated the interest 
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correctly,” he said. Then 
he took from his pocket- 
book the torn pieces of 
the IO U and held them 
towards her in the palm 
of his hand. 

“I tore them up,” he 
said, “before I had left 
you five minutes ; keeping 
your signature alone in- 
tact. I would hold no 
bond over you, but I knew 
you would desire to pay 
this if you possibly could. 
Now, since there can be 
no question of money be- 
tween us ”-—suddenly his 
self - possession deserted 
him — “ Miss Hartwood, 
Helena, do you think—~” 

“I think you are the 
most perfect gentleman 
God ever made,” she said, 
softly. 

She had taken back the 
words which had once so 
hurt him, but it was a long 
while before he dared to 
explain his real meaning ; 
to ask her to take back 
the chain which had so 
strangely linked their des- 
tinies. Yet that time also arrived. His 
patient devotion had grown so indispensable 
to her; he had become so much a part of 
her daily life, she hardly knew in what light 
she regarded him until one day a report 
reached her (through her father) that he was 
going to be married. 

The next time they met she imparted to 
him the news, and he avowcd he wished it 
might be true. 

“I suppose, then, the lady will get my 
chain,” she said, crossly. “ You told me the 
other day it was still in existence.” 

“The position is a difficult one. I have 
sworn that the chain shall never rest upon 
any neck but yours. At the same time I 
desire most earnestly to give it to—the 
woman J] hope to make my wife ii 

“Give it to me,” she said. 
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THE DOTTED LINE SHOWS THE LAND LOST SINCE 1860. 





The various diagrams which accompany the following article have been carefully prepared with the assistance 


of several eminent geologists and officers of H.M. Ordnance Survey. 


Absolutely accurate delineation is, of 


course, impossible ; but the loss by marine erosion is herewith rendered according to the best authorities. 


HEN we hear it roundly 
lj asserted that “ Britannia rules 
the waves” we are conscious 
that the statement is merely a 
poetical expression of a fact— 
England’s naval supremacy. 
Literally, we are so far from ruling the 
breakers of the ocean that our defiance of 
Father Neptune costs us a fearful annual 
sacrifice. We pay in lives and we pay also 
in land. Many who know all about the 
human “ price of Admiralty” know little or 
nothing about that other price—that of our 
sea-coasts, the beauteous villages and 
smiling pastures which have been 
swept away for ever into the inexor- 
able salt flood. 

There is no Parliamentary informa- 
tion on this important subject except 
that contained in the statistics of total ` 
acreage ; the facts must needs, there- 
fore, be slowly compiled from local 
histories, records, and maps, which is 
here done, we believe, for the first 





CA ge Ee ge Se gs 


Ordnance Survey alone is staggering. 
Every year we lose a tract of land 
the size of Gibraltar! On the east 
coast alone we lose territory equal in 
size to the Island of Heligoland! In 
the last 
of our 


hundred years a fragment 
kingdom as 


time. ¢ 
The testimony of the statistics of the : 


large as the 
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County of London lies buried beneath the 
sea ! 

After this, who shall sing the epic of lost 
England? All along the green verge of this 
realm (with the exceptions to be noted here- 
inafter) this marine erosion goes on, in some 
districts working a terrible havoc, so that the 
very trees and vegetation seem to turn and 
flee from the doom which awaits them. For 
hundreds of miles on the English coasts 
are buried once prosperous towns and 
villages and mighty forests, where long 
roamed the red deer, inclosed in lordly 
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REPRESENTS THE MODERN COAST-LINE. 
APPROXIMATELY THE ANCIENT COASTS. 
parks. The line of anchorage for ships 
off Selsey in Sussex is still called “the 
Park” by mariners ignorant of the term’s 
origin (see illustration on page 405). For in 
Henry VIIIs reign it was full of noble stags, 
does and fawns, and for poaching in these 
Royal preserves a bishop once fiercely ex- 
communicated several deer-stealers. 

In Yorkshire alone there are no fewer than 
twelve buried towns and villages. In Suffolk 
there are at least five. At Bexhill-on-Sea 
the remains of the submerged forest was 
lately visible at low water. Such a forest 
may also be seen plainly off the coast in the 
Wirral district of Cheshire and at other places. 
To even the least observant visitor there exist 
innumerable relics on the coasts and shore- 
line of many districts which tell of once pro- 
sperous territory wrested from Britannia by 
Father Neptune. Yet, at the outset, we must 
not forget that we have brought about the re- 
clamation of many thousand acres in Lincoln- 
shire, Cambridgeshire, Cheshire, and else- 
where ; but even with this offset in our favour 
the balance is hundreds of square miles against 
us; and England’s expansion must ever be 
political and moral rather than geographieal 
and geological. 

To begin with the scene of Neptune’s 
greatest victory, the reader’s attention is 
directed to Cornwall. According to a 
survey made in the reign of Edward I. the 
Duchy contained 1,500,000 atres. In1760a 
Parliamentary report gave it as 960,000 acres. 
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By the Ordnance Survey some 
years ago it was given as 
829,500 acres. But statistics 
are proverbially unreliable. To 
the westward of Land’s End, 
between there and the Scilly 
Isles, lies the lost land of 
Lyonnesse. Better than figures, 
better even than history and 
tradition, is the evidence offered 
by the Cornish coasts them- 
selves at low tide. Beneath the 
sand of Mount’s Bay, Penzance, 
is a deposit of black mould, in 
which may be discovered to- 
day the remnants of leaves, 
nuts, branches, and trunks of 
trees. The remains of red deer 
may be traced seaward as far 
as the ebb allows. Leland 
states that the district between 
Land’s End and Scilly was 
formerly connected, and con- 
tained 140 parish churches 
and presumably as many 
villages. According to a modern Cornish 
authority a flood visited Cornwall at the end 
of the fourteenth century and carried away 
Igo square miles. Mount’s Bay itself is 
almost of recent origin, the tradition being 
that the ocean, “breaking in violently, 
drowned that part of the country, now the 
bay.” Even in the last century Land’s End 
was much farther to the westward—some 
authorities give the distance as half a mile— 
than it is at present. 
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LOST LAND IN NORTH WALES. THE SPACE BETWEEN THE 
DEEP BLACK LINE AND THE SHADED SECTION REPRESENTS 
THE SUBMERGED TERRITORY. 
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Proceeding northward into 
Wales we find almost a parallel 
to this enormous loss of territory 
in the calamity at the spot now 
known as Sarn Badrig in the 
sixth century. This sandy eleva- 
tion is twenty-one miles from the 
coast, and was formerly an em- 
bankment raised to protect the 
Lowland Hundred from the en- 
croachments of the sea. Owing 
to the drunken carelessness of one 
Seithenym, the custodian of this 
huge dike, the waters rushed in 
and devastated the whole country, 
which then contained no fewer 
than twelve fortified towns. 

If we may accept Professor A. 
G. Ramsay’s dictum, “ More land 
has gone in Wales than now re- 
mains above the sea-level.” As if 
partially to atone for this calamity 
the sea, as is well known, has re- 
tired from Harlech nearly half a 
mile in 500 years, this Welsh city 
being, as Criccieth is at present, 
once a seaport. 

Formerly, from the Ribble to 
the Dee and from an unknown 
distance seaward, extending in- 
ward up the valleys of these rivers the country 
was clothed with trees. All this country has 
utterly disappeared. A mighty flood in the 
fourteenth century overwhelmed it, and the 
sea has never since receded, but, on 
the contrary, is continually gaining on the 
land. 

At Leasowes Castle, in the Wirral district 
of Cheshire, until recently the seat of the 
Cust family, the sea, fifty years ago, was half 
a mile distant from the walls. Now, but for the 
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LEASOWES CASTLE, CHESHIRE—THE SEA NOW COMES UP TO THE CASTLE WALLS. 
From an Old Print. 
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SKETCH MAP OF DISTRICT BETWEEN LANCASHIRE AND WALES. DOTTED 


LINES INDICATE FORMER COAST-LINE, 


masonry embankment of the castle, the waves 
would sweep over it. A century ago It was a 
mile and more away from the ocean. The 
tourist sitting at low tide on the south-west 
end of the embankment and gazing westward 
along the coast may to-day behold, between 
the water’s edge and the sandhills behind, a 
dark, unequal stretch of shore as far as Hoylake 
village. On the surface of this bed are 
visible the skulls and bones of deer, horse, 
and shoals of fresh-water shells, besides the 
flotsam and jetsam of in 
numerable ship-wrecks 
during centuries. The kind 
of trees which once flour- 
ished here can be easily 
distinguished—oak, willow, 
alder, birch, and elm. 
Where Birkenhead Docks 
now are was once the heart 
of a forest of birch (Birchen 
Wood it was anciently 
called). As an old Cheshire 
rhyme has it :— 
From Birchen Haven to Hilbre 
A squirrel might hop from tree 
to tree. 

That Wirral has long 

been in fear of Liverpool's 
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The banish’d Boling- 
broke repeals him- 
self, 

And with uplifted 
arms is safe arriv’d 

At Ravenspurgh. 

—Shakespeare’s 
“Richard II.,” 
Act II., Se. 2. 


This lost town 
sent two members 
to Parliament and 
was a bigger and 
more important 
place than Hull. 
Edward IV. 
landed here from 
Flanders in 1471 
before the Battle 


of Barnet. With 
Ravensburgh dis- 
appeared also 


many villages and 





SUBMERGED FOREST OFF THE CHESHIRE COAST, AS IT APPEARS TO-DAY. 
From a Photo. by Charles A. Defleux. 
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great river finds an illustration in the follow- 
ing passage from Drayton’s “Polyolbion ” :— 
Where Mersey, for more state, : 
Assuming broader banks himself so proudly bears 
That at his stern approach extended Wirral fears 
That what betwixt his floods of Mersey and of Dee 
In very little time devoured he might be. 


On the other side of Cheshire much land 
has been lately reclaimed, but none too soon 
for old Shotwick Church, which stands in all 
its huge loneliness to tell of the lost town 
of Shotwick. At Ince the abbots com- 
plained to Hugh Lupus that “they had 
lost by inundations of the sea thirty cara- 
cates of land, and were daily losing more.” 

Great submerged forests 
occur at intervals all around 
the English coasts from the 
great bight between Wales 
and Scotland, Bristol 
Channel, the coasts of 
Cornwall (as we have seen), 
Devon, the Isle of Wight, 
and from Selsey in Sussex 
to Holderness in Yorkshire. 
In this last-named county 
the losses in modern times 
have been very severe. 
Readers of THE STRAND 
MAGAZINE will look in vain 
on the largest scale modern 
map for the lost city of 
Ravensburgh. It was at 
this flourishing seaport that 


Henry IV. landed in 1399. 
Vol. xxii.—61. 
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a large tract of 
territory, amongst 
which were Odd 
(or Odd Ravenser), Redmare, Tharlethorp, 
Frismarsh, and Potterfleet, all situate in the 
Holderness district. On the coast Hornsea 
Beck, Hornsea Burton, Hartburn, Old 
Aldeburgh, Hyde, and Withernsea have dis- 
appeared. Camden also mentions the 
parishes of Pennysmerk, Upsal, Salthegh, 
Dymelton, and Wythefleet. On the steeple 
of old Hornsea Church was inscribed the 
following quaint legend: ‘“ Hornsea steeple, 
whanne I built thee thou wast ten miles off 
Burlington, ten miles off Beverley, and ten 
miles off sea.” Ravensburgh is last men- 
tioned by Leland in 1538. ‘The remnants of 





VIEW OF RAVENSERE, OR RAVENSBURGH (YORKS), WHERE HENRY IV. LANDED IN 1399) 
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this lost coast now go to form 
Sunk Island, which during the 
past century has been re- 
claimed from the sea, and is 
to-day no longer an island. 
But Sunk Island does not re- 
present above a twelfth of 
that which has disappeared. 

Destruction of land once 
fertile and populous is 
characteristic of the whole 
coast from Spurn Head to 
Bridlington. The sea never 
ceases to gain on the land. 
The ancient church of 
Kilnsea_ disappeared, half 
of it, in 1826, and the 
rest in 1831. The town 
preceded it. Aldborough 
Church has been destroyed by the sea, and 
the Castle of Grimston has vanished. Maple- 
ton Church, now toppling on the cliff, was 
formerly two miles away. In the vicinity of 
Holderness the annual loss is thirtyacres. A 
mile or two out at sea is the site of old 
Withernsea Church and village. To quote an 
eighteenth century poet :— 

Up rose old Ocean from his bed 

And landward drove his billowy car ; 
And headlands, spires, and villas fled 
Before the elemental war. 

In a depressed part of the cliff near 
Owthorne was formerly a fresh water lake, in 
the bed of which a canoe belonging to the 
early Britons has been discovered and the 
remains of red deer. As for the ancient 
church and churchyard of Owthorne, these fell 
over the cliff in 1816, strewing the shore with 
ruins and shat- 
tered coffins. The 
last fragment dis- 
appeared in 1838. 

Seaton, in Dur- 
ham, formerly a 
populous town, 
has shrunk inland 
almost to vanish- 


ing point. In the 
sands at low tide 
may be seen 


traces of the old y 
town, but not even | £7 
a vestige remains 7 
of the ancient 
chapel of St. 
Thomas a Becket, 
the pride of the 
district. At Sea- 
ton Snook, two 
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LAND ON THE DURHAM COAST LOST 
IN MODERN TIMES. 
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the south, there 
are yet visible, or were a 
few years ago, the remains 
of fortifications built in 1667 
at the mouth of the river. 
Between Seaton and Hartle- 
pool the tourist readily finds 
tangtble evidences of the great 
forest which now lies sub- 
merged on the coast. 

In Lincolnshire the spectacle 
is presented throughout a 
number of centuries, even as 
far back as Roman times, of 
alternate loss and conquest. 
But vast as the reclamations 
of land have been, it is im- 
possible to doubt the geolo- 
gical evidence that our entries 
are still far heavier on the credit side of the 
ledger which registers our account with 
Father Neptune. It is true that less than 
three centuries ago many thousands of acres 
of fenland were covered by the sea, and had 
been for several hundred years. But prior 
to that period Lincolnshire was overspread 
with huge forests, the relics of which may 
to-day be seen at Friskney, Wainfleet, and in 
the East Fen, in the shape of trees of oak 
and fir with their roots which lie bured 
in the soil. The vicinity of Revesby was 
formerly a thick wood. In land recently 
reclaimed the remains of a smith’s shop have 
been exhumed, together with a number of 
horse-shoes, being conclusive proof that a 
village once rested on or near this spot. So 
that what we have gained since the seven- 
teenth century in Lincolnshire from the sea 
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Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 








THE LOST LAND OF ENGLAND. 


ne | 





403 


the coast —at 
Bognor, Bosham 
(in Sussex), and 
Bottreaux— where 
submerged bells 
ring on special 
occasions as a 
solemn omen. 
But there is no 
doubt about 
Cromer’s once 
having been nearly 
a mile farther out 
upon the coast 
than it is at pre- 
sent — even the 
maps of the eigh- 
teenth century 
show the present 
church over half 
a mile distant 





NWIGH IN 1585, SHOWING 250 PRIN 
A SINGLE RUIN REMAINS, 


is merely our own property filched from us 
since William the Conqueror’s time. The 
overflowing of the fens probably took place 
between the thirteenth and fifteenth centuries. 

On the other hand there has vanished a 
territory which we have not regained and 
which is likely to be lost to us for ever. 
Skegness was, in the time of our great-grand- 
fathers (to go no farther back), a great and 
important town. It had its castle and its 
fortifications and its stately spire. If one of 
our ancestors returned to visit the scene of 
his mortal haunts at Skegness he would have 
to search among the foaming breakers of the 
coast for its site and plunge several fathoms 
deep in a vain quest for castle, church, 
and market-place. As recently as 1796 the 
remains of a mighty forest were visible to Sir 
Joseph Banks along the entire coast from 
Skegness to Grimsby. At Addlethorpe and 
Mablethorpe especially the trunks of the 
trees could be plainly seen at low tide. 

Holiday-makers in Norfolk do not need to 
be reminded of the continuous encroachment 
of the sea along the coast of that county. 
Great is the wonder excited in the bosom 
of a visitor to Cromer when some old salt, 
stretching a rough and tanned forefinger to 
the northward, indicates in the far distance a 
solitary upstanding rock, lashed by the waves, 
and says :— 

“Yonder is old Cromer church, which 
used to be in the middle o’ the town. When 
there is a storm you can hear the bells 
chiming in the belfry.” 

This same legend is told of other parts of 
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AND CHURCHES, OF WHICH ONLY 


from the cliff. 
Other authorities 
assert that ancient Cromer (Shipden) was at 
least two miles north of its present site. 

The sites of Eccles and Whimpwell are 
also submerged. In the year 1825 twelve 
acres slipped at once into the sea and so 
rendered Foulness Lighthouse unsafe. A 


Easton o} 


Southwold” 


i] 
4 
i) 
& 
ee 
D 
n 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 





ALL SAINTS’, DUNWICH—THIS EDIFICE, WHICH FORMERLY STOOD TO THE WEST OF THE TOWN, IS NOW ON THE VERGE OF THE CLIFF. 


new lighthouse was thereupon ordered to 
“Tt is impossible to calculate,” 


be built. 
remarks the modern historio- 
grapher of the town, “to 
what extent the headland 
Foulness may have once 
stretched seaward.” On all 
hands enormous masses of 
landslip greet the eye at the 
bottom of the cliff and the 


work of destruction never 
ends. 
It is pathetic to see 


churches—such as that at 
Sidestrand—hanging on the 
very edge of a precipice 
and all but in the maw of 
the ocean which a century 
or two since were the centres 
of happy villages, all un- 
conscious of doom, of which 
to-day not a trace remains 
but in the coffined bones 
and dust of the “rude 
forefathers of the hamlet ”— 
dust which next year or the 
following will be scattered to 
the four winds of Heaven by 
the tottering of the cliff. 
Readers of Mr. Watts-Dun- 
ton’s romance of “ Aylwin ” 
may remember a very power- 
ful and vivid picture of such 
a loss of church and grave- 
yard in the midst of a storm 
on the Norfolk coast. 
Thomas Gardner’s map 
and history of Dunwich, 
1754, Sexton’s map of 1575, 
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EIGHTEENTH CENTURY MAP SHOWING 

EASTON BAVENT AS THE MOST EASTERLY 

POINT IN ENGLAND—IT IS NOW COVERED 
BY THE SEA. 


and earlier records demonstrate only too well 
how great has been the loss since that town 


was the capital of East 
Anglia and boasted of sixty 
churches and a mint. Only 
one of these churches to- 
day remains. All Saints’ 
and the adjoining mon- 
astery (now in ruins), 
once far to the westward of 
the town, are now on the 
edge of the cliff. Well might 
the Elizabethan chronicler 
speak of Dunwich asa victim 
of the “rage and surgies of 
the sea.” It had been a 
Roman station of importance 
before it became a prominent 
English town. It furnished 
forty ships for the use of 
Henry III. Once there was 
a forest between the town 
and the cliffs, and the re- 
cords of the destruction show 
the loss of churches, con- 
vents, hospitals, a town-hall, 
and many “comely build- 
ings.” 

In Domesday Book Dun- 
wich had between its borders 
“two hundred and six-and- 
thirty burgesses.” In 
Henry II.’s time it was a 
town of good note and full 
stored with sundry kinds of 
riches. “It was so fortified,” 
says Camden, “ that it made 
Robert, Earle of Leicester, 
afraide, who with his army 
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overran all the parts round about at his plea- 


sure.” It became the seat of the episcopal 
see of East England, and its bishops lived 
in great state. 

According to Stow, Dunwich inclosed “a 
King’s court and a bishop’s palace and mayor’s 
mansion, and fifty-two churches and no fewer 
windmills, together with a spacious and well- 
frequented harbour, in which were as many 
top ships as churches.” 

Some idea of the rapidity of devastation 
may be given by quoting the chronicles 
of Edward II.’s reign, which show that at 
Dunwich 400 houses were swept away in a 
single year. Between 1535 and 1600 four 
churches disappeared. In 1677 the sea 
forced its way into the Dunwich market- 
place. In 1702 St. Peter’s Church became 
undermined, and was followed in 1729 by the 
churchyard. In another decade not a 
remnant of this once thriving town of 
Dunwich remained. 

It is, perhaps, natural that the fate of 
Dunwich should have inspired more than 
one poet, several to effusions of inter- 
minable length, redeemed only by their 
quaintness. We can find room, however, 
for a brief stanza 
by a comparatively 
modern Suffolk bard, 
who, addressing the 
submerged city, 
sings :— 

How proudly rose thy 

crested seat 
Above the ocean wave, 
Yet doomed beneath that 
sea to meet 
One wide and sweeping 
grave. 

Other towns 
have been 
in modern 





which 
submerged 
times are 
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Walberswick, and Southwold. It 
is in this vicinity that once 
stood the populous town of 
Easton, reduced at the begin- 
ning of the last century to “two 
dwelling-houses and ten souls.” Old 
Aldeburgh is also covered by the 
waves. 

The 16th of May, 1895, marked a 
fresh disaster for Southwold and Cove- 
hithe. On that date the gales, tides, 
and rough sea cut away so much land 
as to create a new cove ọn the 
northern boundary of the former town, 
already a victim for many decades to 
the ocean’s ravages. Easton Bavent 
was once the most easterly land in England, 
and still appears so in the older school atlases. 
It has now retired inland two miles, and 
yields the palm of such distinction to Lowes- 
toft. Covehitheness has also gone back two 
miles. Southwold has lost one mile. The 
coast-line no longer shows a bold promontory 
at Covehithe and Easton ; the last Ordnance 
map exhibits almost a straight line. “Sole 
Bay,” where the great naval battle was fought, 
remains on the map, but it has no existence 
in fact. Prior to 1895 Covehithe lost in six 
years 84ft., by actual measurement of a 
resident, figures which are much below the 
average rate of erosion elsewhere on the 
coast. 

By way of compensation many thousand 
acres were reclaimed between Beccles and 
the German Ocean. Beckles (as it was 
formerly spelt) was a seaport, less than a 
mile distant from the coast; it is now 
several miles inland. But the date of this 
reclamation is believed to be anterior to 
the loss of Dunwich and Easton. The 
valleys of the Waveney and the Little Ouse 
were once navigable for their entire course 
from Gorleston to Lynn, as a proof of 
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PLAN OF RECULVER, 1635, OF WHICH TOWN NOTHING NOW REMAINS BUT THE RUINED TOWERS ON THE CLIFF. 


which anchors and other traces of ancient 
navigation have been found in the bed of 
the river. Again, too, Eye in the tenth 
century was, according to Abbo Florianensis, 
situated in the middle of a marsh. 

The present church at Walton-on-the-Naze 
in Essex replaces a former one swept away 
by the waves. The sea is gaining at a 
rapid rate on this part of the coast, its 
ravages being assisted by alluvial springs, 
which contribute to the loosening of the 
soil. In the old county records it is 
stated that one of the Prebends of St. 
Paul’s was endowed with lands at Walton, 
“but the sea hath consumed or devoured 
it long ago, therefore it is styled * Prae- 
benda consumpta 
per mare.’” 

After the destruc- 
tion of the forests 
on the coasts of 
Sussex the sea 
granted a respite of 
some centuries. 
But about 1650 it 
began again to en- 
croach on the land. 
Previous to 1665 
there is authentic 
record that it “de- 


m 


copyhold tenantcies under the clif in the 
manor of Lewes, with twelve shops and their 
parcels of land.” Then came the terrible 
storms of 1703 and 1705, demolishing whole 
villages. At Bognor rocks, still visible at low 
water, are the fragments of cliffs which eighty 





















stroyed twenty-two 
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Old Winchelsea 
Drowned 


CHART OF BLAEVIUs, INDICATING THE SITE OF OID 
WINCHELSEA, SUBMERGED, 1286. 


years or so ago were walked upon. They are 
now two miles distant. Half the peninsula of 
Selsey Bill has been swept away since the 
Saxon period. It was anciently covered with 
the forest of Mainwood (since corrupted into 
Manhood) ; and Selsey, which formerly stood 
in the middle of the peninsula, is now a village 
scarce half a mile from the sea. The site of 
old Selsey Cathedral is now covered with 
water. In Camden’s time the foundation 
was visible when the tide was out, as he 
himself relates. Mention has already been 
made of the Park, that stretch of water 
which covers the site of old 
King Hal’s deer forest (see 
illustration on page 405). The 
populous town of Brighthelm- 
stone-under-Cliff has been hid- 
den by the sea since Elizabeth’s 
time. 

At Pagham 700 acres were 
reclaimed from the sea in 1875, 
but this cannot be regarded as 
an adequate offset to Pagham 
Harbour, which was formed by 
an irruption of the ocean in the 
fourteenth century, destroying 
2,700 acres. Beachy Head itself 
was once a lofty hill two miles 
from the sea coast, then covered 
with trees. Camden asserts, what 
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There are few parts of the English coast 
so altered within the memory of living men 
as that bordering upon Kent. From Folke- 
stone to Sussex verge the victory lies with the 
land, for the sea has retreated, leaving such 
towns as Lymne, Romney, Hythe, Rich- 
borough, Stonor, Sandwich, and Sarre — 
formerly seaports—high and dry, or at least 
surrounded by the district known as the 
Marsh. Thanet, once an island like Graine, 
is no lenger so. Swale is only a narrow 
channel, a fragment of its former width. On 
the other hand, the sea has made serious 
inroads along the coast at Herne Bay, 
Reculver, and Whitstable. Fordwich, which 
was once an important town, with a mayor, 
has disappeared. 

At Reculver (Regulbrium), as at Rich- 
borough, the Romans built a fortress to 
guard the Channel dividing Kent from the 
Isle of Thanet. A church was erected in 
due course eighty yards farther inland. 
This edifice, in the reign of Henry VIIL., 
was over a mile from the sea. Yet in 1780 
the final remnants of its massive masonry 
tumbled down upon the beach, and by 1804 
the churchyard had been partly swept away. 
The church was dismantled, and its doom 
was momentarily expected. But the two 
towers are yet standing, because the value 
of the twin spires as a landmark to sailors 
was realized by the Trinity Board, and a sea- 
wall was built which has effectually arrested 
the further demolition of the last memorial 
of what was once a flourishing town. 

As for the Isle of Wight, it is now generally 
accepted that it once formed part of the 
mainland, being a promontory attached to 


geologists now admit, that the 
old town of Hastings itself was 
swallowed up by the sea. 
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COMPARATIVE LOSS OF ENGLISH COAST IN MODERN TIMES. 
Oornwall Kent York 
227 Square Miles 19 Sq.Miles 40 Sa. Miles 


THE LOSS OF TERRITORY BY SUBMERSION IN THE COUNTIES OF CORNWALL, KENT, 
AND YORK IS SHOWN BY THE ABOVE DIAGRAM TO BE EQUAL IN EXTENT TO THE 
MODERN AREA OF THE ISLE OF MAN, BERMUDA, AND GUERNSEY, 
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the eastern extremity of Dorsetshire. Accord- 
ing to Lyell the entrance to the Solent 
became broader owing to the wasting of the 
cliffs at Colwell Bay. The widening of the 
Solent continues annually to a very consider- 
able extent. The erosion on the opposite 
Hampshire coast in modern times is also 
great, but difficult to ascertain with even 
approximate accuracy. It is certain that in 
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the Board of Agriculture of the total area of 
this island, not including foreshore and tidal 
water, from the year 1867, give the area as 
follows :— 
Total area of Great Britain. 
(According to Official Survey.) 

PROF: n 56,964,260 | 1890 ........ 56,786,199 

1880 ..... es: 56,815,354 | 1900 ......... 56,782,053 

In England alone the total acreage in 


ENGLISH COAST VANISHED IN WODERS TIMES 


Soffolk 
28,800 acres 


Cheshire 
47 3q. Miles 





Korth Wales 
91 Square Miles. 


NOTE.—THE ABOVE DIAGRAM IS INTENDED TO SHOW THAT IN THE THREE DISTRICTS NAMED, VIZ., SUFFOLK, CHESHIRF, 
AND NORTH WALES, TERRITORY HAS BEEN SUBMERGED EQUAL, RESPECTIVELY, TO THE PRESENT AREA OF 
THE ISLANDS OF JERSEY, ST. HELENA, AND MALTA. 


quite modern times the old church and 
village of Hordle has been swept away. 

After this cursory and necessarily imperfect 
survey of the British coasts the reader will 
see by an examination of the maps where 
this kingdom has suffered most in its eternal 
stiuggle with the relentless waves which 
encircle it. The diagrams will also serve to 
convey an idea, not only what we have lost 
in the past, but what we are now losing, and 
will continue to lose in the future, if the 
present rate of coast erosion is maintained. 
Figures are, in such matters, far less reliable 
than the data which are to be gained through 
the reading of history and topographical 
memoirs; but even figures, although un- 
satisfactory, must be allowed to give a 
powerful indication of England’s geographical 
shrinkage. The official reports issued by 
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1867 was 32,590,397. In 1900 it had sunk 
to 32,549,019, a loss of over 40,000 acres. 
But, as I have pointed out, it would be un- 
wise to base an estimate of the loss by coast 
erosion on these figures, because it naturally 
includes reclaimed marsh and fen lands and 
other drained districts. In a single year 
several hundred acres have been thus re- 
claimed. The loss by coast erosion in Eng- 
land is probably not less than 2,000 acres a 
year, the average at certain periods being, 
of course, much greater than that. 

It is undeniable, and the results of the 
foregoing investigations attest it forcibly, that, 
however much we may strive to be Expan- 
sionists in our Empire, our commerce, and 
literature, we are little Englanders all, living 
in a little England which is annually shrink- 
ing into smaller geographical dimensions. 
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A Sweet Thing in Trusts. 


By ROBERT Barr. 


OHN L. WARNER was very 
well satisfied with himself 
when he stepped on the white 
clean deck of the great Ger- 
man liner Uberalles, whose 
prow was pointed towards 
America. And the young man had good 
reason to be proud, for he had brought to 
successful conclusion a very thorough inves- 
tigation that had extended over most of the 
German Empire, and had involved side- 
trips to the chief 
financial capitals 
of Europe, occu- 
pying a period of 
six months. The 
search had to be 
conducted with 
all the secrecy of 

a diplomatic em- 
bassy, and in this 

sort'of subtle 

service John L. 
Warner was an 

adept. 

The young 
man’s important 
mission came 
about in this 
way. The Sugar 
Trust of the 
United States 
had become 
alarmed. It had 
received a hint 
that Germany 
was contemplat- 
ing a new move 
in the sugar 
industry. For 
years Germany 
had endowed 
the sugar trade 








would hold a monopoly for the whole world. 
The sugar trade of England was in a bad 
way, but that of the United States was a 
lusty industry, and an interesting fight might 
be expected, for if the German Government 
thought it owned the Teutonic Empire the 
Sugar Trust was quite convinced that its 
chief, Mr. Hovmannhause, owned the United 
States. 

The first move Mr. Hovmannhause, head 
of the Sugar Trust, made was to possess 
himself of all the 
facts, and to get 
the facts he sent 
his trusty lieu- 
tenant, John L. 
Warner, to 
Europe, pro- 
vided with an 
ample supply of 
ready money, an 
article as useful 
in Germany as 
elsewhere. Now 
the young man’s 
mission was 
finished, he had 
assured himself 
that there was no 
truth whatever in 
the allegation 
that Germany 
had any thought 
of fighting the 
American com- 
bination, and he 
was on the way 
to see Sandy 
Hook again, 
always a delight- 
ful prospect to 
the true citizen of 
“God’sCountry.” 








with State boun- 
ties that had 
resulted in ruining one or two minor West 
Indian Colonies of Great Britain, while at the 
same time it had provided England with ample 
sugar at a price somewhat under the cost of 
manufacture. ‘This outcome could scarcely 
be described as beneficial. It was a sweet 
boon to the English consumer, oppressive to 
the German taxpayer, and bankrupting to 
the Colonial planter. Now it seemed the 
German Government was about to take upon 
itself the task of fighting the United States 


Sugar Trust in its own lair, and, if victorious, 
Vol. xxii.— 52. 
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It was quite 
natural, then, 
that young Mr. Warner should walk up the 
deck on a delightful morning in June rather 
well pleased with himself. This gratifying state 
of mind was enhanced rather than diminished 
by seeing the familiar figure of a charming 
young lady leaning over the rail, and he 
remembered, with a thrill of pleasure, that 
there would be moonlit nights all the way 
across, and that the ample decks of the 
Uberalies formed excellent promenades. So 
he approached the lady. 

“Why, how fortunate I am, Miss Stansbury, 
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that I find you on board at a time of the 
year when most of our fellow-citizens are 
going the other way !” 

The young woman turned her blue eyes 
upon him and smiled ; then he saw she was 
prettier than the friend he thought himself 
accosting. She spoke with a slight but very 
dainty German accent. 

“It is not very complimentary to Miss 
Stansbury that you should mistake another 
‘for her.” 

“Permit me to doubt that, madam. I 
think the young lady herself would agree 
with me, were she here, that I had paid her 
a very high compliment indeed.” 

“It is nice of you to put it that way ; 
nevertheless, I am sorry for your disappoint- 
ment.” 

“ The disappointment has already vanished, 
for, to tell the truth, my acquaintance with 
the lady I mentioned is neither very long 
nor very intimate. Still, one welcomes a 
friendly face when a long voyage is ahead.” 

“But not at other times? I fear your 
politeness has vanished with your disappoint- 
ment.” 

“I did not intend my remark to mean 
anything uncivil towards the ladies in general 
or any lady in particular. It is rather indica- 
tive of my own unfortunate situation. 
Iam such a busy man ashore that 
about the only time I have for pleasant 
intercourse with my kind is on board 
ship going from country to country.” 

“How dreadful! I hope everyone 
in America is not like that, for this is 
my first visit to the United States, 
and I expected to meet some inter- 
esting people.” 

“ Oh, you will. No; they are not 
all like me, although we do have the 
reputation of being rather a hurrying 
nation. Do you intend to stay long 
in America ?” 

“ That will depend entirely on my 
father, whom I have persuaded to 
take me with him. He may finish 
what he has to do in a short time, or 
there may be unexpected delays. He 
is Hermann Steinhoff, of Berlin; 
doubtless you have heard of him.” 

“I can’t say positively that I have 
or have not,” replied Warner, with 
some hesitation. ‘Is it a name one 
would see in the papers ?” 

The girl arched her eyebrows 
slightly, but made no explanation 
beyond saying :— 


“Very likely. You will perhaps 
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see more of the name in the newspapers if he 
succeeds in what he is attempting.” 

“I hope he will succeed. He is bound 
to, since you accompany him,” said the 
young man, in a clumsy attempt at compli- 
ment, at which the girl smiled. “May I 
introduce myself as John L. Warner, of New 
York? My excuse is that steamer introduc- 
tions are necessarily somewhat informal, and 
we may have no mutual friends on board.” 

So thus began an acquaintance that was to 
ripen very rapidly. The father proved to be 
a taciturn, self-absorbed man, who allowed 
his daughter to do as she pleased so long as 
his meditations were not interfered with. He 
kept his own counsels very rigidly, sitting for 
hours in his deck-chair, lost in interminable 
calculations which he was constantly working 
out in a blank book he held on his lap. His 
neglect of the charming young lady was more 
than compensated for by the assiduous 
attentions of Warner. There were moon- 
light walks on the ample decks and cosy 
confidences in adjoining steamer chairs. 

So far as Miss Steinhoff was concerned 
her preference for the frank young American 
was almost as marked as his for her. She 
seemed to care for no one else on board the 
Uberalles, and although she had many 
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invitations to promenade, she rarely availed 
herself of them. Warner was ever the 
person in favour, and the luxurious smoking- 
room, which on other voyages had been his 
preferred resort, scarcely knew him at all on 
this trip. The pleasant weather and the 
nightly - increasing moonlight invited young 
people towards sentimentality, and each of 
them cordially accepted the invitation. He 
knew little of women, but had the American’s 
intense respect for them, and this fair 
flower of German soil, with her amazing 
learning on book subjects of which he was 
entirely ignorant, and her equally amazing 
lack of knowledge regarding the ways of the 
world which an American girl would know 
all about, fascinated him. On the other 
hand, she had met no one in the least like 
Warner, a youth who had had his own way to 
make, who had overcome obstacles that 
might have baffled many a less strenuous 
person, who had educated himself in the 
things that mattered, from his own point 
of view, and who had illimitable ambitions 
for his own career and a boundless faith 
in the future of his country. There was 
no land like it; and in his enthusiasm 
he sometimes forgot that she belonged to 
another. But before the voyage was half 
done he had resolved to induce her to 
change her nationality and her name if he 
could. He first realized how far he had 
advanced when he caught himself several 
times on the very verge of telling her some- 
thing of the Sugar Trust, a subject sacred 
from discussion with outsiders, its methods 
not even to be mentioned, as an inadvertent 
word might reach the ears of some alert 
newspaper reporter. 

On her part Miss Steinhoff was frankly 
confiding. She appeared to have acquired 
an amazing belief in his genius as a business 
man, and, perhaps possessing no trade 
secrets to guard, she could talk without the 
restrictions which, now and then, embarrassed 
the young man, when he fell into the habit 
of talking about himself, a subject on which 
youth is somewhat eloquent when a sym- 
pathetic listener is at hand. 

They found and occupied certain secluded 
places on deck, which became entirely their 
own, as the passenger list was not a long one. 
One evening the conversation drifted to 
the subject of speculation and the Stock 
Exchange, and Warner told several interest- 
ing stories of fortunes made in a moment. 

“Oh, Mr. Warner,” said the girl, “ I wish 
you would give me some advice. I want to 
experiment in speculation. There was left 
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to me a year ago a trifle over 40,000 marks, 
and I have brought the legacy with me. 
What are the chances of my turning it into 
a million ?” 

“Forty thousand marks. That is ten 
thousand dollars. Well, if you take my 
advice, you will keep clear of Wall Street. 
The sum might last you two minutes or it 
might last only one. You are certain to lose 
it.” 

“ But aren't there any safe stocks ? ” 

“Oh, yes. Safe for investment, but they 
don’t fluctuate much, and it is on sharp 
fluctuations that the big piles are made.” 

“ I should think a man of your experience 
would know stocks that are safe, yet that 
were sure to rise.” 

“ Ah, if any of us knew zaf, Miss Stein- 
hoff, should we be working for someone 
else? If I were absolutely certain that a 
given stock would go up or down even one 
point, I could be a millionaire the day after. 
No, there is nothing certain about Wall 
Street, except that the outsider will lose his 
money and some of the insiders as well.” 

“ You discourage me, Mr. Warner.” 

“Tf you will promise me not to mention 
to any living soul what I tell you, I'll give 
you what we call a pointer. I don’t think 
you can lose, and you stand to win. I'll give 
you the name of an honest broker, but be 
careful not to let him know who sent you. 
Get him to put that money into sugar.” 

“What? You don’t mean in the grocery 
business ? ” 

“ No, no. Stocks of the Sugar Trust. I 
have reason to believe they will rise shortly. 
They have been unduly depressed because 
of certain rumours which I happen to know 
are entirely unfounded. But for Heaven’s 
sake, Miss Steinhoff, never even hint in the 
remotest fashion what I have told you. It 
is a secret that must be well guarded.” 

“A secret for a secret then,” laughed the 
young woman, “and a coincidence besides. 
But, then, you won’t think your secret is safe 
with me if I at once tell you what I have 
been warned not to tell. So, on second 
thoughts, I'll not say anything, for I feel sure 
you would distrust me if I did, and I 
shouldn’t like that. It was the curious 
coincidence that made me forget for the 
moment. Well, there can be no harm in 
saying what the coincidence is, without going 
into particulars, for I see you are interested, 
but it is a Government matter, therefore 
I must be careful, for I am still on German 
territory, and shall be until I set foot in 
New York. Our Government stands no non- 
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sense from tattlers. So you will be silent, 
for my sake. It is really on account of 
sugar that I am on this ship. My father is 
very much trusted by our Government, and 
he is crossing with intent to teach your smart 
Americans some pointers, as you call them, 
on sugar. There, I must say no more. 
Father would be furious if he knew I had 
even hinted that much, for there is always a 
chance that the Americans may be cleverer 
than he or our Government and may beat us 
at our own game, so nothing is to be said 
until success is certain.” 

The agent of the Sugar Trust rose some- 
what unsteadily to his feet and drew a long 
breath, resolutely keeping down 
any indication of surprise or 
dismay ; but as his head came 
into the strong moonlight she 
was amazed to see that all 
colour had left his face. 

“ What is wrong ?” she asked, 
in alarm, also rising. “Are you 
ill?” 

“No, no. It is nothing. 
Foot asleep or something of 
that sort, and it stings a bit. 
Suppose we take a walk up 
and down the deck for a few 
turns.” 

They promenaded for a 
while, but conversation lagged. 
The girl saw something was 
amiss, but could not guess what, 
although he tried strenuously 
to seem interested and be inter- 
esting ; so finally she bade him 
good-night and went down the 
companion-way. 

Warner lit a cigar and trod 
the deck alone, thinking deeply. 
Here, by the merest chance, he 
had come upon the secret which 
he had spent thousands in 
Germany to discover without 
getting even a hint of its exist- 
ence for his money. The German Govern- 
ment was going to fight the American Sugar 
Trust after all, and the information came to 
him, not through his own alertness, on 
which he had so confidently plumed himself, 
backed by the resources of a great corpora- 
tion, but by way of a casual conversation on 
a steamers deck! His failure shook his 
confidence in himself and humiliated him. 
He had come within an ace of deluding his 
employers. But had he the right to enlighten 
them now? What he had learned was told 
him in confidence, and although, technically, 
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he had given no promise, yet the girl had 
taken that promise for granted. He wondered 
what enchantment had come over him. A 
week ago such qualms of conscience would 
never have occurred to him. It would have 
been the Trust—first, last, and all the time. 
“ Alls fair in love and war,” he quoted to 
himself ; but which was it, love or war? War 
between the sugar combines certainly, but 
what between the girl and himself? Love, as 
certainly as the coming fight. If he told 
his employers the truth it would work injury 
indirect to the girl and direct to her secretive, 
moody father. If she ever came to know 
that her betrayed confidence had resulted 
in wrecking her fathers plan 
her feelings towards the culprit 
would be the reverse of friendly. 
At one moment it seemed that 
the honest course was to tell 
the girl all about it, but the 
consequence of this might be 
disastrous to those who em- 
ployed and trusted him. After 
ali, if he were to lay any claim 
to honesty his first duty was 
towards tlie men who paid him 
and would continue so until he 
refused to accept their wage. 
The moon and the steamer had 
travelled far in the same direc- 
tion before he reached this 
decision, and when he went to 
his state-room he cursed himself 
as a traitor to the girl he loved. 

Next morning when he met 
Miss Steinhoff, looking very 
charming, as if she had arrayed 
herself with special care, which 
was indeed the case, his fealty 
to his employers wavered. He 
resolved to place a supposed 
case before the lady and let her 
settle the question. 

“Good morning, Mr. Warner,” 
she greeted him. ‘ You seem 
worried. Didn’t you sleep well ? ” 

“I scarcely slept at all. It was almost 
daylight when I turned in. Yes, I am 
worried. A question of ethics has arisen ; 
I think that’s what they call it. I’m in a 
quandary, but I have some hope of per- 
suading you to help me out.” 

“ I shall be delighted to assist, if I can.” 

“Well, you see, it’s like this. I’m a hired 
man. I belong to a company: am the 
company’s servant, although we don’t like to 
be called a servant, unless we are Presidents 
of the United States. I believe senators 
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and high officials also term themselves 
servants of the people, which is one method 
of catching the nimble vote. However, to 
come to the point, this big company pays me 
lavishly, and in return is supposed to receive 
my best efforts night, day, and all the time. 
I was sent over to Europe some months 
ago to learn the’ answer to a certain 
question which it was the determination 
of those interested there to conceal. ‘The 
answer would be ‘Yes’ or ‘No? The 
company was willing to spend thousands 
to find out which of these simple little 
words was the correct one. My investigations 
led me to the conclusion that ‘No’ was the 
answer. The chance remark of a friend 
of mine afterwards convinced me that the 
true reply is ‘Yes,’ but if my friend had 
known I belonged to this company he would 
not have given me the information he did. 
Now my problem is, should I or should I 
not tell my company what I learned?” 

“Did you promise your friend not to 
tell?” 

“No, I gave no promise.” 

“In that case I think it is your duty 
to place before your company the informa- 
tion you have received. It belongs to them 
and not to you.” 

“ Perhaps I ought to add that, although I 
made no promise, yet a promise was tacitly 
implied. My friend believed I would tell no 
one. Besides this, my friend very likely will 
be injured by my betrayal of confidence ; 
indirectly at least.” 

“I cannot see that this changes the 
position. The fault iies with your friend. 
He should not have spoken, but, having 
spoken, he had to take the risk of his folly. 
And now, Mr. Warner, I want to ask you a 
question. How is it that this problem of 
conscience suddenly becomes troublesome 
in mid-ocean? You were not worrying about 
it when the voyage began, were you?” 

“No. Well, you see, Miss Steinhoff, my 
association with you has changed many of 
my previous ideas. Actions that I had 
considered perfectly justifiable now take on 
a different complexion.” 

“ That is very ingenious, Mr. Warner, and 
very complimentary to me; but I fear I 
cannot accept the flattery. Is it not the 
truth that I am the friend to whom you have 
been alluding ?” 

“A man is not bound to incriminate 
himself on the witness-stand, Miss Steinhoff.” 

“Then I was the culprit. It was some- 
thing I said last night about sugar. Are you 
interested in sugar?” 
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“I—I-—I—can only repeat what I have 
just said.” 

“And an excellent remark it is, if some- 
what trite. It answers my question quite 
as fully as if you said ‘Yes.’ So you are 
interested in sugar. This is very awkward.” 

“ Do you desire to modify your advice?” 

“ Ah, no. Truth is truth, and individuals 
don’t count. You have no other course but 
to tell your company.” 

“I don’t agree with you, Miss Steinhoff. 
I can resign, and I'll do it.” 

“That would not affect the situation. If 
you had resigned before we left Germany it 
would be different, but when this information 
came to you, through my indiscretion, you 
were still in the company’s employ, and as I 
said before, the knowledge belongs to them, 
and not to you. It seems to me that it is 
the same as if someone paid you a large 
amount of money that belonged to the 
company, and you thought of resigning so 
that you need not turn over the money to 
it. That wouldn’t be honest, would it?” 

“I don’t suppose it would.” 

“Indeed, I think you are already to blame 
for telling me of the danger that threatens. 
A man perfectly loyal to the company would 
have kept quiet about it, for already I am 
forming dark designs about having you 
thrown overboard some night. What a pity 
the moonlight is so strong. However, my 
duty is equally clear. I must now warn my 
father that a rival knows his purpose in 
crossing the ocean. He may have some 
design for thwarting you, and I will assist 
him. We are enemies from the present 
moment on, so beware— beware ! ” 

And with a laugh and a mocking curtsy 
she left him to seek her father. John L. 
Warner paced the deck meditating deeply 
upon the dilemma. After a time the girl 
returned, and as he accosted her he said, 
lightly :— 

“ Well, Miss Steinhoff, which is it to be? 
Poison or the dagger ?” . 

“Neither, I’m afraid. You see before you 
a very contrite and chastened woman, who 
has meekly endured a scathing censure on 
the chattering proclivities of her sex. But 
it seems that my father is not in the least 
afraid of either you or your company. The 
best man will win, he says, and he has 
evidently not the slightest doubt who the 
best man is.” 

“Um,” growled Warner, his commercial 
instincts for the moment coming uppermost. 
“ He is evidently very well backed to be so 
confident.” 
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“WITH A LAUGH AND A MOCKING CURTSY SHE LEFT HIM.” 


“He is backed by the German Govern- 
ment, and I think that is as strong as any 
company even in the United States. But I 
forgot. I am not to talk any more about 
my father or his task. Its forbidden, so 
we must choose some other subject, if you 
please.” 

“Very well. We will take the interesting 
subject of your proposed speculation. You 
gave me your advice and would not reverse 
it. I am going to reverse my advice. Instead 
of buying the stock of the Sugar Trust you 
must sell it. That stock is going to fall very 
shortly after we reach New York. I will 
introduce you to a broker, if I may, who will 
lay out the money to the best advantage.” 

“That is very good of you, Mr. Warner, 
when you remember that I am your enemy.” 

“The good Book commands us to love our 
enemies, and I confess I find no difficulty in 
obeying the Scriptural injunction.” 

When they reached New York there was a 
crowd of reporters to greet Warner, who re- 
ceived them with smiles and great good 
humour. No; he had not gone over to 
Europe on business. Nervous prostration 
had been the trouble with him, but he was 
all right now. He had needed a rest, and 
Europe was a great place to rest in. So calm 
and peaceful, you know. ‘The Sugar Trust ? 
Ob, he supposed that was all right, and was 
grubbing along trying to make a dividend 
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for the labouring men who owned it. No; 
absolutely no news about it. To tell the 
truth, he hadnt looked at a paper for 
months. How was the stock quoted, any- 
how? Same old figure, eh? Then every- 
body must be going on all right. Of course, 
if he had anything to tell he would gladly 
teli it. The Trust had no particular secrets, 
and its only object in the world was to produce 
the best sugar at the lowest price. Exactly; 
a benevolent institution, as you say. Well, 
good-bye ; so long; delighted to have met 
you. And thus the newspaper boys were 
convinced that something big was on the 
carpet and determined to find out what it was. 
It was a week before the sensational 
announcement was made in one of the 
leading papers. Germany was going to fight 
the Sugar ‘Trust. Millions upon millions 
were to be on call. And America was to 
see the greatest industrial and financial con- 
test that had ever taken place in the New 
World. Herr Steinhoff had absolutely refused 
to be interviewed, but there was no doubt he 
was in New York on behalf of the German 
Government and the powerful syndicate that 
was acting in conjunction with Germany. 
There was an instant panic in Sugar Stock, 
and prices went down witha run. Luckily 
for the young woman, Warner had kept all 
his promises and her money was on the right 
side of the market. He called upon her 
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every day, and expected that she would be 
very much depressed when this full exposure 
of her father’s mission was cast abroad to the 
world, but such was not the case, and he 
became more and more convinced that the 
syndicate must be even stronger than he had 
suspected when the publication of its plans 
were met with scornful indifference. 

Although Miss Steinhoff remained in New 
York her father had disappeared. He wanted 
to get out of reach of the reporters, she said, 
who had pestered the life out of him at all 
hours of the night and day. 

Sugar Stock went down and down. The 
semi-official denial of the German Govern- 
ment, cabled across from Berlin, sent it a 
few points lower, for no one believed the 
diplomatic assertion. 

“Seems to me,” said Warner to Miss 
Steinhoff one evening, “you had better close 
that deal. Sugar Stock can’t go much lower 
even if the worst happens. I wonder the 
German Government went the length of 
denying a thing that must be patent to the 
world before long. But I suppose they will 
disclaim that cablegram at the psychological 
moment.” 

“Oh, the German Government is truthful 
enough, although your newspapers don’t seem 
to believe it.” 

“Truthful enough? Why, you told me 
yourself that the Government stood sponsor 
for your father.” 

“ Certainly. What has that to do with the 
case? Father is sorry the Government took 
the trouble to deny the report, for it kept the 
papers on the wrong track, and so gave him 
a chance to go on with his work.” 

“Miss Steinhoff, you bewilder me. Let 
me beg of you to make this clearer. What 
purpose is your father here for if not to fight 
the Sugar Trust ?” 

Miss Steinhoff laughed long and musically. 

“ Poor father knows nothing of the Sugar 
Trust ; I doubt if he ever heard of it. Are 
you not aware that my father is one of the 
leading scientists in Germany and possibly 
in the world?” 

“ God bless me!” 

“Tsn’t your company interested in scientific 
research ? ” 

« Great heavens, no.” 

“ Then we are not rivals and enemies after 
all. I suppose I may as well tell you all 
about it. Sugar has defied analysis so far, 
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Father has been trying to reduce it to its 
component elements, and had all but suc- 
ceeded. The Government thought he should 
come over to the United States to learn what 
he could about their investigations along the 
same lines in this country. 1 believe he has 
accomplished his task, and I have also a 
suspicion that full particulars are at this 
moment on their way to Germany. I 
surmise this, because he now invites me to 
go with him to visit Niagara Falls. The 
German Government pay the expenses of his 
journey to America, because he is in the 
employ of the Government. I think that 
certain learned societies are also interested 
in his excursion. Does all this compete 
with your company in any way?” 

Warner most impolitely sprang for his 
hat, then paused. 

“Say nothing of what you have told 
me, but listen to what I am about to tell 
you. See your broker first thing in the 
morning. Pll go with you if you'll let me, 
for I will not act on what I know until 
later in the day. Put every penny you 


can scrape together. into stock of the 
Sugar Trust. You sold before, now you 
must buy. The stock will be up in the 


skies ‘before a week.” 

And so it proved. Warner was no false 
prophet and Miss Steinhoff became rich. 
Naturally the young woman was exceed- 
ingly grateful to her mentor. 

“T owe it all to you,” she said, with a 
slight tremor in her voice, for her father was 
anxious to get back to Berlin. “I cannot 
imagine why you should have been so kind 
to a stranger and a foreigner, especially one 
who had given you such a fright and called 
you her enemy.” 

“ It was pure selfishness on my part.” 

“In what way?” 

“I was working for a commission.” 

“A commission? I'll willingly divide with 
you—glad to—I didn’t dare offer 

“Of course you couldn’t, so that’s why I 
ask. Iam anxious that you should keep all 
the cash, but I want the owner of it.” 

And then he said a number of things that 
have no relation to Stock Exchange opera- 
tions, which, of course, is the motive of 
this recital, therefore they are omitted as 
irrelevant. The lady answered in kind, and 
so her remarks become entirely without 
interest. But she did not return to Germany. 
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XXX.—THE ONLY CYCLEWAY IN 


THE WORLD. 


By HAROLD J. SHEPSTONE. 


REMARKABLE cycleway, 
or elevated cycle track, has 
just been erected between the 
two towns of Pasadena and 
(4 Los Angeles, in Southern 
California, for the convenience 
of cyclists between these two delightful 
Californian cities. The aim of the cycleway 
is to provide the wheelman with a perfect 
road and with a minimum grade between 
the two cities, nine miles apart and at 
different altitudes. 

In many respects the cycle path is an 
interesting piece of engineering work, while 
the innovation and the practical manner in 
which the scheme has been carried out 
deserve some little attention. The towns 
of Southern 





and from Los Angeles to attend to their 
business. 

Visit it whenever you will Pasadena is a 
charming suburban town, with its artistically 
built residences set in miniature parks ; and 
as it is only nine miles from Los Angeles it 
is not surprising to hear that the cyclists of 
the latter town generally turn their wheels 
thither when out for a brief spin. It is a 
pleasant ride either in the evening, on the 
Saturday afternoon, or Sunday morning. At 
these times the main road between the two 
towns is always full of cycles. Attractive as 
Pasadena is to the wheelmen of Los Angeles 
it nevertheless has one drawback, viz., it is a 
fairly hilly ride. It must not be thought by 
this, however, that the cyclists of Southern 

Californiacom- 





California are plained; they 
full of enthusi- did nothing of 
astic cyclists, the sort. 

and there is But there 


probably no 
more delight- 
ful State or 
country to 
cycle in than 
California. Not 
only are the 
roads good, but 
the climate is 
so beautiful 
that the iron 
steed may be 
used from the 
first day of 
January to the 
end of December. Indeed, thousands of 
cyclists from the neighbouring States take 
their machines by rail to Los Angeles every 
year, and then indulge in a cycling tour 
through the orange groves and vineyards of 
the Golden State. 

Los Angeles, the capital of Southern 
California, is an ideal centre for the cyclist, 
and it is estimated that there are at least 
20,000 wheelmen in that city alone. Nine 
miles from Los Angeles is the beautiful 
residential town of Pasadena, the rendezvous 
of the é/te of Californian society, and the 
terminus of that remarkable mountain rail- 
way which carries passengers up Mount 
Lowe, of the Sierra Madre Range. Indeed, 
the majority of the business men and wealthy 
merchants of Los Angeles reside at Pasadena, 
and travel daily by the railway or tram-car to 
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MR. HORACE M. DOBBINS, PRESIDENT OF THE CALIFORNIA CYCLEWAY CO. 
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was one indi- 
vidual who not 
only noticed 
the drawback, 
butdetermined 
to supply the 
only remedy— 
the erection of 
an elevated 
track for the 
especial bene- 
fit of cyclists. 
The individual 
in question was 
Mr. Horace 
Dobbins, a wealthy resident and trustee of 
the city of Pasadena. For some vears past 
Mr. Dobbins has been engaged upon this 
unique task. At last his efforts have been 
crowned with success, for the cycleway has 
been built and was lately opened to the 
public for bicycles and motor cycles. Of 
course, it did not take years to erect the 
elevated roadway, but rather the time was 
chiefly taken up in securing rights of way 
and legislative action. The route of the road 
was selected by the promoter with great care, 
his one aim being to give a scenic route 
through one of the charming localities of 
Southern California. The track runs through 
Pasadena, South Pasadena, Highland Park, 
down the picturesque Arroyo Seco, following 
the Los Angeles hills into the city. These 
hills form a picturesque feature of the region : 
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they are very abrupt and surround an attrac- 
tive little valley, and are in reality the broken- 
up foothills of the Sierra Madre Range. 

Through the kindness of Mr. Dobbins 
the writer is enabled to reproduce some 
photographs of the cycleway and to give 
some interesting facts about the unique 
track. In appearance it somewhat resem- 
bles the elevated road in New York, being 
apparently as high in places. It is built 
of wood, and is strong enough to bear the 
equipment and car service of an electric 
road. 

The track ranges from 3ft. to 5oft. in 
height. It crosses a river, railway lines, and 
streets. It has been so ingeniously con- 
structed that the maximum grade is only 3 
per cent., and this but for 2,oooft. At all 
other portions of the road it is not greater 
than 11% per cent. ‘his is about the grade 


of Broadway in Los Angeles in the heart of 
Vol. xxii.—63. 
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the city, and not appreci- 
able to the average wheel- 
man. 

Our photographs give a 
` good idea of the cycleway. 
It is built of Oregon pine, 
and 1,250,000ft. of this 
timber was requisitioned to 
complete it, in addition to 
twenty miles of heavy wire 
netting. The track has 
been painted a dark green, 
and as it winds away 
through the hills like a 
gigantic snake it cannot be 
said to present an objec- 
tionable feature to the 
= landscape. It is at present 
wide enough to hold four 
cyclists abreast or two 
motor-cycles. 

On Saturdays and Sun- 
days the cycleway presents 
a novel spectacle with the 
numerous cycles passing up 
and down. Incandescent 
lights are now being placed 
over the centre of the road 
at intervals of 20oft., which, 
at night, will convert the 
cycleway into a gleaming 
serpent. Indeed, the pro- 
moters are to be congra- 
tulated on the thorough 
manner in which they have 
catered for the Pasadena 
and Los Angeles wheel- 
men. Mention may be 
made of the terminal stations, which are 
Moorish in design. ‘They are equipped with 
the facilities of a railway depot, boasting of 
a waiting-room, a department for renting 
bicycles and motor-cycles, as well as a 
repairing shop. It is possible, therefore, to 
hire a cycle at Pasadena for a small “sum, 
run down to Los Angeles, leave the machine 
there while you transact your business in the 
town, and then return to Pasadena, or vice- 
versd. If necessary, too, motor-cycles may 
be obtained at either termini for visiting 
distant parts of the city. 

After the route had been selected and the 
various rights of way secured Mr. Dobbins 
formed a syndicate, known as the California 
Cycleway Company, of which he is the 
president. The cost of building the road 
has been about £40,000, which is 
really insignificant when all things are 
considered. That it will prove a very 
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From a] A NEARER VIEW OF 


profitable venture may be gauged from 
the following facts. A toll of ten cents, 
about fivepence, is charged. This toll permits 
a bicycle or motor-cycle to enter the cycle- 
way and ride up and down all day, if desired. 
On paying the toll the cyclist receives a 
ticket, which not only allows him to traverse 
the eighteen miles, but includes free storage 
of his machine at either terminus until he 
wishes to make the return journey. It also 
includes admission to the park at the Los 
Angeles terminus. It is stated that in Los 
Angeles.and Pasadena alone there are at least 
30,000 cyclists. The company estimate that 
if half of the wheelmen in the two cities 
patronize the road once a month it will give 
the cycleway an income of £4,000 a year, 
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which would seem a very conservative 
estimate, as the roads on Saturday and 
Sunday between the two towns are filled with 
cyclists, who ride through the dust, taking 
the heavy grade between the cities without 
question. 

It is not surprising to learn that other 
American cities are seriously thinking whether 
similar roads could not be constructed and 
made to pay in their immediate vicinity. One 
naturally wonders, too, remembering the 
hundreds of thousands of devotees of the iron 
steed in this country, why London, Brighton, 
and other large cities should not boast of 
their cycleway. If they can be built and 
made to pay in far-off California, why not 
in this country ? 


XXXI.—THE MAKING OF PICTURES IN WOOD. 
By FREDERICK T. C. LANGDON. 


One of the strangest avocations pursued 
by any person in the civilized world is that 
pursued by Mr. E. C. Larrabee, jun., of 
Salem, Massachusetts, U.S.A., who makes, 
with bits of rarest wood which he has spent 
almost two decades in collecting from all 
parts of the globe, the most beautiful and 
intricate pictures imaginable. These pic- 
tures are veritable gems of art, offspring of 
the playtime efforts of a gentleman whose 
nominal tife-work is the maaufacture and 
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sale of native wines. In perfect detail of 
workmanship, in delicate beauty of colouring, 
in indescribable blending of natural tints, 
Mr. Larrabee’s marvellous pictures rival the 
most exquisite inlaid pearl-work done in any 
clime. - Even the carven beauties of Japanese 
ivory-work are scarcely to be compared with 
the intricate productions of Mr. Larrabee'’s 
care and skill. 

Not since the days of the German Father- 
land’s long ago has similar work been done, 
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and Mr. Larrabee knows of 
no other person in the world 
to-day who is engaged in the 
fashioning of pictures in in- 
laid wood. Indeed, the art 
—and it is an art—stands 
unique in the latter - time 
history of wood - working. 
Between it and the carving 
of blocks into living, breath- 
ing shapes—wood sculpture 
one may call it—there is not 
the least comparison. Nor 
is there the slightest simi- 
larity between Mr. Larrabee’s 
beautiful products and the 
products of that other beau- 
tiful art, pyrography, the 
graving of pictures or designs 
on wooden plaques or panels 
by burning or scorching. 

So wonderfully perfect is 
the concrete result of Mr. 


Larrabee’s work that even the practised eye 
finds it extremely difficult at times to ascertain 


what material 
has been made 
use of. It is no 
small labour to 
lay out, carve, 
and. place scores 
of tiny pieces of 
wood so that the 
natural colours 
will blend and 
give the effect of 
a painting in oils, 
without the least 
sign of rigidity or 
the most remote 


suggestion that 
wood rather than 
pigment was 


manipulated. 
That the intrica- 
cies of the work 
may be realized, 
let it be said that 
this wood artist 
of the noted 
American “City 
of Witches” has 
often spent half 
a day mousing 
about his assort- 
ment of material 
to find a piece of 
rare wood to suit 


his needs, and froma 
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MR, E, C. LARRABEE, JUNR., MAKER OF THE 


PICTURES IN WOOD. 
Froma Photo, by E. G. Merrill, Salem, Mass. 
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which no more than five 
minutes was required to 
inlay. ; 
A great deal of the wood 
used in the work comes from 
portions of the globe but 
rarely visited by travellers. 
A sacred tree of Indian 
growth, the wood of which 
was once used only for the 
manufacture of idols, has 
furnished Mr. Larrabee with 
many rare pieces. The wood 
is not coloured or stained by 
any means other than those 
which Nature has chosen. 
The method of work is 
very interesting. First, upon 
a mount of wood a sixteenth 
of an inch thick is pasted a 
pen-and-ink sketch of the 
picture to be fashioned. A 
wood backing, also a six- 


teenth of an inch thick, is applied to the first, 
and both are then cut with a jig-saw along 


the inked lines. 
Then those por- 
tions of the 
upper panel 
which have been 
cut free by the 
saw are removed, 
and the orifices 
formed in such 
a way are filled 
by a careful up- 
ward displace- 
ment of the 
corresponding 
sections sawed 
simultancously 
from the basic 
slab. Quite nat- 
urally, the deli- 
cacy of the work 
depends a great 
deal upon the 
saw, for the finer 
the saw the less 
the kerf. 

In the con- 
struction, for 
example, of a 
wooden painting 
roin. by qin. 
square, from 
forty - eight to 
seventy-two saw- 
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from Switzerland are worn out, and from six 
hundred to eight hundred or even a thousand 
bits of little-known wood but a sixteenth of 
- an inch thick are made use of. Not at all 
infrequently the sawing of the material 
demands the most extreme patience on Mr. 
Larrabee’s part because of the innumerable 
irritating factors which are by the nature of 
the material forced into the labour. Take 
as an instance the wood of the cocoabollo, 
which exudes a gum that fills up the crevices 
of the saw so quickly that not more than six, 
or at the greatest seven, strokes can be made. 
Then, too, some of the rarest and most 
beautiful woods are so saturated with sap 
that baking and drying must be done before 
the glue will cling. 

When at work Mr. Larrabee places his 
two thin wooden panels upon a glass table 
which may be turned at any angle, and does 
his cutting with what is known as a Fleet- 
wood jig-saw. Photographic reproductions 
of some of the most exquisite bits of Mr. 
Larrabee’s work accompany this article. 


One of Mr. Larrabee’s pictures, in 


which he takes great pride, is “A Paris 
This striking bit 


Street Musician.” of 
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handiwork is made with a background of 
plum-pudding mahogany. The coat is in- 
laid in black ebony from Madagascar, the 
doffed hat in striped ebony from the banks 
of the Congo River, the hair and portions 
of the trousers of Alabama persimmon, the 
eyes of white English holly, the cuffs and 
cravat of American maple, portions of the 
vest of gold-coloured bamboo from India 
and yellow sandal wood from the Philippines, 
the face and hands of rare cream-coloured 
olive wood from Palestine, the shirt of 
cream-coloured quince wood grown in Massa- 
chusetts, and the violin bridge and “F?” 
holes of Cuban pepil. Portions of the 
trousers and a bit of the hat are inlaid in 
ashen grey impee wood, which grows in the 
Philippines. 

The conception of “The Desert After a 
Storm ” is said by persons who have been 
permitted to see the great Sahara under such 
conditions to be marvellously accurate. Our 
photograph of this picture gives a splendid 
idea of the scenic value of the original ; but 
unfortunately the charming colour effects 
which are obtained through the skilful 
manipulation of the rare woods cannot be 


WORKED IN WOOD BY E C. LARRABEE, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


SOME WONDERS 


reproduced. It will be seen that the figures 
are extremely lifelike and that the poses are 
very natural, while the departing sand-storm 
in the distance is weirdly impressive. This 
storm, true in colour, and the ominous sky 
seen through it and above are brought forth 
by the grain of the wood with as much per- 
fection as an artist could obtain with the 
admixture of the primal colours on_ his 
palette. 

The red and grey sand-cloud, the murky 
sky, and the rocks in the nearer landscape 
are inlaid with the little-known but very 
truly-named zebra wood from Stanley Falls, 
Africa, and with tortoiseshell wood from the 
Amazon River in South America. The 
camels are inlaid in burr French walnut cut 
in the vicinity of Paris, and the cords en- 
circling the camels’ backs are done in the 
indescribably beautiful golden-yellow vagna- 
tico wood from Persia. The Arabs and their 
trappings are constructed variously of ebony, 
tulip, and satin-wood obtained, after great 
trouble, from the south of Africa, from 
Cayenne, and from Arabia respectively. 
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Portions of the Arabs are inlaid, too, with 
impee wood and burnose garnet from the 
region around Manila in the Philippine 
Islands. 

The head-gear and sashes of the Arabs 
consist of Arabian satin-wood and the wood 
of the Turkish tulip. The water-bag thrown 
over the back of the recumbent camel is 
fashioned from Cuban zincotta and the fibre 
of the leopard tree from India. The saddle- 
pommels are of red and yellow African cam 
wood. Merely the naming and placing of 
these many-hued woods serve to give some 
idea of the wondrous beauty which radiates 
from the picture as a whole, and it is almost 
idle to say that “ The Desert After a Storm” 
must be seen in its grand wooden actuality 
to be truly appreciated. 

In the recumbent camel alone there are 
750 bits of wood, and of this great number 
between sixty and seventy are in the saddle. 

Mr. Larrabee’s most recent picture is 
entitled ‘The Old Violin Maker,” and re- 
presents the great Antonio Stradivarius in 
his workshop, surrounded by the tools of his 








“ ” 
From a] THE OLD VIOLIN MAKER. 
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trade and portions of violins or completed 
ones. The old man sits with one of his 
beloved instruments on his knee, studying 
it meditatively, his right hand to his face. 
Our half-tone reproduction represents well 
indeed the vast amount of detail in the 
wood picture. i 
“The Old Violin Maker” contains be- 
ween 700 and 800 pieces of wood from 
India, China, Africa, South America, the 
United States, and the Philippines. The 
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tiny picture which can be discerned on the 
wall just beyond the violin-maker shows 
an actual castle on the Philippine Island 
of Mindanino, and is composed of but 
a single piece of wood, save one tiny 
part of the castle which was inserted to 
cover a worm-hole. About twenty-five 
different kinds of wood are used in the 
picture of ‘‘The Old Violin Maker,” and 
Mr, Larrabee has been working upon it 
for many months. 


XXXII.—“ COASTING.” 


By JOHN 


THE most exhilarating sport for the youths, 
and one of the oddest sights in Southern 
California, is coasting. Imagine a lot of bare- 
foot boys and girls, in the scantiest summer 
attire, sliding down long slopes where not a 
flake of snow has ever been known to fall, 
and you have the strange picture before 
you. ‘This sledding, with the thermometer 
registering 100deg. in the shade and a mid- 
summer sun beating down upon the semi- 
tropical land, is beyond a doubt the most 
unique ever attempted. This is the first 
time it has ever been done, so far as known, 
and it all came about through the discovery 
of a lad with a penchant for doing some- 
thing out of the ordinary. He learned that 
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A GENERAL VIEW OF THE COASTING HILL. 


BLON. 


snow isn’t the only thing that makes the hills 
slippery, and as a result the people of Los 
Angeles enjoy a winter sport where winter 
never comes and where no wraps are needed 
to keep the biting frost from nipping off 
their precious ears and noses. 

After the spring rains the Southern Cali- 
fornia mountains and hills are thickly covered 
with weeds and grasses, which die and dry 
in the summer heat, leaving a brown coating 
so thick that it remains until the following 
season. While playing on a hill the inquisi- 
tive boy found the dead wild mustard so slick 
that he could scarcely walk over it. Instinct 
suggested that he get a board and take a 
slide, and he did. Others took a hand, 
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sleds ge so 
fast that 
brakes are 
necessary to 
keep the 
youngsters 
from flying 
off at a tan- 
gent into 
kingdom 
come. Only 
a boy can 
handle the 
brake, and a 
novice issure 
to pull the 
lever at the 
wrong time 
and wind up 
with a disas- 
ter. A young 
lady who 
made the 
mistake of 
we ° ; ; ' ~ handling the 
From a] READY TO START. [ Photo, brake went 
through a 
evolution brought the sled, and now hundreds performance that would have shamed an 
go coasting every day. A smooth slope a acrobat just after these pictures were taken. 
quarter of a mile long, where the accom- Before she was through a dozen sleds and 
panying photographs were taken on the 4th their occupants were piled on top of her. 
of July, is the 
favourite slide, but 
there are many 
others. 

The spectacle of 
half a hundred 
yelling boys and 
shrieking girls 
shooting down the 
hill at lightning- 
express speed, land- 
ing in heaps at the 
end of the run, and 
trudging back and 
pulling their sleds, 
is very interesting. 
There are exciting 
races, thrilling 
tumbles, and hair- 
breadth escapes 
when obstructions 
chance in the way, 
and all the incidents 
except the snow and . 
ice and cold of the 
north enliven this 
glideway. At the - : 
steeper places the From a] THE FINISH, (Photo. 
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At Sunwich Fort. 
By W. W. Jacoss. 


CHAPTER X. 
to soften the 
captain’s ideas concerning his 
son’s engagement, and all 
mention of the subject in the 
house was strictly forbidden. 
— Occasionally he was favoured 
with a glimpse of his son and Miss Kybird 
out together, a sight which imparted such a 
flavour to his temper and ordinary intercourse 
that Mrs. Kingdom, in unconscious imitation 
of Mr. James Hardy, began to count the 
days which must elapse before her niece’s 
return from London. His ill-temper even 
infected the other members of the household, 
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dom sat brood- 
ing in her bed- 
room all one 
afternoon, be- 
cause Bella had 
called her an 
“overbearing 
dishpot.” 

The finishing 
touch to his pa- 
tience was sup- 
plied by a little 
misunderstand- 
ing between Mr. 
Kybird and the 
police. For the 
second time in 
his career the 
shopkeeper 
appeared before 
the magistrates 
to explain the 
circumstances in 
which he had 
purchased stolen 
property, and for 
the -second time 
he left the court 
without a stain 
on his character, 
but with a signi- 
ficant magisterial caution not to appear there 
again. Jack Nugent gave evidence in the 
case, and some of his replies were deemed 
worthy of reproduction in the Sunwich 
Herald, a circumstance which lost the pro- 
prietors a subscriber of many years’ standing. 

One by one various schemes for preventing 
his son’s projected alliance were dismissed 
as impracticable. 
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confining him in an asylum for the mentally 
afflicted until such time as he should have 
regained his senses was spoilt by the refusal 
of Dr. Murchison to arrange for the necessary 
certificate ; a refusal which was like to have 
been fraught with serious consequences to 
that gentleman’s hopes of entering the 
captain’s family. 

Brooding over his wrongs the captain, a 
day or two after his daughter’s return, strolled 
slowly down towards the harbour. It was 
afternoon, and the short winter day was 
already drawing towards a close. The shipping 
looked cold and desolate in the greyness, but 
a bustle of work prevailed on the Congueror, 
which was nearly 
ready for sea 
again. The cap- 
tain’s gaze wan- 
dered from his 
old craft to the 
small vessels 
dotted about the 
harbour and 
finally dwelt ad- 
miringly on the 
lines of the 
whaler Seadzrd, 
which had put in 
a few days before 
as the result of 
a slight collision 
with a fishing- 
boat. She was 
high out of the 
water and beau- 
tifully rigged. A 
dog ran up and 
down her decks 
barking, and a 
couple of squat 
figures leaned 
over the bul- 
warks gazing 
stolidly ashore. 

There was 
something about 
the vessel which took his fancy, and he stood 
for some time on the edge of the quay, look- 
ing at her. In a day or two she would sail 
for a voyage the length of which would 
depend upon her success; a voyage which 
would for a long period keep all on board of 
her out of the mischief which so easily 
happens ashore. If only Jack 

He started and stared more 
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" FOR THE SECOND TIME HE 
LEFT THE COURT WITH- 
OUT A STAIN ON HIS 

CHARACTER.” 





intently 
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than before. He was not an imaginative 
man, but he had in his mind’s eye a 
sudden vision of his only son waving farewells 
from the deck of the whaler as she emerged 
from the harbour into the open sea, while 
Amelia Kybird tore her yellow locks ashore. 
It was a vision to cheer any self-respecting 
father’s heart, and he brought his mind back 
with some regret to the reality of the 
anchored ship. 

He walked home slowly. At the Kybirds’ 
door the proprietor, smoking a short clay 
pipe, eyed him with furtive glee as he passed. 





‘THE PROPRIETOR EYED HIM WITH FURTIVE GLEE AS HE PASSED." 


Farther along the road the Hardys, father and 
son, stepped briskly together. Altogether a 
trying walk, and calculated to make him 
more dissatisfied than ever with the present 
state of affairs. When his daughter shook 
her head at him and accused him of going 
off on a solitary frolic his stock of patience 
gave out entirely. 

A thoughtful night led to a visit to Mr. 
Wilks the following evening. It required a 
great deal of deliberation on his part before 
he could make up his mind to the step, but 
he needed his old steward’s assistance in a 
little plan he had conceived for his son’s 
benefit, and for the first time in his life he 
paid him the supreme honour of a call. 


The honour was so unexpected that Mr. 
Vol. xxii.—64, 
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Wilks, coming into the parlour in response 
to the tapping of the captain’s stick on the 
floor, stood for a short time eyeing him in 
dismay. Only two minutes before he had 
taken Mr. James Hardy into the kitchen to 
point out the interior beauties of an ancient 
clock, and the situation simply appalled him. 
The captain greeted him almost politely and 
bade him sit down. Mr. Wilks smiled faintly 
and caught his breath. 

“ Sit down,” repeated the captain. 

“ Pye left something in the kitchen, sir,” said 
Mr. Wilks. “Pll be back in half a minute.” 

The captain nodded. In the kitchen 
Mr. Wilks rapidly and incoherently 
explained the situation to Mr. Hardy. 

“TIl sit here,” said the latter, drawing 
up a comfortable oak chair to the stove. 

“You see, he don’t know that we 
know each other,” explained the 
apologetic steward, “ but I don’t like 
leaving you in the kitchen.” 7 

“ Pm all right,” said Hardy; “don’t 
you trouble about me.” 

He waved him away, and Mr. Wilks, 
still pale, closed the door behind him 
and, rejoining the captain, sat down 
on the extreme edge of a chair and 
waited. 

“Tve come to see you on a little 
matter of business,” said his visitor. 

Mr. Wilks smiled; then, feeling that 
perhaps that was not quite the right 
thing to do, looked serious again. 

“I came to see you about my—my 
son,” continued the captain. 

\ “Yes, sir,” said Mr. Wilks. “ Master 
\ Jack, you mean?” 

“Ive only got one son,” said 
the other, unpleasantly, “ unless you 
happen to know of any more.” 

Mr. Wilks almost fell off the edge 
of the chair in his haste to disclaim any such 
knowledge. His ideas were in a ferment, 
and the guilty knowledge of what he had 
left in the kitchen added to his confusion. 
And just at that moment the door opened 
and Miss Nugent came briskly in. 

Her surprise at seeing her father ensconced 
in a chair by the fire led to a rapid volley of 
questions. The captain, in lieu of answering 
them, asked another. 

“ What do you want here ?” 

“I have come to see Sam,” said Miss 
Nugent. “Fancy seeing you here! How 
are you, Sam ?” 

“ Pretty well, miss, thank’ee,” replied Mr. 
Wilks, “ considering,” he added, truthfully. 
after a moment’s reflection. 
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Miss Nugent dropped into a chair and put 
her feet on the fender. Her father eyed her 
restlessly. 

“T came here to speak to Sam about a 
private matter,” he said, abruptly. 

“ Private matter,” said his daughter, look- 
ing round in surprise. ‘“ What about? ” 

“A private matter,” repeated Captain 
Nugent. ‘Suppose you come in some other 
time.” 

Kate Nugent sighed and took her feet 
from the fender. “I'll go and wait in the 
kitchen,” she said, crossing to the door. 

Both men protested. The captain because 
it ill-assorted with his dignity for his daughter 
to sit in the kitchen, and Mr. Wilks because 
of the visitor already there. The face of the 
steward, indeed, took on such extraordinary 
expressions in his endeavour to convey 
private information to the girl that she gazed 
at him in silent amazement. Then she 

‘turned the handle of the door and, passing 
through, closed it with a bang which was 
final. 

Mr. Wilks stood spellbound, but nothing 
happened. ‘There was no cry of surprise ; 
no hasty reappearance of an indignant Kate 
Nugent. His features working nervously he 
resumed his seat and gazed dutifully at his 
superior officer. 

“I suppose you’ve heard that my son is 
going to get married ?” said the latter. 

“I couldn’t help hearing of it, sir,” said 
the steward in self defence —“ nobody could.” 

“Hes going to marry that yellow-headed 
Jezebel of Kybird’s,” said the captain, 
staring at the fire. 

Mr. Wilks murmured that he couldn’t 
understand anybody liking yellow hair, 
and, more than that, the general opinion 
of the ladies in Fullalove Alley was that 
it was dyed. 

“Im going to ship him on the Seabird,” 
continued the captain. “She'll probably 
be away for a year or two, and, in the mean- 
time, this girl will probably marry somebody 
else. Especially if she doesn’t know what 
has become of him. He can’t get into 
mischief aboard ship.” 

“No, sir,” said the wondering Mr. Wilks. 
“Ts Master Jack agreeable to going, sir ?” 

“Thats nothing to do with it,” said the 
captain, sharply. 

“ No, sir,” said Mr. Wilks, ‘0’ course not. 
I was only a sort o’ wondering how he was 
going to be persuaded to go if ’e ain’t.” 

“Thats what I came here about,” said the 
other. “I want you to go and fix it up with 
Nathan Smith.” 
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“Do you want ‘im to be crimped, sir?” 
stammered Mr. Wilks. 

“I want him shipped aboard the Seadird,” 
returned the other, “and Smith’s the man to 
do it.” 

“Its a very hard thing to do in these 
days, sir,” said Mr. Wilks, shaking his head. 
“ What with signing on aboard the day before 
the ship sails, and before the Board o’ Trade 
officers, I’m sure it’s a wonder that anybody 
goes to sea at all.” 

“You leave that to Smith,” said the 
captain, impatiently. ‘The Seabird sails on 
Friday morning’s tide. Tell Smith Tl 
arrange to meet my son here on Thursday 
night, and that he must have some liquor for 
us and a fly waiting on the beach.” 

Mr. Wilks wriggled: “But what about 
signing on, sir?” he inquired. 

“He wont sign on,” said the captain, 
“hell be a stowaway. Smith must get him 
smuggled aboard, and bribe the hands to 
let him lie hidden in the fo’c’s’le. The Sea- 
ird won't put back to put him ashore. 
Here is five pounds; give Smith two or 
three now, and the remainder when the job 
is done.” 

_The steward took the money reluctantly 
and, plucking up his courage, looked his 
old master in the face. 

“Irs a ’ard life afore the mast, sir,” he 
said, slowly. 

“ Rubbish !” was the reply. “Itll make 
aman of him. Besides, what’s it got to do 
with you?” 

“I don’t care about the job, sir,” said 
Mr. Wilks, bravely. 

“Whats that got to do with it?” 
demanded the other, frowning. ‘You go 
and fix it up with Nathan Smith as saon as 
possible.” 

Mr. Wilks shuffled his feet and strove 
to remind himself that he was a gentleman of 
independent means, and could please himself. 

“Ive known ‘im since he was a baby,” 
he murmured, defiantly. 

“I don’t want to hear anything more from 
you, Wilks,” said the captain, in a hard voice. 
“Those are my orders, and you had better 
see that they are carried out. My son will 
be one of the first to thank you later on for 
getting him out of such a mess.” 

Mr. Wilks’s brow cleared somewhat. “I 
’spose Miss Kate ’ud be pleased too,” he 
remarked, hopefully. 

“Of course she will,” said the captain. 
“Now I look to you, Wilks, to manage this 
thing properly. I wouldn’t trust anybody 
else, and you've never disappointed me yet.” 
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The steward gasped and, doubting whether 
he had heard aright, looked towards his old 
master, but in vain, for the confirmation of 
further compliments. In all his long years 
of service he had never been praised by him 
before. He leaned forward eagerly and began 
to discuss ways and means. 

In the next room conversation was also 
proceeding, but fitfully. Miss Nugent’s con- 
sternation when she closed the door behind 
her and found herself 
face to face with Mr. 
Hardy was difficult of 
concealment. Too late 
she understood the 
facial contortions of 
Mr. Wilks, and, resign- 
ing herself to the in- 
evitable, accepted the 
chair placed for her by 
the highly-pleased Jem, 
and sat regarding him 
calmly from the other 
side of the fender. 

“T am waiting here 
for my father,” she said, 
in explanation. 

“In deference to 
Wilks’s terrors I am 
waiting here until he 
has gone,” said Hardy, 
with a half smile. 

There was a pause. 
“I hope that he will 
not be long,” said the 
girl. 

“Thank you,” re- 
turned Hardy, wilfully 
misunderstanding, 
“but I am in no 
hurry.” 

He gazed at her with 
admiration. The cold 
air had heightened her 
colour, and the bright- 
ness of her eyes shamed 
the solitary candle which lit up the array of 
burnished metal on the mantelpiece. 

“ I hope you enjoyed your visit to London,” 
he said. 

Before replying Miss Nugent favoured him 
with a glance designed to express surprise at 
least at his knowledge of her movements. 
« Very much, thank you,” she said, at last. 

Mr. Hardy, still looking at her with much 
comfort to himself, felt an insane desire to 
tell her how much she had been missed by 
one person at least in Sunwich. Saved from 
this suicidal folly by the little common sense 
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which had survived the shock of her sudden 
appearance, he gave the information in- 
directly. 

“ Quite a long stay,” he murmured ; “ three 
months and three days; no, three months 
and two days.” 

A sudden wave of colour swept over the 
girl’s ‘face at the ingenuity of this mode of 
attack. She was used to attention and took 
compliments as her due, but the significant 
audacity of this one 
baffled her. She sat 
with downcast eyes 
looking at the fender, 
occasionally glancing 
from the corner of her 
eye to see whether he 
was preparing to renew 
the assault. He had 
certainly changed from 
the Jem Hardy of olden 
days. She had a faint 
idea that his taste had 
improved. 

“Wilks keeps his 
house in good order,” 
said Hardy, looking 
round. 

“ Yes,” said the girl. 

“Wonder why he 
never married,” said 
Hardy, musingly ; “for 
my part I can’t under- 
stand a man remaining 
single all his life; can 
you?” 

“T never think of 
such things,” said Miss 
Nugent, coldly —and 
untruthfully. 

“If it was only to 
have somebody to wait 
on him and keep his 
house clean,” pursued 
Hardy, with malice. 

Miss Nugent grew 
restless, and the wrongs of her sex stirred 
within her. *“ You have very lofty ideas on 
the subject,” she said, scornfully, “but I 
believe they are not uncommon.” 

“ Still, you have never thought about such 
things, you know,” he reminded her. 

“ And no doubt you have devoted a great 
deal of time to the subject.” 

Hardy admitted it frankly. “ But only 
since I returned to Sunwich,” he said. 

“Caused by the spectacle of Sam’s forlorn 
condition, I suppose,” said Miss Nugent. 

“ No, it wasn’t that,” he replied. 
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Miss Nugent, indignant at having been 
drawn into such a discussion, lapsed into 
silence. It was safer and far more dignified, 
but at the same time she yearned for an 
opportunity of teaching this presumptuous 
young man a lesson. So far he had had it all 
his own way. A way strewn with ambiguities 
which a modest maiden had to ignore despite 
herself. 

“Of course, Wilks may have had a dis- 
appointment,” said Hardy, with the air of 
one willing to make allowances. 

“I believe he had about fifty,” said the 
girl, carelessly. 

Hardy shook his head in strong dis- 
approval. ‘‘ No man should have more than 
one,” he said, firmly; “a man of any 
strength of will wouldn’t have that.” 

“ Strength of will? ” repeated the astcnished 
Miss Nugent. 

Their eyes met ; hers sparkling with indig- 
nation; his full of cold calculation. If he 
had had any doubts before, he was quite sure 
now that he had gone the right way to work 
to attract her attention; she was almost 
quivering with excitement. 

“Your ideas will probably change with 
age—and disappointment,” she said, sweetly. 

“ I shall not be disappointed,” said Hardy, 
coolly. ‘“T’ll take care of that.” 

Miss Nugent eyed him wistfully and 
racked her brains for an appropriate and 
crushing rejoinder. In all her ex- 
perience—and it was considerable 
considering her years — she had 
never met with such carefully con- 
structed audacity, and she longed, 
with a great longing, to lure him 
into the open and destroy him. She 
was still considering ways and means 
of doing this when the door opened 
and revealed the surprised and angry 
form of her father and behind it the 
pallid countenance of Mr. Wilks. 
For a moment anger deprived the 
captain of utterance. 

“Who ——” he stammered. 
“What r 

“What a long time you’ve been, 
father,” said Miss Nugent, in a 
reproving voice. “I began to be 
afraid you were never going.” 

“ You come home with me,” said 
the captain, recovering. 

The command was given in his 
most imperious manner, and his 
daughter dropped her muff in some 
resentment as she rose, in order to 
let him have the pleasure of seeing 
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Mr. Hardy pick it up. It rolled, however, in 
his direction, and he stooped for it just as 
Hardy darted forward. Their heads met 
with a crash, and Miss Nugent forgot her 
own consternation in the joy of beholding 
the pitiable exhibition which terror made of 
Mr. Wilks. 

“Im very sorry,” said Hardy, as he 
reverently dusted the muff on his coat-sleeve 
before returning it. “Im afraid it was my 
fault.” 

“It was,” said the infuriated captain, as 
he held the door open for his daughter. 
“Now, Kate.” 

Miss Nugent passed through, followed by 
her father, and escorted to the front door by 
the steward, whose faint ‘“Good-night” was 
utterly ignored by his injured commander. 
He stood at the door until they had turned 
the corner, and, returning to the kitchen, 
found his remaining guest holding his aching 
head beneath the tap. 

“And now,” said the captain, sternly, to 
his daughter, “how dare you sit and talk to 
that young cub? Eh? How dare you?” 

“He was there when I went in,” said his 
daughter. 

“Why didn’t you come out, then?” de- 
manded her father. 

“I was afraid of disturbing you 
Sam,” said Miss Nugent. “ Besides, 
shouldn’t I speak to him ?” 


and 
why 





“ HE FOUND HIS REMAINING GUEST HOLDING HIS ACHING HEAD 
BENEATH THE TAP.” 
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“Why?” shouted the captain. 
Because I won’t have it.” 

“I thought you liked him,” said Miss 
Nugent, in affected surprise. “You patted 
him on the head.” 

The captain, hardly able to believe his 
ears, came to an impressive stop in the road- 
way, but Miss Nugent walked on. She felt 
instinctively that the joke was thrown away 
on him, and, in the absence of any other 
audience, wanted to enjoy it without inter- 
ruption. Convulsive and 
half - suppressed sounds, 
which she ascribed to a 
slight cold caught while 
waiting ‘in the kitchen, 
escaped her at intervals 
for the remainder of the 
journey home. 


“Why? 





CHAPTER XI. 
Jack NuUGENT’s first idea 
on seeing a letter from 
his father asking him to 
meet him at Samson 
Wilks’s was to send as 
impolite a refusal as a 
strong sense of undutiful- 
ness and a not inapt pen 
could arrange, but the 
united remonstrances of 
the Kybird family made 
him waver. 

“You go,” said Mr. 
Kybird, solemnly; “ take 
the advice of a man wot’s 
seen life, and go. Who 
knows but wot he’s a- 
thinking of doing some- 
thing for you?” 

“Startin? of you in 
business or somethin’,” 
said Mrs. Kybird. “ But if ’e tries to break 
it off between you and ’Melia I hope you 
know what to say.” 

“ He won't do that,” said her husband. 

“If he wants to see me,” said Mr. Nugent, 
“let him come here.” 

“I wouldn’t ’ave ‘im in my house,” re- 
torted Mr. Kybird, quickly. ‘An English- 
man’s ’ouse is his castle, and I won’t ’ave 
him in mine.” 

“ Why not, Dan’l,” asked his wife, “if the 
two families is to be connected ?” 

Mr. Kybird shook his head, and, catching 
her eye, winked at her with much signi- 
ficance. 

“Ave it your own way,” said Mrs. Kybird, 
who was always inclined to make concessions 
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in minor matters. “’Ave it your own way, 
but don’t blame me, that’s all I ask.” 

Urged on by his friends Mr. Nugent at 
last consented, and, in a reply to his father, 
agreed to meet him at the house of Mr. Wilks 
on Thursday evening. He was not free him- 
self from a slight curiosity as to the reasons 
which had made the captain unbend in so 
unusual a fashion. 

Mr. Nathan Smith put in an appearance 
at six o’clock on the fatal evening. He 
was a short, slight man, 
with a clean-shaven 
face mapped with tiny 
wrinkles, and a pair of 
colourless eyes the 
blankness of whose ex- 
pression defied research. 
In conversation, espe- 
cially conversation of a 
diplomatic nature, Mr. 
Smith seemed to be 
looking through his 
opponent at something 
beyond, an uncomfort- 
able habit which was a 
source of much discom- 
fort to his victims. 

“Here we are, then, 
Mr. Wilks,” he said, 
putting his head in the 
door and smiling at the 
agitated steward. 

“Come in,” said Mr. 
Wilks, shortly. 

Mr. Smith obliged. 
“Nice night outside,” 
he said, taking a chair ; 
“clear over’ead. Wot a 
morning it ’ud be for a 








“MK. NATHAN SMITH.” 


sail if we was only young 
enough. Is that ter- 
backer in that canister there?” 

The other pushed it towards him. 

“If Iwas only young enough—and silly 
enough,” said the boarding-house master, pro- 
ducing a pipe with an unusually large bowl 
and slowly filling it, “there’s nothing I should 
enjoy more than a three years’ cruise. Nothing 
to do and everything of the best.” 

“Ave you made all the arrangements ?” 
inquired Mr. Wilks, in a tone of cold 
superiority. 

Mr. Smith glanced affectionately at a fish- 
bag of bulky appearance which stood on the 
floor between his feet. “ All ready,” he said, 
cheerfully, ‘‘an’ if you'd like a v’y’ge yourself 
I can manage it for you in two twos. You’ve 
on’y got to say the word.” 
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“I don’t want one,” said the steward, 
fiercely ; “don’t you try none o’ your larks 
on me, Nathan Smith, cos I won't have 
It.” f 

“ Lord love your art.. saidajhe boarding 
master, “I wouldn't ’urf-yot Im ony 
acting under your orders now’; yours and the 
captin’s, Itain’t in my reg’lar way o’ business 
at all, but I’m so good-natured I can’t say 
‘no.’ ” 

“Can’t say ‘no’ to five pounds, you 
mean,” retorted Mr. Wilks, who by no 
means relished these remarks. 

“If I was getting as much out of it as 
you are Id be a ’appy man,” sighed Mr. 
Smith. 

“Me!” cried the other; “do you think 
Pd take money for this—why, Pd sooner 
starve, I’d sooner. Wot are you a-tapping 
your nose for ? ” 

“Was I tapping it?” demanded Mr. 
Smith, in surprise. “ Well, I didn’t know 
it. Pm glad you told me.” 

“You're quite welcome,” said the steward, 
sharply. “Crimping ain’t in my line; Pd 
sooner sweep the roads.” 

“Ear, ear,” exclaimed Mr. Smith, approv- 
ingly. “Ah ! wot a thing it is to come acrost 
an honest man. Wot a good thing it is for 
the eyesight.” 

He stared stonily somewhere in the direc- 
tion of Mr. Wilks, and then blinking rapidly 
shielded his eyes with his hand as though 
overcome by the sight of so much goodness. 
The steward’s wrath rose at the performance, 
and he glowered back at him until his eyes 
watered. 

“Twenty past six,” said Mr. Smith, sud- 
denly, as he fumbled in his waistcoat-pocket 
and drew out a small folded paper. “Its 
time I made a start. I s’pose you've got 
some salt in the house? ” 

“ Plenty,” said Mr. Wilks. 

“ And beer?” inquired the other. 

“ Yes, there is some beer,” said the steward. 

“ Bring me a quart of it,” said the board- 
ing master, slowly and impressively. ‘I want 
it drawed in a china mug, with a nice foaming 
‘ead on it.” 

“Wot do you want it for?” inquired Mr. 
Wilks, eyeing him very closely. 

“ Bisness purposes,” said Mr. Smith. “If 
you’re very good you shall see ’ow I do it.” 

Still the steward made no move. “I 
thought you brought the stuff with you,” he 
remarked. 

Mr. Smith looked at him with mild 
reproach. ‘ Are you managing this affair or 
am I?” he inquired. 
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The ‘steward went out reluctantly, and 
drawing a quart mug of beer set it down on 
the table and stood watching his visitor. 

“And now I want a spoonful o’ sugar, a 
spoonful o’ salt, and a spoonful o’ vinegar,” 
said Mr. Smith. “ Make haste afore the ‘ead 
goes off of it.” 

Mr. Wilks withdrew grumbling, and came 
back in a wonderfully short space of time 
considering, with the articles required. 

“'Thankee,” said the other: “you ‘ave 
been quick. I wish I could move as 
quick as you do. But you can take ’em 
back now, I find I can do without ’em.” 

“Where’s the beer?” demanded the 
incensed Mr. Wilks; “wheres the beer, 
you underhanded swab?” 

“I altered my mind,” said Mr. Smith, 
“and not liking waste, and seeing by your 
manner that you've ’ad more than enough 
already to-night, I drunk it. ‘There isn’t 
another man in Sunwich I could ha’ played 
that trick on, no, nor a boy neither.” 

Mr. Wilks was about to speak, but, 
thinking better of it, threw the three 
spoons in the kitchen, and resuming his 
seat by the fire sat with his back half 
turned to his visitor. 

“ Bright, cheerful young chap, ’e is,” said 
Mr. Smith; “youve knowed ‘im ever since 
he was a baby, haven’t you? ” 

Mr. Wilks made no reply. 

“The Conqueror’s sailing to-morrow morn- 
ing, too,” continued his tormentor; ‘his 
father’s old ship. ’Ow strange it'll seem to 
‘im following it out aboard a whaler. Life is 
full o’ surprises, Mr. Wilks, and wot a big 
surprise it would be to you if you could ’ear 
wot he says about you when he comes to ’is 
senses.” 

“Tm obeying orders,” growled the other. 

“Quite right,” said Mr. Smith, approvingly, 
as he drew a bottle of whisky from his bag 
and placed it on the table. ‘Two glasses 
and there we are. We don’t want any salt 
and vinegar this time.” 

Mr. Wilks turned a deaf ear. “But ’ow 
are you going to manage so as to make one 
silly and not the other?” he inquired. 

“Its a trade secret,” said the other; “but 
I don’t mind telling you I sent the cap’n 
something to take afore he comes, and I 
shall be in your kitchen looking arter things.” 

“I spose you know wot you're about?” 
said Mr. Wilks, doubtfully. 

“I s’pose so,” rejoined the other. “ Young 
Nugent trusts you, and, of course, he'll take 
anything from your ’ouse. That’s the beauty 
of ’aving a character, Mr. Wilks; a good 
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character and a face like a baby with grey 
whiskers.” 

Mr. Wilks bent down and, taking up a 
small brush, carefully tidied up the hearth. 

“Like as not, if my part in it gets to be 
known,” pursued Mr. Smith, mournfully, 
“ PIL ave that gal of Kybird’s scratching my 
eyes out or p’r'aps sticking a hat-pin into me. 
I had that once; the longest hat-pin that 
ever was made, I should think.” 

He shook his head over the perils of his 
calling, and then, after another glance at the 
clock, withdrew. to the kitchen with his 
bag, leaving Mr. Wilks waiting in a state of 
intense nervous- 
ness for the arrival 
of the others. 

Captain Nugent 
was the first to 
put in an appear- 
ance, and by way 
of setting a good 
example poured a 
little of the whisky 
in his glass and 
sat there waiting. 
Then Jack Nugent 
came in, fresh and 
glowing, and Mr. 
Wilks, after stand- 
ing about help- 
lessly for a few 
moments, obeyed 
the captain’s sig- 
nificant nod and 
joined Mr. Smith 
in the kitchen. 

“ You'd better 
go for a walk,” 
said that gentle- 
man, regarding 
him kindly; 
“that’s wot the 
Cap’n thought.” 

Mr. Wilks acquiesced eagerly, and tapping 
at the door passed through the room again 
into the street. A glance as he went through 
showed him that Jack Nugent was drinking, 
and he set off in a panic to get away from 
the scene which he had contrived. 

He slackened after a time and began to 
pace the streets at a rate which was less 
noticeable. As he passed the Kybirds’ he 
shivered, and it was not until he had con- 
sumed a pint or two of the strongest brew 
procurable at the Two Schooners that he 
began to regain some of his old self-esteem. 
He felt almost maudlin at the sacrifice of 
character he was enduring for the sake of his 
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old master, and the fact that he could not 
narrate it to sympathetic friends was not the 
least of his troubles. 

The shops had closed by the time he got 
into the street again, and he walked down 
and watched with much solemnity the reflec- 
tion of the quay lamps in the dark water of 
the harbour. The air was keen and the 
various craft distinct in the starlight. Perfect 
quiet reigned aboard the Seabird, and after a 
vain attempt to screw up his courage to see 
the victim taken aboard he gave it up and 
walked back along the beach. 

By the time he turned his steps home- 








‘IT WAS NOT UNTIL HE HAD CONSUMED A PINT OR TWO OF THE STRONGEST BREW THAT HE 
REGAN TO REGAIN SOME OF HIS OLD SELF-ESTEEM." 


wards it was nearly eleven o'clock. Fullalove 
Alley was quiet, and after listening for some 
time at his window he turned the handle of 
the door and passed in. The nearly empty 
bottle stood on the table, and an overturned 
tumbler accounted for a large, dark patch on 
the table-cloth. As he entered the room the 
kitchen door opened and Mr. Nathan Smith, 
with a broad smile on his face, stepped 
briskly in. 

“All over,” he said, rubbing his hands ; 
“he went off like a lamb, no trouble nor 
fighting. He was a example to all of us.” 

“ Did the cap’n see ’im aboard?” inquired 
Mr. Wilks. 
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“Certainly not,” said the other. “As a 
matter o’ fact the cap’n took a little more 
than I told ’im to take, and I ’ad to help ‘im 
up to your bed. Accidents will ’appen, but 
he'll be all right in the morning if nobody 
goes near ‘im. Leave’im perfectly quiet, and 
when ’e comes downstairs give ’im a strong 
cup ©’ tea.” 

“In my bed?” repeated the staring Mr. 
Wilks. 

“ He’s as right as rain,” said the boarding 
master. “I brought down a pillow and 
blankets for you and put ’em in the kitchen. 
And now I'll take the other two pound ten 
and be getting off ’ome. It ought to be ten 
pounds really with the trouble I’ve ’ad.” 

Mr. Wilks paid the desired amount on to 
the table, and Mr. Nathan Smith placing it 
in his pocket rose to go. 

“ Don’t disturb ’im till he’s ’ad ’is sleep 
out, mind,” he said, pausing at the door, 
“else I can’t answer for the consequences. 
If ’e should get up in the night and come 
down raving mad, try and soothe ’im. Good- 
night and plea- ` 
sant dreams.” 

He closed the 
door after him 
quietly, and 
the horrified 
steward, after 
fetching the 
bed-clothes on 
tiptoe from the 
kitchen, locked 
the door which 
led to the stair- 
case, and after 
making up a 
bed on the floor 
lay down in his 
clothes and 
tried to get to 
sleep. 

He dozed off 
at last, but woke 
up several times 
during the night 
with the cold. 
The lamp burnt 
itself out, and 
in the dark he 
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listened intently for any sounds of life in the 
room above. Then he fell asleep again, until 
at about half-past seven in the morning a loud 
crash overhead awoke him with a start. 

In a moment he was sitting up with every 
faculty on the alert. Footsteps blundered 
about in the room above, and a large and 
rapidly widening patch of damp showed on 
the ceiling. It was evident that the sleeper, 
in his haste to quench an abnormal thirst, 
had broken the water-jug. 

Mr. Wilks, shivering with dread, sprang to 
his feet and stood irresolute. Judging by 
the noise, the captain was evidently in a fine 
temper, and Mr. Smith’s remarks about 
insanity occurred to him with redoubled 
interest. Then he heard a hoarse shout, 
the latch of the bedroom door clicked, 
and the prisoner stumbled heavily down- 
stairs and began to fumble at the handle 
of the door at the bottom. Trembling with 
excitement Mr. Wilks dashed forward and 
turned the key, and then retreating to the 
street door prepared for instant flight. 

He opened 
the door so sud- 
denly that the 
man on the 
other side, with 
a sudden cry, 
fell on all fours 
into the room, 
and raising his 
face stared 
stupidly at the 
steward. Mr. 
Wilks’s hands 
dropped to his 
sides and his 
tongue refused 
its office, for in 
some strange 
fashion, quite in 
keeping with the 
lawless proceed- 
ings of the pre- 
vious night, 
Captain Nugent 
had changed 
into a most ex- 
cellent likeness 
of his own son 


“THE MAN ON THE OTHER SIDE FELL ON ALL FOURS INTO THE ROOM.” 
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The Jones-Hilliard Bicycle Sensation. 


By Tertius Carr. 


Illustrations from Photographs by A. J. Johnson. 


WAS standing 
at the door of 
the London 
§) Pavilion the 

other day chat- 
ting to my friend, Mr. 
Frank Glenister, when he 
suddenly turned to me 
and said: “ By-the-bye, 
have you been to see my 
show on the cycle-track ?” 
“What’s that?” I 
answered. 

“Why, the Jones- Hilliard 
bicycle sensation, with 
Charlie Jones, the ex- 
champion of Australia and 
New Zealand, in the chair 
- —at least, not exactly in 
the chair, but on the seat.” 

I confessed that al- 
though inclination would 
make me a constant spec- 
tator of his marvellous 





collection of varieties, yet time and business 


had so far kept me away. 


“ Never mind,” said he, “ come in to-night, 
and if your blood doesn’t curdle and your 
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MR. CHARLES JONES, THE SENSATIONAL CYCLIST. 


From a Photo. by H. Pawson, Blackpool. 





eyeballs hang out like a 
pair of ripe cherries, don’t 
call me a showman again.” 

Well, I went, I saw, and 
I was conquered. I kept 
my eyesight, and the red 
corpuscles still flow geni- 
ally through my system. 
But what a show! Cer- 
tainly, as regards the art 
of cycling, the most strik- 
ing thing the world has 
ever seen. 

Hearing that Charlie 
Jones was a New Zealander 
I had an indistinct notion 
that I was going to see a 
native Maori doing the 
ordinary business on a 
trick bicycle, and as I sat 
in the stalls I felt no parti- 
cular anxiety one way or 
the other, but when the 
curtain went up on what 


appeared to be a gigantic soup-plate with the 


edges shaved off and part of the front sliced 





THE TRACK, AS SEEN FROM THE DRESS CIRCLE, 
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out like a Wedgwood card-basket, I began to 
wonder. Then I found that the redoubtable 
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Charlie Jones was no Maori at all, but a 
well-set-up, fine-trained specimen of British 
manhood, clean cut in his limbs and as 
lissom as a panther. After the show was 
over, by dint of persuasion I was “taken 
round” and introduced ; hence this story. 
To return to our soup-plate. We were told 
that, in order to show the absolute control 
he had over his machine, he would ride it at 
full speed round the track, and that without 
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The ex-champion was to ride round the card- 
basket, standing on the upper or right-hand 
side of the machine with his left leg passed 
through the frame, the frame of the bicycle, 
bien entendu! He did it, and never turneda 
hair, and the bicycle looked none the worse. 

By this time we had begun to settle down, 
and when we heard that he would ride round 
that rumbling, grinding, crashing track seated 
side-saddle, using one foot only and disdain- 








THE TRACK, AS SLEN FROM THE SI ALLS, 


using his hands or his handle-bar. Now, 
considering the fact that this said track, or 
soup-plate, or card-basket, is only 18ft. in 
diameter, and that its sides rise at an angle 
of 6odeg. and are only sft. in width, we in 
the stalls smiled gently at one another, 
because to us it was perfectly evident that 
the pretty gentleman in the white shirt-front 
had been telling us a tarradiddle. 

But, no; in a brace of shakes there was 
Charlie Jones scorching round that track 
with his hands spread out and arms upraised, 
and the soup-plate was shivering and rattling 
and groaning, and we were holding on tight 
to the arms of our seats, wishing that our 
feet were in stirrups and screwed to the floor. 
But there was no time to settle down, for out 
comes our lecturer with another story—we 
half believed it this time, but only half. 


ing his handle-bar, we thoroughly believed 
our informant and only waited to see Charlie 
Jones break his neck. 

Slowly at first and then with a wild rush 
he was on the track—whiz—whoosh ! round 
he went, the gallery boys yelling and sedate 
stalls applauding vigorously. Our hands 
had got loose from the seat-arms by this 
time. 

Our friend in evening dress, who up to this 
time had kept us strictly informed on every 
point of interest, now came to the front and 
looked round the house with an expression 
of sadness. “I am empowered to challenge 
anyone in the world to ride the ex-champion 
on the Jones-Hilliard track for £50 a-side.” 
There were no takers. I asked him after- 
wards why he was so sad, and he told 
me that it arose from a_long-continued 
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RIDING WITHOUT HANDS ON HANDLE-BAR. 


disappointment. He was always hoping 
against hope that somebody would come 
forward to make Jones stretch himself, but 
no ofe had succeeded yet. I felt almost 
inclined to oblige him, but when I looked 
over the edge of 
that awful soup- 
plate I thought of 
my loving wife and 
precious children, 
and crept wearily 
away. 

“He will dress 
himself in ordin- 
ary street - going 
costume, he will 
ride at full speed 
round the track, 
he will light a 
cigarette, and he 
will—in short, he 
will undress ”; this 
from our sad-eyed 
friend. The ex- 
champion of 
Australia and New 
Zealand did all 
these things, and 
we once again 
stamped and split 
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intensity of our 
excitement. 

“ Thirty miles 
an hour and with- 
out his handle- 
bar; no power 
of guidance over 
his machine save 
his wonderful 
balance. See it 
before you believe 
it.” Thus our 
friend. Thirty 
miles an hour! 
Whoop, whizz, 
and away ; faster, 
and faster, and 
faster still! He 
no longer looks 
like a man ona 
bicycle: he is a 
blurred linedrawn 
round the track, 
and the track 
groans and pro- 
tests and then, 
yah! our hearts 
are in our mouths 
and we catch at our breath as if we 
had swallowed a fly, for, in mid-career, 
he has made one wild jump from his 
machine, and is standing smiling and bowing 
in the middle of the card-basket. 





our gloves in the 
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and a pleasant wit ; he looks after 
the business arrangements, whilst 
Charlie Jones saves as much of his 
neck and other parts as possible. 
He was sitting on the basket, and 
as the two chairs were occupied with 
a miscellaneous collection of uncouth 
garments of varied colours he offered 
me a share of it. The share was 
small, but then he is a man of large 
stature and ample beam, but gentle 
withal. I sat beside him. 

At once I plunged 7” medias res. 
“ Tell me, Mr. Jones, are you a born 
Australian or are you a native of 
New Zealand?” 

“Neither,” he replied. “My foot 
is on my native heath ; my name’s— 
‘Jones? I am London born—but 
ask Hilliard, he'll tell you all about 
it while I finish dressing.” 

I turned to Mr. Hilliard, and 
information came rolling from him. 

“When Jones was two years of 
age his people emigrated, first to 
Australia, and later to New Zealand, 
where they disposed their Lares and 
Penates in Christchurch. He took 
= =. to cycling when he was twenty years 
RIDING WITH LEG THROUGH FRAME. of age, and rode one of those old 
fire - escape machines known as 
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Then they led 
me trembling to 
the personal inter- 
view I referred to 
above. 

A three-corner- 
ed room with red 
walls, a mat, two 
chairs, a table, a 
looking - glass, a 
square basket, 
and a collection 
of mysterious 
colours and cos- 
metics on the 
mantelpiece, with 
a washstand in the 
corner. Present: 
“Charlie” Jones, 
Mr. Harold Hil- 
liard, and myself. 
Mr. Harold Hil- 
liard is Charlie 
Jones’s partner 
and co-inventor. 
He is a big man 


with a genial cast 
of countenance REMOVING HANDLE-BAR WHILE RIDING AT FUIL SPEED, 
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ordinaries. Three months later fortune pro- 
vided him with one of the modern safeties, 
and at his first attempt he broke the New 
Zealand record for road - racing. Three 
months after he carried off five races in 
succession at Kirwee, and then he was put 
on the scratch mark. In 1894 be won the 
Ten-Mile Championship of New Zealand, 
besides several provincial contests. 

“On September 8th of the same year, at 
Moor Park, 
‘Sydney, he 
carried off the 
Ten-Mile Cham- 
pionship of Aus- 
tralia. In 1896 
he came to 
England with a 
view of riding 
for the World’s 
Amateur Cham- 
pionship, and for 
some months he 
trained at Wood 
Green for that 
purpose, but on 
the score that he 
had rendered 
himself a pro- 
fessional he was 
refused his 
license as an 
amateur, and so 
perforce he en- 
tered the profes- 
sional ranks and 
started lewering 
records, which he 
has done success- 
fully.” 

Mr. Hilliard stopped, but my thirst for 
information overbore my natural timidity. 
I turned to the ex-champion and asked: 
“ Have you ever done anything else than 
lower records and do impossible feats on 
nerve-breaking tracks ?” 

He took the towel out his mouth and said : 
“ Ask my partner Hilliard.” 

Again I turned. “Yes,” said Mr. Hilliard, 
“he is an expert revolver shot, and he plays 
the cornet ; he can make a watch—he hasn’t 
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tried to mend mine, but that’s by the way— 
and he can make or mend a bicycle as 
well as he can ride and end them; and I 
believe that on one or two occasions he illus- 
trated the local edition of the New Zealand 
War Cry. No, it did not kill the Salvation 
Army in the Colony, but I believe it lowered 
its tone. It became more gentle and modest 
after that trial.” 

“There’s one thing I should like to tell 
you, Mr. Carr,” 
said Mr. Jones. 
“Thirty - seven 
years ago, at 
the Agricultural 
Hall, my father 
scorched round 
the track at the 
enormous and 
unheard-of speed 
of eight miles an 
hour and created 
a record. He 
rode what we 
call to-day a 
‘bone - shaker,’ 
with iron tyres 
and wooden 
wheels. The 
handle-bars were 
about 7in. across, 
and you kicked 
forward at the 
pedals like a 
shot rabbit. So, ` 
you see, the 
disease is here- 
ditary. My 
brother, too, has 
been bitten, and 
although he only rode three races in his 
life, he won them all. It was somewhere 
up-country in New Zealand, and a more 
motley collection of machines and riders 
I never saw. My brother was riding my 
light racer, and the others disported them- 


‘selves on bicycles of every known age, 


type, and quality. He won the five-mile 
race by a mile, and then turned back to look 
for the others. Yes, we are a racy and racing 
family.” 
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Rx terrified woman. Little Doris 
A TA rushed to her mother’s room, 

eNe white and frightened. 

: “There’s a lovely carriage 
outside and two big horses on the pavement, 
and everything is in a heap!” she cried. 
“ The horses ran away—straight into a dust- 
cart, the lady and little boy were thrown 
right against our area railings——-” 

Mrs. Stephens caught Doris in her arms — 
Doris at least was safe; for the moment 
nothing else mattered. Then she remem- 
bered the lady and the little boy, and ran 
quickly downstairs. 

It all seemed like a dream to Doris. 
Event followed event with extraordinary 
rapidity. At first she had been idly watch- 
ing the street from a dingy window, then 
came the novelty of a carriage and pair in 
that unfashionable locality, and Doris began 
to weave stories about the elegant dark 
woman and the boy at her side. Before the 
story had time to form itself definitely the 
horses had taken fright and the disaster 
occurred. 

Now the same lady, with her dainty 
clothes torn and mud-besmeared, was sob- 
hing hysterically in the inartistic front parlour 
which Mrs. Stephens called her drawing-room. 

“I thought Henri was killed!” she cried, 





a |XCITED shouts from the road, 
: eM mingled with the screams of a 
ie 
hae 
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clasping her son to her heart. 
only treasure !” 

The treasure wriggled free and showed 
Doris a bruise on his arm. He looked a 
thorough English boy, though his mother 
spoke with a French accent. 

Mrs. Stephens ministered to their comfort 
with tactful sympathy, and gradually the 
hysterical lady became calm and reassured. 

“You have been very good to me,” she 
said, looking at the pale, tragic face of her 
unknown hostess. “I fear we have given 
you much trouble, for you are not well 
yourself.” 

Mrs. Stephens forced a smile. 

“You are very observant, madame,” she 
said. 

“Ah!” sighed the stranger; “I read 
faces. It was my profession before I 
married ; I am clairvoyante, and I see that 
you are ill—too ill ever to recover—am I not 
right?” 

Mrs. Stephens bowed her head. 

“ Behind your illness there is some trouble 
—of another kind. I should say your 
married life was unhappy.” 

Mrs. Stephens’s eyes wandered to the 
children in the window. The sun shone 
upon Doris, making her hair like gold and 
her face as the face of an angel. 

“If I have lost my husband’s love, at 
least there is still my child.” 


“He is my 
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“1 THOUGHT HENRI WAS KILLED !' SHE CRIED,” 


She half whispered the words, for from 
Doris she had tried to conceal her husband’s 
fatal tendency to drink and the ravages of 
her own incurable disease. The child was 
the one healthy plant—beautiful, sweet, 
unspotted—under a roof where selfish vice 
and long-suffering sorrow joined hands. 

“Yes,” said the stranger, “I have never 
seen a lovelier child.” 

As she spoke she fixed her bright eyes 
on Doris—and something in their expression 
struck sudden unaccountable fear into Mrs. 
Stephens’s soul. She felt as if this woman, 
smothered with the evidences of wealth, 
envied her the little daughter whose beauty 
was the one jewel the poorer woman had 
left to treasure and adorn her life. The 
boy, Henri, had no pretensions to good 
looks, though his plain face was redeemed by 
a merry smile. 


“Yes,” murmured madame; “a lovely 
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child — and as sweet as she is 
lovely, no doubt.” 

“Yes, indeed! Doris would do 
anything in the world for me,” 
replied Mrs. Stephens, warmly. 

“T have always longed for a 
daughter, but it is not the will of 
le bon Dieu to so bless me. Boys 
are different; they go to school, to 
college, and are lost to us.” 

A silence fell, only the sound 
of the children’s prattle broke that 
long and ominous pause. 

“ My husband is American,” 
said the low, foreign voice at last, 
still in a whisper. “I have sent a 
messenger to him-—to come at 
once. I hope you do not mind 
our staying here. My coachman 
has his leg broken, and is being 
attended at the police- station 
opposite. The inspector asked me 
sO many questions I was be- 
wildered—I rushed to this house 
for shelter—I beg you will let me 
remain.” 

Mrs. Stephens willingly assented, 
and with her own hands brought 
in tea. Though poor, and hamp- 
ered by cruel circumstances, it was 
impossible to mistake her for any- 
thing but a lady. 

Doris, still wondering at the 
glistening rings and extravagant 
attire of their unknown guest, crept 
softly to her side and looked up at 
her with a pair of wide blue eyes. 

“What are you thinking, little 
angel ?” asked madame. 

“I was just hoping,” replied Doris, “ that 
your beautiful carriage would mend again, or 
will you have to throw it away?” 

Madame laughed. 

“Like a broken doll! No, no, chérie ; 
some clever person will put it all together 
very nicely.” 

“T’m so glad—for you,” said Doris, softly. 
“I don’t think you could walk very far with 
such a long tail to your dress. ‘Mother never 
wears long tails like that.” 

“She is charming!” murmured madame, 
in Mrs. Stephens’s ear. “My husband is an 
amateur artist. I know he will want to paint 
your little girl. But, unfortunately, we are 
leaving England next week and returning to 
New York. My married name is ‘ Kelly.’ I 
was Mademoiselle de Lancy, a well-known 
fortune-teller. Now I have the fortune 
myself and more money than I can spend, 
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but money will not buy me an adorable little 
girl, will it? . . . will it?” 

The strange, insinuating tone,~ the half- 
halting repetition, and chiefly the expression 
of madame’s eyes, sent the mother’s blood 
cold. 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said, 
stonily. X 

A moment later she felt the touch of a 
magnetic hand upon her wrist. The strong 
personality of the clair- 
voyante seemed over- 
powering her. 

“Your daughter will 
grow up beautiful. 
What are you going to 
do for her? You are 
ill yourself, your hus- 
band is not kind—what 
has little Doris to look 
forward to? With me 
she would be in a 
proper setting, with a 
brilliant future stretch- 
ing before her. With 
me as her mother she 
could some day find 
the world at her feet ! 
If it were possible to 
come to a Satisfactory 
arrangement, would 
you be justified in 
denying all this to your 
child? When I take 
an idea into my head 
I must speak—that is 
my nature. I do not 
beat about the bush!” 

Mrs. Stephens sat 
like one stunned. Her 
lips parted as if by a 
sudden cry of pain, but 
no sound came. Her 
eyes, widely opened, 
seemed looking on— 
on—into the far be- 
yond. Then she leant 
back dizzily, with her head hanging limply 
on the hard wood of the chair. 

Madame rose and caught her in her arms. 

“ Run quickly for some water, Doris,” she 
said ; ‘ your mother has fainted.” 




















“ Mamma, dear, where have you been to- 
day? You look so tired,” said Doris, 
dragging a big chair forward, into which Mrs. 
Stephens sank gratefully. ‘‘ Yes,” continued 
the childish voice, “you look quite white 
like the tablecloth, just as white as the day 
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you fainted. Please—if you can help it 
possibly—don’t faint again this afternoon. I 
thought my heart was going to jump right 
out on the floor, and the little boy said, 
‘She’s dead,’ and I said, ‘She isn’t,’ and, 
oh! I wanted to knock him hard for saying 
anything so dreadful. He was sorry after- 
One 


wards, so of course I forgave him. 
must always forgive people.” 
Doris sighed at this conclusion. 





"MADAME ROSE AND CAUGHT HER IN HER ARMS.” 


“ Always forgive,” echoed her mother ; “ of 
course. Yes, I saw Henri this afternoon— 
his father calls him ‘ Harry.’ They live in a 
great house overlooking Hyde Park, and soon 
they are going on the sea to America. You 
have never been on the sea, Doris, and they 
want to take you with them. Madame has 
bought you a big French doll, with a bed, 
a perambulator, and portmanteau of its own. 
You will be very happy, won’t you?” ` 

Mrs. Stephens spoke cheerfully; she was 
not looking at the child. Doris put up her 
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hands and caught her breath with a little 
gasp. A sudden intuition of what this 
journey meant came like a flash of revelation 
to the infantile soul. 

“She will take me away for always from 
you.” The words came quickly. 

Mrs. Stephens never moved a muscle. 
“God will see to that, Doris. We must only 
think of the present and what is best for us 
all.” 

Doris scrambled to her mother’s knee and 
buried her face on the thin, wasted shoulder. 

“I love you! Ican’t leave you! I love 
you, and I don’t care how many dolls with 
perambulators are going on the sea.” 

She clung to Mrs. Stephens in a frenzy of 
fear. The awful agony of separation stabbed 
her young courage and laid it low. The whole 
world meant “mother”; in that one word 
lay the child’s complete universe. 

It seemed that no power on earth could 
drag her away now that she had fast hold 
of her mother’s neck, and the little hands 
tightened, half strangling the fragile woman, 
who sat, apparently unmoved—-white, stony, 
and calm. 

“ Doris,” she said, when she could find 
her voice, “if you really loved me you would 
like to do something to please me. J want 
you to go!” 

The words came with force and decision— 
there was a pleading look in the woman’s 
eyes, as if imploring mercy. 

The words sank deeply into the mind of 
the sensitive child. “Z want you to go!” 
How cruel! how terrible! how hopelessly 
final ! 

Against such words there could be 
no argument. Doris struggled with her 
tears as the small face worked convul- 
sively. Gradually the fingers clutching Mrs. 
Stephens’s shabby gown loosened their hold. 

“ You want it to--to—make you happy?” 

“To make me happy.” 

“ You would rather 1 went away?” 

EYES? 

Doris slipped off her mother’s knee, stand- 
ing for a moment irresolute, as if unable still 
to believe her ears. 

Mech make you happy,” she repeated; “I 

Never before had her mother demanded a 
sacrifice. Hitherto the hard places were 
smoothed for Doris, and love found ways 
to hide pain and sorrow from those innocent 
blue eyes. 

Doris walked slowly through the open 
door and out into the little yard at the 


back of the house. Here she stood with her 
Vol. xxii.— AA. 
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face turned up to the sky, and her gaze fixed 
upon the wild clouds—driven by strong 
winds. 

She felt like one of the clouds: they had to 
go just where the wind blew them, and she 
would be blown away—far across the sea. 

She struggled to keep back her tears. 
What had she done, that mother no longer 
needed her? Why could it be that every- 
thing had altered—all in so short a time? 
Something soft and living rubbed against het 
foot. She bent down to stroke a black-and- 
white cat—an old and valued friend. “ Your 
kittens have all gone,” she said. “ Mother 
gave them away, but they did not mind! 
Now mother is going to give me away, and. I 
mind, oh! so much! Td just like to lie 
down and die. If it wasn’t to make her 
happy I’d cry and cry till she promised to 
keep me always. It’s dreadfully hard to be 
brave, pussy, when things like this happen. 
Somehow, I never expected anything of the 
sort, but perhaps your kittens did not expect 
it either. I wish I had never been born!” 

The cat stood on its hind legs and rubbed 
a furry cheek against Doris’s tumbled curls, 
bent low over her dumb friend. 

“Tl take you to bed with me to-night,” 
she said. “I may get lonely and dream I 
am on the sea. When I hear you purring I 
shall know I am still at home. If father 
had wanted me to go I could have quite 
understood, but mother always said she 
loved me.” Perplexity mingled with her 
sadness of heart as she carried the black- 
and-white cat upstairs. 

“Its ever so difficult to be brave,” she 
whispered in the velvety ear. “I feel sure 
I shall cry, but I don’t mean to let mother 
see. It might spoil her happiness, and that 
would be a pity. You know, pussy, I 
mustn’t mind about its hurting so much, 
because she wants me to go!” 


Years had drifted down the even course of 
time, but in the dim distance, like a black 
spot upon her life, Doris remembered the 
days of silent suffering which followed her 
departure from home and parents. Gradually, 
in new scenes, surrounded by kindness and 
adulation, the ‘little angel” (as she was 
called) regained her flagging spirits. She 
thought less often of the pale woman she 
had loved, and grew to rely upon fresh in- 
fluences. When, two years later, they told 
her Mrs. Stephens was dead, it seemed as if 
all the pain and horror had been borne long 
ago, the childish heart having then fully 
endured its fair share of human emotion. 
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So Doris grew up conscious of a love 
she believed to have been slighted, for her 
mother parted from her without shedding 
a tear. ; 

To the last Mrs. Stephens played on the 
good feelings of the tiny martyr ; had actually 
feigned joy when first they saw 
the great vessel which meant 
such a long good-bye. 

“I wonder,” said Henri Kelly, 
“how it is you have such intense 
sympathy with children.” 

He was a tall, intelligent 
looking young man, much 
improved in appearance since 
childhood, and spoke to a 
girl with sunny hair and the 
bluest eyes the world had ever 
seen. 

“I know how intensely they 
feel just when people least sus- 
pect they suffer. I remember 
myself as a child — it seems 
like another person altogether, 
a little life which belonged to 
somebody else. When my 
mother gave me to your mother 
it was like crossing over the 
edge of the world into space— 
nothing mattered; I felt dazed, 
paralyzed, numb! Now I am 
one of the happiest girls alive !” 
She slipped her hand into his. 

“Im so excited about my 
coming of-age party to-morrow,” 
she continued. ‘People will 
be very surprised when my 
engagement is announced, as 
an extra attraction, and to lend 
an air of romance to the pro- 
ceedings. We have always been 
looked upon as brother and 
sister. I don’t believe anyone 
ever guessed we were in love.” 

“ Don’t make too sure. I 
believe we have been like that 
confiding animal the ostrich !” 

Doris laughed. 


“I don’t care!” she said. “I dare- 
say they will pretend to be surprised, 
which will do just as well. People ex- 


pand when an engagement is first made 
known — they say delightful things, and 
all the wishes seem like blessings in one 
big shower !” 

“Doris,” he whispered, “my mother tells 
me she has a little packet to give you on 
your twenty-first birthday—something that 
came for you when your own mother died. 
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I asked that you might have it to-night. I 
thought it would make you sad to-morrow. 
She has put it in your room.” 
A wistful look came into the girl’s eyes. 
“I loved my mother dearly,” she said, 
“but I suppose I was a tiresome child, and 





‘A WISTFUL:LOOK CAME INTO THE GIRLS EYES. n 


she was glad to be rid of me. I fell into 
good hands. I ougat to be very grateful to 
Providence—and I am!” 

With lover’s kisses on her lips Doris went 
singing to her room. 

The fresh beauty of her face was like an 
opening rose. 

The moon made the night as light as day ; 
she sat by her window, holding between her 
hands a paper parcel, sealed and addressed. 
The writing brought the past back suddenly, 
as if the long gap had never been. The spirit 
of the child returned, she was once more 
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little Doris with the aching heart and 
throbbing pulses. 

From the torn string and broken seals a 
worn and faded diary—like a voice from the 
dead—appeared to speak its: pitiful story 
of human sacrifice and 
mental pain. 

The mother—whom 
Doris half suspected 
of hardness—rose now 
to justify herself from 
her long interval of 
silence. The short 
extracts, written in a 
hurried, tortured hand- 
writing, gave the simple 
picture of Doris asa 
child; Doris loved 
more dearly than words 
could tell; Doris, the 
idol of a woman who 
had lost hope. As 
Doris read her eyes 
grew hot and sightless 
with unshed tears -— 
tears that gathered 
and scalded beneath 
her lids. Every pulse 
quickened as she 
realized the heroism 
lying beneath the 
calm exterior of the 
woman who had given 
up, for love’s sake, 
the very thing love 
yearned and tried to 
keep. 

“I thought I was 


brave, mother,” she 
said, as the vivid 
recollection of that 
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volume fell to the ground, and lay like a 
tribute at her feet. 
She knelt down and raised it reverently. 
“I must have been dreaming,” she said ; 
“ I thought mother was in the room !” 








































































































parting filled her mind. 
“I little dreamed 
your sacrifice was greater far than mine. 
No wonder I bore my sorrow silently. I 
was your child with your blood in my 
veins !” 

She stretched out her hands to the moon, 
fancying that on its rays the spirit of some 
being strangely noble, and infinitely dear, 
drew near to kiss the little child Doris. In 
that weird, unearthly embrace the mutual 
sacrifice became a thing of joy, no longer to 
be remembered with sadness, but crowned by 
the laurels of success. 

Doris started up quivering—the faded 
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“SHE KNELT DOWN AND RAISED IT REVERENTLY.” 


She opened the book at random, and her 
eyes sought the first words :— 

“Poor little Doris cried herself to sleep ; 
she did not know I was listening at the door. 
Tears are easily dried—it is only the tearless 
sorrow that really matters. Some day she 
will realize it was for her happiness, not mine. 
Some day I may hear her say: ‘ Mother, you 
were right !’” 

Doris repeated the words slowly, softly. 

“ Mother, you were right. Mother, I am 
so happy! Perhaps you are listening at my 
door agatn—perhaps !” 
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San Francisco known as the 
ee Coast, was absolutely 
sui generis. If any drunken 
scallywag of a scholar who 
had drifted ashore on his boarding-house 
mud-flats had ventured in a moment of 
alcoholic reminiscence to say so in the classic 
tongue, Shanghai Smith would have “laid 
him out cold” with anything handy, from a 
stone match-box to an empty bottle. But if 
that same son of culture had used his mother 
tongue, as altered for popular use in the 
West, and had murmured : “ Jerusalem, but 
Mr. Smith is the daisy of all!” Smith would 
have thrown out his chest and blown through 
his teeth a windy oath and guessed he was 





just so. 
“Say it and mean it, thats me,” said 
Smith. “Pm all right. But call me hog 


and I am hog, and don’t you forget it!” - 
Apparently all the world called him hog. 
For that he was no better than one whether 
he walked or ate or drank or slept was 
obvious to any sailor with an open eye. But 
he was hard and rough and tough, and had 
the bull-headed courage of a mad steer, com- 
bined with the wicked cunning of a monkey. 
“Don’t never play upon me,” he said 
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often. “For ‘get even’ is my _ motter. 
There ain’t many walking this earth that can 
say they bested me, not from the time I left 
Bristol in the old Darż till now, when I’m 
known the wide world over.” 

So far as ships and sailormen were con- 
cerned he certainly spoke the truth. He 
was talked of with curses in the Pacific 
from the Prybiloffs to the Horn, from San 
Francisco to Zanzibar. It was long odds at 
any given time in any longitude that some 
seaman was engaged in blaspheming Shanghai 
Smith for sending him on board drunk and 
without a chest, and with nothing better to 
propitiate his new shipmates with than a 
bottle of vinegar and water that looked like 
rum till it was tasted. Every breeze that 
blew, trade-wind or monsoon, had heard of 
his iniquities. He got the best of everyone. 

“ All but one,” said Smith, in a moment 
of weakness, when a dozen men who owed 
so much money that they crawled to him as 
a Chinaman does to a joss were hanging on 
his lips ; “all but one.” 

“Oh, we don’t take that in,” said one of 
the most indebted ; “ we can’t ’ardly believe 
that, Mr. Smith.” 

Sometimes this unsubtle flattery would have 
ended in the flatterer’s being thrown out. 
But Smith was now gently reminiscent. 
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“Yep, I was done brown and never got the 
best of one beast,” said the boarding-house 
keeper. “I don’t ask you to believe it, for I 
own it don’t sound likely, me being what I 
am. But there was one swab as give mea 
hidin’, and he give it me good, so he did.” 

He looked them over malignantly. 

“T kin lick any of you here with one 
hand,” he went on, “ but the man as belted 
me could have taken on three of you with 
both hands. And I own I was took aback 
considerable when I run against him on the 
pier at Sandridge when I was in Australia 
fifteen years ago. He was a naval officer, 
captain of the Warrior, and dressed up to 
kill, though he had a face like a figure-head 
cut out of mahogany with a broad axe. And 
I was feelin’ good and in need of a scrap. 
So when he bumped ag’in me I shoved him 
over. Prompt I shoved him. Down he 
went, and the girls that knowed me laughed. 
And two policemen came along quick. I 
didn’t care much, but this naval josser picks 
himself up and goes to ’em. Would you 
believe it, but when he’d spoke a bit I seed 
him donate ’em about a dollar each, and 
they walked off round a heap of dunnage on 
the wharf, and the captain buttoned up his 
coat and came for me. 

“I never seen the likes of it. He comes 
up dancin’ and smilin’, and he kind of give 
me half a bow, polite as you like, and’ inside 
of ten seconds I knew ld struck a cyclone, 
right in the spot where they breed. I fought 
good (you know me) and I got in half-a-dozen 
on his face. But I never fazed him none 
and he wouldn’t bruise mor’n hittin’ a boiler. 
And every time he got back on me I felt as 
if I’d been kicked. 

“ He scarred me something cruel, I could 
see it by the blood on his hands. ”"Twarn’t 
his by a long sight, for his fists were made of 
teak, I should say. And in the end, when I 
seemed to see a ship’s company of naval 
officers around me, one of them hit me under 
the ear and lifted me up. And another hit me 
whilst I was in the air, and a third landed 
me as I fell. And that was the end of it so 
far’s I remember. When I come to, which 
was next day ina kind of sailors hospital, 
I reached up for a card over my head, 
and I read, ‘Concussion of the brain’ 
on it. What’s more —I believed it. If 
the card had let on that Id been 
run over by a traction engine, and picked 
up dead, I’d have believed it. And when 
I reely came to my senses a med’cal 
student says as Captain Richard Dunn, of 
the Warrior, had bin to inquire when the 
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funeral was, so’s he could send a wreath. 
They said he was the topside fighter in the 
hull British Navy, and I’m here to say he was.” 

He breathed fierce defiance, and invited 
any man alive to tell him he was lying. 

“And you never got even?” asked the 
bar-tender, seeing that no one took up the 
challenge. 

“ Never set eyes on him from that day to 
this,” said his boss, regretfully. 

“ And if you did?” 

Smith paused—took a drink. 

“ So help me I’d Shanghai him if he was 
King of England !” 

And one of the crowd who had put down 
the San Francisco Chronicle in order to hear 
this yarn picked it up again. 

“S’elp me,” he said, in breathless excite- 
ment, “’ere’s a funny cohincidence. ’Ere’s 
a telegram from ’Squimault, sayin’ as how the 
flagship Zriumphant, Hadmiral Sir Richard 
Dunn, K.C.B., is comin’ down to San 
Francisco !” 

“By Jove, let’s look,” said Shanghai 
Smith. He read, and a heavenly smile over- 
spread his hard countenance. He almost 
looked good, such joy was his. 

“ Tom,” he said to the bar-tender, “set up 
the drinks for the crowd. ‘This is my man, 
for sure. And him an admiral, too! Holy 
sailor, ain’t this luck ?” 

He went out into the street and walked to 
and fro, rubbing his hands, while the men 
inside took their drink and looked through 
the uncleaned windows at the boss. 

“Blessed Mackinaw,” said Tom, who had 
drifted West from Michigan, “I reckon never 


‘to have seen Mr. Smith so pleased since he 


shipped a crowd in the Harvester and got 
em away that night and shipped ’em in the 
Silas K. Jones.” 

“ He’s struck a streak o’ luck in his mind,” 
said one of the seamen; “it’s this ’ere . 
hadmiral. Now, mark me, mates, I wouldn’t 
be that ’ere hadmiral for the worth of all 
California. Mr. Sir Blooming Hadmiral, 
K.C.B., et setterer, is going to ‘ave a time.” 

He shook his head over the melancholy 
fate of a British admiral. 

“Rot,” said one of the younger men, 
taint possible to do nothin’ to the likes of 
an admiral. Now, if ’twas a lieutenant or 
even a captain, I’m not sayin’ as Mr. Smith 
mightn’t do something. But an admiral 14 

“ You mark me,” said the older man, “I'd 
rather be as green as grass and ship as an 
able-bodied seaman with Billy Yates, of the 
IVanderer, than be in that hadmiral’s shoes. 
What do you say, Tom?” 
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Tom filled himself up a drink and con- 
sidered. ; 

“Waal,” he answered, after a long pause, 
“it’s my belief that it won’t necessary be a% 
pie to be an admiral if the boss is half the 
man he used to be. For you see it is quite 
evident he has a special kind of respect for 
this admiral, and when Mr. Smith has been 
done by anyone that he respects, he don’t 
ever forget. Why, you know yourselves that 
if one of you was to do him he'd forgive you 
right off after he’d kicked the stuffing out of 
you.” 

This clear proof that Mr. Smith did not 
respect them and was kind was received 
without a murmur. And as the boss did 
not return the tide of conversation drifted 
into the narrower, more personal, channels 
of the marvels that had happened in -the 
“last ship.” And in the meantime H.M.S. 
Triumphant, known familiarly on the Pacific 
Coast Station as “ The Nonsuch—two decks 
and no bottom,” was bringing Rear-Admiral 
Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B., 
to his fate in San Francisco. 

“Was there ever such 
luck? Was there ever such 
luck?” murmured Mr. 
Shanghai Smith. “ To think 
of him turnin’ up all of his 
own accord, on my partic’lar 
stampin’ ground! And [ll 
lay odds he’s clean forgot 
me. I'll brighten up his 
mem’ry with sand and canvas 
and souji-mouji, so I will. 
Holy sailor! was there ever 
such luck ? ” 

The morning of the follow- 
ing day Her Majesty’s ship 
Triumphant lay at her 
anchors off Saucelito in San 
. Francisco Bay, and was glad 
to be there. For this was 
in the times when the whole 
British Fleet was not abso- 
lutely according to Cocker. 
She leaked not a little, and 
she rolled a great deal, and 
she would not mind her 
helm except upon those 
occasions when the officer 
in charge of the deck laid 
his money and his reputa- 
tion on her going to star- 
board when, according to all 
rules, she should have 
altered her course to port. 
But though she was a wet 
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ship with a playful habit of trying to scoop 
the Pacific Ocean dry, and though her tricks 
would have broken the heart of the Chief 
Naval Constructor had he seen her at them, 
she was the flagship in spite of her conduct, 
because at that time she was half the whole 
Pacific Squadron. The other half was lying 
outside Esquimault Dry Dock waiting for it 
to be repaired. And when the Chronicle said 
that “ Dicky Dunn” was the admiral it had 
not lied. If any of that paper’s reporters 
had known “Dicky” as his men knew him, 
he would have spread himself in a column 
on the admiral’s character and personal 
appearance. 

“Es the dead spit of a bosun’s mate, to 
be sure,” said the crew of the Zrtumphant 
when they received him at Esquimault. “ An 
’ard nut ’e looks !” 

Anda “hard nut” he certainly was. Though 
he stood five feet nine in height he looked two 
inches less, for he was as broad as a door and 
as sturdy as the fore-bitts. His complexion 
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was the colour of the sun when it sets ina 
fog for fine weather ; the skin on his hands 
shone, and was as scaly as a lizard’s hide. 
His teeth were white and his eyes piercing. 
He could roar like a fog-horn, and sing, as 
the crew said, “like any hangel.” There 
wasn’t the match of “ Dicky” on any of the 
seas the wide world over. The only trouble 
was that he looked so much like the 
traditional sailor and buccaneer that no one 
could believe he was anything higher than a 
warrant officer at the most when he had 
none of his official gear about him. 

Though the Admiral did not know it, one 
of the very first to greet him when he set 
his foot on dry land at the bottom of Market 
Street was the man he had licked so 
thoroughly fifteen years before in Melbourne. 

“Qh, it’s the same,” said Smith to his 
chief runner, who was about the “hardest 
case” in California. “He ain’t changed 
none. Just so old he was when he set about 
me. Why, the galoot might be immortal. 
Mark him, now; will you know him any- 
where? ” : 

“Tt don’t pay me ever to forget,” replied 
the runner. He had to remember the men 
who owed him grudges. 

“Then don’t forget this one,” said Smith. 
“Do you find me a considerate boss ?” 

“Oh, well——” said the runner, 
graciously. 

“You've got to do a job for me, Billy.” 

“ And what? ” 

“Im goin to have thishyer admiral 
shipped before the stick on the toughest 
ship that’s about ready to go to sea,” replied 
Smith. 

Billy flinched. 

“Sir, it’s the penitentiary !” 

“I don’t care if it’s lynchin’,” said Smith. 
“ Help or get. I’m bossin’ this job ; which 
fs it?” 

And Billy, seeing that he was to play 
second fiddle, concluded to help. 

“And,” he said to himself, “if we get 
nailed I'll split. Calls himself a considerate 
boss. Well, Shanghai Smith as a gall!” 


un- 


“ Which do you reckon is the worst ship’ 


inside the Gate now?” asked Smith, after he 
had savoured his coming revenge for a few 
minutes. 

“ The Harvester ain’t due for a month, sir.” 

Smith looked melancholy. 

“ No, she ain’t, that’s a fact. It’s a solid 
pity. Bates would have suited this Dunn 
first-class.” 

He was the most notorious blackguard of 
a ship-master yet unhung. 
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“ There’s the Cyrus (G. Hake.” 

Smith shook his head contemptuously. 

“ D'ye think I want to board this admiral 
at the Palace Hotel? Why, Johnson hasn’t 
hurt a man serious for two trips.” 

“ Oh, well, I thought as he’d sure break 
out soon,” said Bill; “ but there’s the Presi- 
dent. They do say that her new mate is a 
holy terror.” 

“I wont go on hearsay,” said Smith, 
decidedly ; “ 1 want a good man you and I 
know. One that'll handle this Dicky Dunn 
from the start. Now, what’s in the harbour 
with officers that can lick me?” 

“Well, I always allowed (as you know, 
sir) that Simpson of the California was your 
match.” 

Smith’s face softened. 

“ Well, mebbe he is.” 

At any other time he would never have 
admitted it. 

“And the Caéifornia will sail in three 
days.” 

“ Righto,” said Smith ; “Simpson is a good, 
tough man. Bill, the Ca ¢ornia will do. 
But it’s an almighty pity the Harvester ain’t 
here. I never knew a more unlucky thing. 
But we must put up with the next best.” 

“ But how’ll you corral the Admiral, sir?” 
asked Bill. 

“You leave that to me,” replied his boss. 
“Tve got a very fruitful notion as will fetch 
him, if he’s half the man he was.” 

Next evening Smith found occasion to run 
across a couple of the Zrtumphant’s crew, 
and he got them to come into his house for a 
drink. 

“ Are these galoots to be dosed and put 
away?” asked the bar-tender. 

“ Certainly not,” said Smith. “ Fill’em up 
with good, honest liquor at my expense.” 

The bar-tender hardly knew where good, 
honest liquor was to be found in that house, 
but he gave the two man-o’-war’s men the 
slowest poison he had and they were soon 
merry. 

“Is the Admiral as dead keen on fightin’ 
with his fists as he was?” asked Smith. 

“ Rather,” said the first man. 

“Oh, no, he’s tired,” said the second. 
“°F allows he can’t find no one to lick ‘im, 
’E never could.” 

“Oh, that’s his complaint, is it?” said 
Smith. ‘And is he as good as he was?” 

“T heard him tell the fust luff on’y the 
other day as ’e reckoned to be a better man 
now than he was twenty years ago. And I 
believe ’im. ’Ard? Oh, my! I do believe if 
he ran ag'in a lamp-post he’d fight through it.” 
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It was enough for Smith to know that the 
Admiral was still keen on fighting. To draw 
a man like that would not be difficult. 
When he had turned the two naval seamen 
into the street he called for the runner. 

“ Have you found out what I told you?” 

“Yep,” replied Bill. “He mostly comes 
down and goes off at eleven.” 

“Is he alone?” 

“Mostly he has a young chap with him. 
I reckon they calls him the flag-lieutenant ; 
a kind of young partner he seems to be. 
But that’s the only one so far. And the 
California sails day after ter-morrer, bright 
and early.” 

“ Couldn’t be better,” said Smith: “after 
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was remarkably quiet. The two policemen 
at the entrance to the ferries had, by some 
good luck or better management, found it 
advisable to take a drink at Johnson’s just 
opposite. And the Admiral was only accom- 
panied by his flag-lieutenant. 

“That’s him,” said Smith. “Td know the 
beggar anywhere. Now, keep together, and 
sing !” 

He broke into “ Down on the Suwanee 
River,” and advanced with Bill and Bill's 
two mates right across the Admiral’s path. 
They pretended to be drunk, and so far as 
three were concerned there was not so much 
pretence about it after all. But Smith had 
no intention of being the first to run athwart 





HHE SHOVED THE YOUNGEST MAN RIGHT INTO HIS ARMS,” 


waitin’ all these years I carn’t afford to lose no 
time. Thishyer racket comes off to-night. Look 
out, Mr. Bully Admiral, I’m on your track.” 

And the trouble did begin that night. 

Mr. “ Say-it-and-mean-it ” Smith laid for 
Admiral Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B., etc., 
etc., from ten o'clock till half-past eleven, 
and he was the only man in the crowd that 
did not hope the victim would come down 
with too many friends to be tackled. 

“ Its a penitentiary job, so it is,” said Bill. 
And yet when the time arrived his natural 
instincts got the best of him. 

The Admiral came at last ; it was about a 
quarter to twelve, and the whole water-front 
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the Admiral’s hawse. When he came close 
enough he shoved the youngest man right 
into his arms. The Admiral jumped back 
and landed that unfortunate individual a 
round-arm blow that nearly unshipped his 
jaw. The next moment everyone was on the 
ground, for Bill sandbagged the Admiral just 
as he was knocked down by the lieutenant. 
As Sir Richard fell he reached out and 
caught Smith by the ankle. The boarding- 
house master got the lieutenant by the coat 
and brought him down too. And, as luck 
would have it, the youngsters head hit 
the Admiral’s with such a crack that both lay 
unconscious. 
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“Do we want the young ’un too?” asked 
Bill, when he rose to his feet, swinging his 
sandbag savagely. And Smith for once lost 
his head. 

“Leave the beast, and puckarow the 
Admiral,” he said. And indeed it was all 
they could do to carry Sir Richard without 
exciting any more attention than four semi- 
Intoxicated men would as they took home a 
mate who was quite incapacitated. 

But they did get him home to the house 
in the Barbary Coast. When he showed 
signs of coming to he was promptly dosed, 
and his clothes were taken off him. As he 
slept the sleep of the drugged they put ona 
complete suit of rough serge toggery, and he 
became Tom Deane, able-bodied seaman. 

“They do say that he’s the roughest, 
toughest, hardest nut on earth,” said Bill. 
“We'll see what like he shapes on the Caé- 
fornia. 1 daresay he’s one of that lot that 
let’s on how sailormen have an easy time. 
It’s my notion the California will cure him 
of that.” 

By four o'clock in the morning ‘Tom 
Deane, who was, as his new  shipmates 
allowed, a hard-looking man, who could and 
would pull his weight, lay fast asleep in a 
forward bunk of the California's fo’c's'le as 
she was being towed through the Golden 
Gate. And his flag-lieutenant was inquiring 
in hospital what had become of the Admiral. 
And nobody could tell him more than he 
himself knew. So much he told the reporters 
of the Chronicle and the Morning Cali, and 
flaring headlines announced the disappear- 
ance of a British Admiral, and the wires and 
cables fairly hummed to England and the 
world generally. At the same time the San 
Francisco police laid every water-front rat 
and tough by the heel, on the chance that 
something might be got out of them. 

“What did I tell you?” asked Bill, in 
great alarm, as he saw several intimate friends 
of his being escorted to gaol. 

“ Are you weakenin’ on it?” said Smith, 
savagely ; “if I thought you was I’d murder 
you. Give me away, and when I get out I'll 
chase you three times round the world and 
knife you, my son.” 

And though Bill was so much of a 
“ terror ” he could not face Smith’s eyes. 

“Well, I ain’t in it, anyhow,” he swore. 

But certainly “Tom Deane, A.B.,” was in, 
and was having a holy time. 

When the Admiral woke, which he did 
after half an hour’s shaking administered in 
turns by three of the Californias crew, who 
were anxious to know where he had stowed 
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his bottle of rum, he was still confused by 
the “dope” given him ashore. So he lay 
pretty still and said :— 

“Send Mr. Selwyn to me!” 

But Selwyn was his flag-lieutenant, and was 
just then the centre of interest to many 
reporters. 

“Send the devil ; rouse out, old son, and 
turn to,” said one of his new mates. And 
the Admiral rose and rested on his elbow. 

“Where am I?” 

“On board the California to be sure.” 

“Tm dreaming,” said the Admiral, “ that’s 
what it is. To be sure, I’m dreaming.” 

There was something in his accent as he 
made this statement that roused curiosity in 
the others. 

“No you ain't, not much,” said the first 
man who had spoken; “and even if you 
was I guess Simpson will wake you. Rouse 
up before he comes along again. He was in 
here an hour back inquiring for the trumpet 
of the Day of Jedgment to rouse you. Come 
along, Deane ; now then!” 

“ My name’s Dunn,” said the Admiral, with 
contracted brows. 

“ Don't doubt it!” said his friend. “And 
who done you? Was it Shanghai Smith ?” 

The Admiral sat up suddenly, and by so 
doing brought his head into violent contact 
with the deck above him. This woke him 
thoroughly just in time to receive Mr. 
Simpson, mate of the Cadfornia, who came 
in like a cyclone to inquire after his health. 

“Did you ship as a dead man?” asked 
Mr. Simpson, “for if you did I'll undeceive 
you.” 

And with that he yanked the Admiral 
from his bunk and dragged him by the 
collar out upon the deck at a run. Mr. 
Simpson was “bucko” to his finger-tips and 
had never been licked upon the high seas. 
But for that matter Vice-Admiral Sir Richard 
Dunn, K.C.B., had never hauled down his 
flag either to any man. It surprised him, as 
it would have surprised any of his crew, to find 
that he took this handling almost meekly. 
But then no one knows what he would do if 
the sky fell, and as far as the Admiral was 
concerned the entire world was an absurd 
and ridiculous nightmare. He rose at the 
end of his undignified progress and stared at 
the mate. 

‘““Who—who are you?” he said. 

Mr. Simpson gasped. 

“Who am I—oh, who am I? Well, PIN 
oblige you by statin’ once for all that I’m 
mate of this ship, and you're my dog.” 

But the dog shook his head. 
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“Nothing of the sort,” he said, as he 
staggered with the remains of the opiate. 
“Im a British Admiral, and my name’s Sir 
Richard Dunn. Where's my ship ?” 

Any ordinary kind of back-answer or in- 
subordination received only one kind of 
treatment on board the California, and when 
a man had been beaten to a jelly he rarely 
recovered enough spirit to inquire why he 
had been hammered. But this was a new 
departure in back-talk. 

“Oh, you’re an admiral, an admiral, heh?” 
said Simpson. 

“Of course,” said Sir Richard, and a 
sudden gust of rage blew the last opium out 
of him, “ why, confound it, sir, what the deuce 
do you mean by laying your filthy paws on 
me?  Where’s your captain, sir? By all 
that’s holy Pll smash you if you so much as 
look at me again.” 

Now, it is a remarkable 
fact that the utterly and 
entirely unexpected will 
sometimes shake the cour- 
age of the stoutest heart. 
It is possible that a tiger 
would itself turn tail if a 
lamb rushed at him with 
open mouth. And though 
Mr. Simpson would have 
tackled a prize - fighter, 
knowing he was a prize- 
fighter, the fact that one 
of the kind of man whom 
he was accustomed to wipe 
his boots on now turned 
upon him with entirely 
strange language and a still 
stranger air of authority 
fora moment daunted him 


utterly. He stood still 
and gasped, while the 
Admiral strode aft and 


went up the poop-ladder. 
He was met there by the 
captain, who had been the 
terror of the seas as a 
mate. A narrow escape of 
a conviction for murder 
had partially reformed him. 
He had also become re- 
ligious, and usually went 
below when Simpson or 
the second ‘“greaser ” was 
hammering anyone into 
oblivion and obedience. 
“What is this?” asked 
Captain Blaker, mildly, yet 
with a savage eye. “Mr. 
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Simpson, what do you mean by allowing your 
authority (and mine delegated to you) to be 
disregarded ? ” 

“Sir,” said Mr. Simpson, and then the 
Admiral turned on him. 

“Hold your infernal tongue, sir,” he roared; 
“and, sir, if you are the master of this vessel, 
as I suppose, I require you to put about for 
San Francisco. Iam a British admiral, sir; 
my name is Sir Richard Dunn.” 

“Oh, you're an admiral and you require ?” 
said Blaker. ‘Waal I do admire! You 
look like an admiral; the water-front is full 
of such. ‘Take that, sir.” 

And the resurgent old Adam in Blaker 
struck the Admiral with such unexpected 
force that Dunn went heels over head off 
the poop and landed on Simpson. The mate 
improved the opportunity by kicking him 
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violently in the ribs. When he was tired he 
spoke to the Admiral again. 

“ Now, you lunatic, take this here ball of 
twine and go and overhaul the gear on the 
main. And if you open your mouth to say 
another word I'll murder you.” 

And though he could not believe he was 
doing it, Sir Richard Dunn crawled aloft 
and did what he was told. He was stunned 
by his fall and the hammering he had received. 
But that was nothing to the utter and com- 
plete change of air that he experienced. As 
he overhauled the gear he wondered if he was 
an admiral at all. If he was, how came he on 
the main topgallant yard of a merchant ship? 
If he wasn’t, why was he surprised at being 
there? He tried to recall the last of his life 
as an admiral, and was dimly conscious of a 
late evening somewhere in San Francisco, at 
which he had certainly taken his share of 
liquor. A vague sense of having been ina 
row oppressed him, but he could recall 
nothing till he had been yanked out of his 
bunk by that truculent brute of a mate then 
patrolling the poop. 

“I—I must be mad,” said the Admiral. 

“Now then, look alive there, you dead, 
crawling cat,” said Mr. Simpson, “or PI 
come up and boot you off the yard. Do 
you hear me?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the Admiral, meekly, and 
as he put a new mousing on the clip-hooks 
of the mizzen-topmast staysail tripping-line 
block he murmured, “I suppose I never was 
an admiral after all; I don’t seem to know 
what I am.” 

And the hardest nut among the Admirals 
of the Active List wiped away a tear with 
the sleeve of his coat as he listened to the 
sacred commination service, with all its 
blessings, intoned in a down-East twang by 
the eminent Mr. Simpson. 

“ He’s crazy,” said Simpson to the second 
greaser ; “says he’s an admiral. I’ve had the 
Apostle Peter on board and a cook who said 
he was St. Paul, but this is the first time I’ve 
run against an admiral before the mast.” 

“ Does he look like it, sir?” asked Wiggins, 
laughing. 

“ He looks the toughest case you ever set 
eyes on,” said Simpson. “But you’d have 
snorted to see the way the old man slugged 
him off the poop. And yet there’s some- 
thing about him I don’t tumble to. I guess 
that’s where his madness lies. Guess I'll 
cure him or kill him by the time we get off 
Sandy Hook. Now, then, you admiral, come 
down here and start up the forerigging, and 
do it quick, or I'll know the reason why.” 
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And the Knight Commander of the Bath 
came down as he was bid and, having cast a 
perplexed eye over Simpson and Wiggins, 
who sniggered at him with amused and 
savage contempt, he went forward in a hurry. 

“This is a nightmare,” he said; “Im 
dreaming. Damme, perhaps I’m dead.” 

When he had overhauled the gear at the 
fore—and being a real seaman he did it well 
— Wiggins called him down to work on deck, 
and he found himself among his new mates. 
By now they were all aware that he believed 
he was an admiral, and that he had spoken 
to Simpson in a way that no man had ever 
done. That was so much to his credit, but 
since he was mad he was a fit object for jeers. 
They jeered at him accordingly, and when 
they were at breakfast the trouble began. 

“ Say, are you an admiral?” asked Knight, 
the biggest tough on board except Simpson 
and Wiggins. 

And the Admiral did not answer. He 
looked at Knight with a gloomy, introspective 
eye. 
“ Mind your own business,” he said, when 
the question was repeated. 

And Knight hove a full pannikin of tea at 
him. This compliment was received very 
quietly, and the Admiral rose and went on 
deck. 

“ Takes water at once,” said Knight; “he 
ain’t got the pluck of a mouse.” 

But the Admiral went aft and interviewed 
Mr. Simpson. 

“May I have the honour of speaking to 
you, sir?” he said, and Simpson gasped a 
little, but said he might have that honour. 

“Well, sir,” said Sir Richard Dunn, “I 
don’t know how I got here, but here I am, 
and I’m willing to: waive the question of my 
being a British Admiral, as I can’t prove it.” 

“That’s right,” said Simpson. ‘Oh, PIN 
have you sane enough by-and-by, my man.” 

The Admiral nodded. 

“ But I wish to have your permission to 
knock the head off a man called Knight, 
for’ard. It was always my custom, sir, to 
allow fights on board my own ship when I 
considered them necessary. But I always 
insisted on my permission being asked. 
Have I yours, sir?” 

Simpson looked the Admiral up and down. 

“Your ship, eh? You're still crazy, I’m 
afraid. But Knight can kill you, my man.” 

“T’m willing to let him try, sir,” said the 
Admiral. “ He hove a pannikin of tea over 
me just now, and I think a thrashing would 
do him good and conduce to the peace and 
order of the fo’c’s’le.” 
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“Oh, you think so?” said Simpson. 
“Very well, you have my permission to 
iutroduce peace there.” 

“T thank you, sir,” said the Admiral. He 
touched his hat and went forward. He put 
his head inside the fo’c’s’le and addressed 
Knight :— 

“Come outside, you bully, and let me 
knock your head off. Mr. Simpson has 
been kind enough to overlook the breach of 
discipline involved.” 

And Knight, nothing loth, came out on 
deck, while Simpson and Wiggins stood a 
little way off to enjoy the battle. 

“Vd like to back the Admiral,” 
Wiggins. 

“Tl have a level five dollars on Knight,” 
said Simpson, who remembered that he had, 
on one occasion, found Knight extremely 
difficult to reduce to pulp. 

“Done with you,” said Wiggins. 

And in five minutes the second mate was 
richer by five dollars, as his mates carried 
Knight into the fo’c’s’le. 

“T don’t know when I enjoyed myself 
more,” said Simpson, with a sigh, “even if I 
do lose money on it. While it lasted it was 
real good. Did you see that most beautiful 
upper-cut? And the right-hand cross-counter 
that finished it was just superb. But I'll hev 
to speak to the victor, so I will.” 

And he addressed the Admiral in suitable 
language. 


said 


Digitized by Goc gle 


* “Don’t you think because you've licked 
him that you can fly any flag when I’m 
round. You done it neat and complete and 
I overlook it; but half a look and the fust 
letter of a word of soss and Pll massacre you 
myself. Do you savvy?” 

And the Admiral said :— 

“Yes, sir.” 

He touched his cap and went forward to 
the fo’c’s'le to enter into his kingdom. For 
Knight had been “topside joss” there for 
three voyages, being the only man who had 
ever succeeded in getting even one pay-day 
out of the Ca/ifornia. The principle on 
which she was run was to make things so hot 
for her crew that they skipped out at New 
York instead of returning to San Francisco, 
and the fresh crew shipped in New York did 
the same when they got inside the Golden 
Gate. 

“I understand,” said the Admiral as he 
stood in the middle of the fo’c’s’le, “that the 
gentleman I’ve just had the pleasure of 
knocking into the middle of next week 
was the head bully here. Now, I want it 
thoroughly understood in future that if any 
bullying is to be done, I’m going to do it.” 

All the once obedient slaves of the 
deposed Knight hastened to make their 
peace with the new power. They fairly 
crawled to the Admiral. 

“You kin fight,” said one. 

“I knew it just as soon as you opened 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


aar — eel 


THE PROMOTION OF THE ADMIRAL. 


yer mouth,” said another ; “the tone of yer 
voice argued you could.” 

“Its my belief that he could knock the 
stuffin’ out © Mr. Simpson,” said the third. 

“’Twould be the best kind o’ fun,” said 
another admirer of the powers that be, “ for 
Blaker would kick Simpson in here and give 
the Admiral his job right off. He's got 
religion, has Blaker, but he was an old packet 
rat himself, and real ‘bucko’ he was, and 
believes in the best men bein’ aft.” 

And though the Admiral said nothing to 
this he remembered it, and took occasion 
to inquire into its truth. He found that 
what he knew of the sea and its customs was 
by no means perfect. He learnt something 
every day, and not least from Knight, who 
proved by no means a bad sort of man when 
he had once met his match. 

“Ts it true,” asked the Admiral, ‘ what 
they say about Captain Blaker giving any- 
one the mate’s job if he can thrash him ?” 

“Tt used to be in the Western Ocean,” 
said Knight, “and Blaker was brought up 
there. He’s a real sport for all his bein’ 
sort of religious. Yep, I'll bet it’s true.” 

He turned to the Admiral suddenly. 

“ Say, you wasn’t thinkin’ of takin’ Simpson 
on, was you?” 

“Tf what you say’s true, I was,” said the 
Admiral. “It don’t suit me being here.” 

“Say now, partner,” put in Knight, “ what’s 
this guff about your bein’ an Admiral ? What 
put it into your head ?” 

And Sir Richard Dunn laughed. As he 
began to feel his feet, and find that he was as 
good a man in new surroundings as in the 
old ones, he recovered his courage and his 
command of himself. 

“ After all, this will be the deuce of a joke 
when it’s over,” he thought, “and I don’t see 
why I shouldn’t get a discharge out of her as 
mate. Talk about advertisement ! ” 

He knew how much it meant. 

“Look here, Knight,” he said, aloud. “I 
am an Admiral. I can’t prove it, but my 
ship was the Zriumphant. I don’t want 
to force it down: your throat, but if you’d 
say you believe it, I should be obliged to 
you.” 

Knight put out his hand. 

“I believes it, sonny,” he said, “for I own 
freely that there’s suthin’ about you different 
from us: a way of talk and a look in the eye 
that ain’t familiar in no fo’c’s’le as I ever sailed 
in. And if you was lyin’ how came you to 
lie so ready, bein’ so drunk when Simpson 
hauled you out o’ yer bunk? No, I believe 
you're speakin’ the trewth ” 
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And Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B., shook 
hands with Charles Knight, A.B. 

“I won't forget this,” he said, huskily. He 
felt like Mahomet with his first disciple. 

“ And now, in confidence,” said the 
Admiral, “I tell you I mean to have 
Simpson’s job by the time were off the 
Horn.” 

“Good for you,” cried Knight. “Oh, he 
kicked me somethin’ cruel the time him and 
me had a turn-up. Give it him, old man, 
and here’s a tip for you. If you get him 
down, keep him down. Don’t forget he 
kicked you, too.” 

“I don’t forget,” said Sir Richard. “I 
don’t forget, by any means.” 

Yet he did his duty like a man. Though 
many things were strange to him he tumbled 
to them rapidly. One of his fads had been 
doing ornamental work even when he was an 
Admiral, and he put fresh “ pointing ” on the 
poop ladder-rails for Blaker in a way that 
brought everyone to look at it. There was 
no one on board who could come within sight 
of him at any fancy work, and this so pleased 
Simpson that the Admiral never had a cross 
word till they were south ofthe Horn. ‘Then 
by chance the mate and the captain had a 
few words which ended in Simpson getting 
much the worst of it. As luck would have it 
the Admiral was the handiest to vent his 
spite on, and Simpson caught him a smack 
on the side of his head that made him see 
stars. 

“Don’t stand listenin’ there to what don’t 
concern you, you cursed lazy hound,” he 
said. And when the Admiral picked himself 
off the deck Simpson made a rush for him. 
The Admiral dodged him and shot up the 
poop-ladder. He took off his cap to the 
captain, while Simpson foamed on the main 
deck and called him in vain. At any other 
time Blaker would have gone for the seaman 
who dared to escape a thrashing for the 
moment by desecrating the poop, but now 
he was willing to annoy Simpson. 

“Well, what do you want?” he roared. 

The Admiral made a really elegant 
bow. 

“Well, sir, I wanted to know whether 
Western Ocean custom goes here. I’ve been 
told that if I can thrash your mate I shall 
have his job. They say forward that that’s 
your rule, and if so, sir, I should like your 
permission to send Mr. Simpson forward and 
take his place.” 

There was something so open and in- 
genuous in the Admiral that Captain Blaker, 
for the first time on record, burst into a 
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shout of laughter. He went to the break of 
the poop and addressed the mate. 

“ Do you hear, Mr. Simpson?” he in- 
quired, genially. 

* Send him down, sir,” said Simpson. 

“Are you sure you can pound 
him ?” 

Simpson gritted his teeth and 
foamed at the mouth. 

“ Kick him off the poop, sir.” 

The Admiral 
spoke anxiously. 

“Tm a first-class 
navigator, sir. Is 
it a bargain?” 

And Blaker, who 











had never liked 
Simpson, laughed 
till he cried. 

“Are you willing 
to stake everything 
on your fightin’ 
abilities, Mr. Simp- 


son?” 
And when Simp- 
son said “Aye” 


through his teeth 
the Admiral jumped 
down on the 
main deck. 

Now, ac- 
cording to 
all prece- 
dents the 
fight should 
have been 
long and 
arduous, 
with varying 
fortunes. 
But the Admiral never regarded precedents, 
and inside of ten seconds Mr. Simpson was 
lying totally insensible under the spare top- 
mast. To encounter the Admiral’s right fist 
was to escape death by a hair’s breadth, and 
it took Charles Simpson, able seaman (vice 
Mr. Simpson, chief officer), two hours and 
a quarter to come to. 

“And I tho’t he could fight,” said the 
disgusted skipper; “come right up, Mr. 
What’s-your-name, you’re the man for me. 


There ain’t no reason for you to trouble, 


about my second mate, for Simpson could 
lay him out easy. All I ask of you is to 
work the whole crowd up good. And I don’t 
care if you are an admiral, you are the right 
sort all the same. I guess that Simpson 
must have reckoned he struck a cyclone.” 
And Blaker rubbed his hands. Like 


Digitized by Goc gle 















“THE ADMIRAL WAS THE HANDIEST TO VENT HIS SPITE ON.’ 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


Simpson at the fight between the Admiral 
and Knight, he did not know when he had 
enjoyed himself more. He improved the 
occasion by going below and getting far too 
much to drink, as was his custom, and the 
promoted. Admiral 
l took charge of the 
deck. 5 
i , “ Ability tells any- 
| where,” said Sir 
Richard Dunn. “I 
didn’t rise in the 
| Service for nothing. 
| Ship me where you 





like, and Pll come 
to the top. If I 
don’t take this 
hooker into New 
York as captain and 
master I'll die in 
the attempt.” 

He had quite 
come to himself and 
was beginning to 
enjoy himself. His 
natural and acquired 
authority blossomed 
wonderfully when 
he took on the new 
job, and, as Blaker 
never swore, the 
Admirals gift of 
language was a great 
vicarious satisfac- 
tion to him. Wig- 
gins accepted the 
situation without a 
murmur. Even 
Simpson himself 
bore no malice 
when his supplanter not only showed none, 
but after knocking the bo’sun’s head against 
a bollard gave his place to the former 
mate. Though he kept the men working, 
and got the last ounce out of them, none of 
them were down on him. 

“I tell you he’s an admiral, sure,” they said. 

“Hes got all the ways of one, I own,” 
said Bill, an old man-o’-war’s man. “I spoke 
to an admiral myself, once; or, rather, he 
spoke to me.” 

“ What did he say ?” asked the rest of his 
watch. 

“He said,” replied Bill, proudly, “he 
upped and said, ‘You cross-eyed son of a 
dog, if you don’t jump, I'll bash the ugly 
head off of you!’ And you bet I jumped. 
Oh, he’s all the ways of some admirals, he 
has !” 
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“Well, admiral or none,” said the rest 
of the crowd, “things goes on pleasanter 
than they done when you was mate, Simp- 
son.” 

And Simpson grunted. 

“And he gets more work out of us than 
you done either, Simpson, for all yer ham- 
merin’ of us.” 

“PI likely be hammerin’ some of you 
again shortly,” said Simpson. And as he 
was cock of the walk in the fo’c’s’le, whatever 
he was in the ship, the others dried up. 

Nothing of great interest happened till they 
were well east of the Horn and hauled up for 
the northward run. And then Blaker took 
to religion (or what he called religion) and 
rum in equally undiluted doses. 

“Tm a miserable sinner, I am,” he said to 
the Admiral; “but, all the same, I’ll do my 
duty to the crowd.” 

He called them aft and preached to them 
for two hours. And when one man yawned 
he laid him out with a well-directed belaying- 
pin. The next day, when it breezed up 
heavily and they were shortening sail, he 
called all hands down from aloft, on the 
ground that their souls were of more import- 
ance than the work in hand. 

“Come down on deck, you miserable 
sinners,” said Blaker, through a speaking- 
trumpet. His voice rose triumphantly above 
the roar of the gale. “Come down on deck 
and listen to me. For though I’m a miser- 
able sinner, too, there’s some hopes for me, 
and for you there’s none unless you mends 
your ways in accordance with what I’m tellin’ 
you.” 

Even with the speaking-trympet he could 
hardly make himself heard over the roar of 
the increasing gale and the thunderous 
slatting of the three topsails in the spilling- 
lines. 

“Don't you think, sir, that they'd better 
make the topsails fast before you speak to 
them ?” said the Admiral. 

“No, I don’t,” replied Blaker, “ not much, 
I don’t, not by a jugful. For if one of ’em 
went overboard I’d be responsible before the 
Throne. And don't you forget it.” 

“Damme, he’s mad,” said Sir Richard, 
“mad asa March hare. She'll be shaking 
the sticks out of her soon.” 

He leant over the break of the poop and 
called up Wiggins. 

“Mr. Wiggins, one word with you.” 

Wiggins came up, as Blaker roared his text 
through the trumpet. 

“Will you stand by me, Mr. Wiggins, if I 
knock him down and take command ?” 
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“I will, but mind his gun,” said Wiggins. 
“When he’s very bad he’ll shoot.” 

It was not any fear of Blaker’s six-shooter 
that made the Admiral hesitate. To take 
the command even from a madman at sea is 
a ticklish task, and may land a man in gaol 
for all his being a Shanghaied admiral. 

“I tell you, Mr. Wiggins, that Simpson is 
a good man. I'll bring him aft again.” 

And Wiggins made no objection when 
Simpson was called up by the Admiral. 

“Mr. Simpson,” said the mate, “this is 
getting past a joke. Have you any objection 
to taking on your old job if I secure this 
preaching madman and take command ?” 

Simpson was “ full up ” of the fo’c’s’le, and 
as he had a very wholesome admiration for 
the Admiral he was by no means loth to 
return to his old quarters. 

“T’m with you, sir. In another quarter of 
an hour we shall have the sticks out of her.” 

And still Blaker bellowed Scripture down 
the wind. He was still bellowing, though 
what he bellowed was not Scripture, when 
Simpson and Wiggins took him down below 
after five minutes of a row in which the 
deposed captain showed something of his 
ancient form as the terror of the Western 
Ocean. As they went the Admiral, now 
promoted to being captain of a Cape 
Horner, picked up the battered speaking- 
trumpet and wiped some blood from his face 
which had been in collision. 

“Up aloft with you, and make those top- 
sails fast,” he roared. ‘Look alive, men, 
look alive !” 

And they did look alive. For “ Dicky 
Dunn” never needed a speaking-trumpet in 
any wind that ever blew. When things were 
snugged down and the Ca/:fornia was walking 
north at an easy but tremendous gait he felt 
like a man again. He turned to Simpson 
and Wiggins with a happy smile. 

“Now were comfortable, and things are 
as they should be, Mr. Simpson, let the men 
have a tot of grog. And how’s Mr. Blaker?” 

“ Waal,” said Simpson, cheerfully, ‘ when 
we left him he wasn’t exactly what you would 
call religious nor resigned.” 

But if Blaker was not happy the Admiral 
was thoroughly delighted. 

“Now you see what I said was true,” he 
declared at dinner that night. “If I hadn't 
been an admiral and a man born to rise, how 
could I have been shipped on board this ship 
as a foremast hand and come to be captain in 
six weeks? PII be bound you never heard 
of a similar case, Mr. Simpson.” 

And Simpson never had. 
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“Was it Shanghai Smith, do you think, as 
put you here ?” he asked. 

The Admiral had never heard of Shanghai 
Smith. 

“When I get back I'll find out,” he said. 
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to find us crews. If you could get back to 
San Francisco and hammer an owner some 
of us would be obliged to you, sir.” 

“ Ah! when I get back,” said the Admiral 
“This will be a remarkable yarn for me to 
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“¢ And if it was I’ll not trouble the law, Mr. 
Simpson. I never allow any man to handle 
me without getting more than even.” 

“You don’t,” said Simpson. If his manner 
was dry it was sincere. 

“ But I don’t bear malice afterwards. Your 
health, Mr. Simpson. This kind of trade 
breeds good seamen after all. But you are 
all a trifle rough.” 

Simpson explained that they had to be. 

“ When the owner’s scheme is to have one 
man do three men’s work, they have to get 
men who will make ’em do it. And when 
the owners get a bad name, and their ships a 
worse, then men like Shanghai Smith have 
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tell, Mr. Simpson. I still feel in a kind of 
dream. Would you oblige me by going 
to Mr. Blaker and telling him that if he 
continues to hammer at that door I'll have 
the hose turned on him.” 

And when Simpson went to carry this 
message the Admiral put his feet on the 
table and indulged in a reverie. 

“ TIl make a note about Shanghai Smith and 
settle with him in full. But I shall rise higher 
yet. I knowit’s in me. Steward!” 

“Ves, sir,” said the steward. 

“I think I'll have some grog.” 

He drank to the future of Admiral Sir 
Richard Dunn, master of the California. 
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RING its neck!” 

Such was the “cure” at 
one time almost universally 
recommended in the case of 
some unfortunate feathered 
friend whose ailment seemed 





at all serious. 

Human nature, however, is apt to rebel 
against a course of treatment that, if short, 
sharp, and sure, deprives us of a pet whose 
And 


companionship would be sadly missed. 
when it occurred to 
someone that the 
study of birds’ ail- 
ments would form 
an interesting and, 
at the same time, a 
lucrative calling, 
lovers of all kinds 
of feathered beauties 
were delighted. 
Nowadays there is 
hope for almost all 
serious cases of in- 
juries or ailments of 
birds. The profes- 
sional bird - doctor, 
with his medicine 
case and surgical in- 
struments—and also 
his little bill !—finds 
plenty to do in alle- 
viating pain and 
curing disease. 
Perhaps the busiest 
practitioner amongst 
ailing feathered pets 
is Mr. E. W. Little, of 
Blandford Street, W., 
who might boast of 
having, during a long and successful career, 
the most aristocratic of bird society as 
patients, for his practice largely lies through- 
out the residential quarter of which Park 
Lane forms the centre, and where the fashion 
of keeping winged pets has been growing 
steadily during the past decade or so. The 
` sweetly warbling canary, the comical big- 


billed toucan, or the talking parrot may be 
Vol. xxii.—68. 
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GIVING A BIRD A DOSE OF MEDICINE, 


a Bird- Doctor. 


HOLMFIELD. 


found nowadays in most West end houses. 
Indeed, not so very long ago there was some 
talk of holding a pet bird show, and it may 
be that during next season such a func- 
tion will become an established institution;~ 
just as are cat and dog exhibitions. 

The writer recently paid a visit to Mr. 
Little’s surgery and operating-room in the in- 
terests of readers of ‘THE STRAND MAGAZINE, 
and a most instructive hour was spent in 
witnessing the skilful treatment rendered by 
London’s busiest 
bird-doctor to a 
number of winged 
creatures, which in- 
cluded almost every 
feathered form to be 
seen as the pet of a 
home. 

The ailments to 
which bird-flesh is 
heir are surprisingly 
numerous. Phthisis 
is the greatest and 
most insidious enemy 
to be dealt with. 
Parrots especially 
are liable to this 
terrible disease. 
Most of the birds 
of that species im- 
ported into England 
suffer from its 
attacks. Mr. Little 
made the surprising 
statement that out 
of every fifty parrots 
brought to this 
country only five 
manage to escape 
the ravages of phthisis. lt spreads like 
wildfire where birds are placed together 
in large numbers. Mr. Little related par- 
ticulars of the ‘hard case of an importer 
who lost £70 worth of birds owing to having 
inadvertently introduced into his establish- 
ment a parrot suffering from that disease. If 
treated in its early stages phthisis in birds 
is curable. 
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rather delicate operation of 
administering a pill to a 
refractory pet toucan, which 
had evidently made up its 
mind that it would of be 
doctored. Although this 
creature will swallow a grape 
whole in the ordinary way 
without, as it were, turning 
a feather, it seemed on this 
occasion to instinctively’ 
understand that the juicy 
fruit at first offered by the 
doctor contained something 
more sinister than seeds; 
and again and again, no 
matter how carefully the 
pill was concealed inside 
the grape, the sagacious 


CLEANING A DUCK WITH OIL AFTER 
Froma] AN OPERATION. — (Photo. 


Enteric is another 
scourge amongst birds, 
being very contagious, | 
and towhich seed-eating | 

| 
| 
| 


- 
= 


birds are particularly 
liable. Pet canaries are a 
constant source of worry, 
their delicatethroatsren- | 
dering complaints such | 
as colds, asthma, andin- | 
flammation always ready | 
to attack them. 

The writer, amongst 
other interesting medi- 
cinal and surgical treat- 
ment, witnessed the 








KEMOVING A HORNY GkOWTH FROM 
A PARROTS WEAK 
From a Fhoto. 


bird would not “bolt” it, 
but very gravely pro- 
ceeded to eject the pill 
from its capacious beak 
and then swallow the 
grape, exhibiting at the 
same time an almost 
human expression of the 
eye, as though it would 
say, “ You can’t fool me !” 
Finally the doctor was 
compelled to resort to 
more ruthless measures 
by ramming the pill down 
the toucan’s throat with 
an instrument. 


as 
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AN HOUR WITH A BIRD-DOCTOR. 





` From a] CHLOROFORMING A PARROT. 

The photographer has succeeded in snap- 
ping the scene, including the miserable 
expression of the toucan’s eye, as though it 
had realized that the doctor had got the 
better of it, at last! 

Another very refractory patient was a 
parrot that suffered from a horny growth over 
one of its nostrils. As soon as the doctor 
touched the bird it seemed to realize that 
something very unpleasant was about to 
happen, and it acted accordingly. It in- 
dulged in “the finest flow of language 


ever heard,” and, as it had evidently 
received most of its lingual education 
on board ship, the language was cer- 


tainly not of the kind usually indulged in in 
polite society. Its struggles were absolutely 
terrific. In the end the creature had to be 
wrapped around with a length of thin twine 
to prevent its mad wing-flapping. Then, 
after a good deal of persuasion on the part 
of the doctor, “ Poll” allowed the operation 
to be performed, and she was carried out of 
the room shouting, “ I want a bit ọ bread!” 
“I want a bit o’ bread!” together with 
remarks of a less Parliamentary nature. 
Although Mr. Little does not care about 
employing chloroform, surgical cases fre- 
quently occur in which the use of that drug 
becomes very necessary. There is a certain 
risk in placing birds under its influence. To 
minimize that risk a special preparation has 
been introduced, and this has the effect of 
rendering the bird to be operated upon un- 
conscious of pain, with a minimum danger 
of the drug proving fatal. We give an 
illustration showing how the anesthetic is 
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administered to a vaiu- 
able parrot, which was 
about to be operated 
upon for the removal of 
a tumour. 

Canaries, being natu- 
rally fragile and nearly 
always delicate in our 
climate, are a class of 
patient to which the 
bird-doctor gives special 
study and attention. 
They form, as a rule, 
the larger portion of his 
clientèle, for, as drawing- 
room pets, they are by 
far the greater favourites 
of the winged world. 
. The treatment accorded 
them has to be of the 
most delicate descrip- 
tion, whilst the handling 
of their bodies for various ailments is in itself 
an operation demanding the utmost care, as 
an inadvertent squeeze might cause their 
death. ‘The affection showered by owners of 
canaries upon their little pets is often quite 
touching ; many ladies making it a stipulation 
that they are present whilst any necessary 
operation is being carried out. Tears are 
shed freely on such occasions, and joy be- 
comes manifest as soon as the poor little 
birdies are pronounced “ out of danger.” 


[ Photo. 





PUTTING SPLINTS ON A CANARY'S BROKEN LEG. 
From a Photo, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


460 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


We are enabled to reproduce the photo- 
graph of a treasured pet in the form of a 
canary whose leg had been broken by the 
fall of its cage from a first-floor window-sill 
to an area below. The difficulties in the 





TAKING SCALES FROM A PIGEON’S LEG, 
From a Photo. 


way of making a successful “ splice” are 
enormous, the bird naturally pecking away at 
the splints ôr bandage until it loosened. But 
Mr. Little has solved the problem.: His 
method is a professional secret, and we may 
not describe it. Yet the system he employs 
is so effective that the injured bird will not 
even attempt to remove the bandage, and 
the leg is thus allowed to become as sound 
as before the break. The instance of clever 
bird surgery shown turned out, fortunately, 
an excellent cure, and the canary is now as 
strong on its legs as ever. Here it may be 
said that the bones of the legs or wings of 
a bird are those which, by careful surgical 
treatment, may be set—a broken breast-bone 
is almost invariably a hopeless injury, to 
which the bird must succumb. 


Digitized by Google 


Cage birds are great sufferers from the 
overgrowth of claws, which if not seen to 
in time may result in permanent injury. In 
gripping the perches the points of overgrown 
claws are apt to scrape the lower part of the 
leg, causing sores which, in time, will render 
the bird a cripple. The doctor's assistance 
in good time prevents a great deal of un- 
necessary suffering. 

A very delicate operation is the removal of 
old scales from pigeons’ claws, but the 
process never fails to improve the appearance 
of a bird, especially when the “pigton is 
intended for exhibition at a show. 

There are many other ailments and 
injuries which are treated from time to time 
by the bird -doctor, but we have given, 





FIXING A BROKEN WING WITH WIRE. 
From a Photo. 


perhaps, a sufficient number of instances to 
show that the existence of such a profession 
means the alleviation of much suffering 
amongst the denizens of the feathered 
world. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


—— 


Sandow tn Plaster of Paris. 
A UNIQUE CAST. 


Illustrations from Photographs by Arthur Weston, 16 and 17, Poultry, E.C. The copyright 
of Sandow’s Grip Dumb-bell Co. 


Y friend the Superior Person 
$ had been visiting the South 
Kensington branch of the 
British Museum, and he came 
back in high dudgeon. When 
I met him, indeed, he was 
literally spluttering with wrath. Evidently his 
very superior susceptibilities had suffered 
cruel outrage. “Great Scot!” he ejaculated, 
in replying to my look of inquiry, “ what will 
the Museum be coming to next? A penny 
show with marionettes and performing dogs, 
I suppose. ‘They’ve actually got a cast of 
Sandow the Strong Man—music-hall people 
in the British Museum, faugh!” And the 
S.P., having delivered himself of this out- 
burst, turned on his heel and tempestuously 
took himself off. 

Now, although I am very far from sharing 
his opinions on most subjects, his remarks 
certainly excited my curiosity. That there 
should be a cast of 
Eugen Sandow in 
the Museum did 
not surprise me 
very much—on the 
contrary, it seemed 
to me that the 
authorities would 
have been remiss 
in not seizing the 
opportunity of 
handing down to 
future generations 
a permanent record 
of the most perfect 
specimen of physi- 
cal culture of our 
days — perhaps of 
any age. Still, I 
know what popular 
prejudice is—even 
in these enlight- 
ened days individ- 
uals still exist who 
regard the cultiva- 
tion of the body 
as a thing to be 
frowned upon, who 
are perfectly will- 
ing to hold up to 
our admiration the 








forms of classical times, but regard any 
attempt to emulate these worthies as per- 
nicious in the extreme. So after examining 
the cast (about which I shall have a good 
deal more to say in a moment) it occurred to 
me that it would be a good idea to see Pro- 
fessor Ray Lankester and ascertain how the 
new departure of having the cast of a living 
man on view had come about. 

Professor Lankester was good enough to 
devote a few minutes of his valuable time 
to me, and gave me a very clear idea of his 
object in advising the Trustees to have the 
cast made. .It serves a twofold purpose, and 
is interesting to anthropologists for two 
reasons. Firstly, it presents a perfect type 
of a European man (and in course of time 
Professor Lankester hopes to have types of 
all the races), and, secondly, it furnishes a 
striking demonstration of what can be done 
in the way of perfecting the muscles by 
simple means. A 
good many people, 
he remarked, are 
fond of insisting 
that the mighty 
men of muscle 
which were por- 
trayed in marble 
by the sculptors 
of the classical age 
were simply pro- 
ducts of the sculp- 
tors’ imagination : 
fancy presentments 
of men as they 
might be, rather 
than of any who 
actually existed. 

But here we 
have a cast of a 
man who lives and 
breathes at this 
very moment which 
comes favourably 
out of a compari- 
son with any of 
them. A cast, 
mind you, as Pro- 
fessor Lankester 
was careful to bid 
me remember—a 





beautiful human 
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ROUGH PAPER OUTLINE FROM WHICH THE 


model would have 


“SHELLS” ARE MADE, 
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been of small value; but here we have the 
actual mould of the living figure, which must 
be correct in every detail. In the times to come 
this will show the world that such men.ag the 
great sculptors portrayed have most indubit- 
ably existed in the flesh. I am glad to say that 
Professor Lankester demurs very strongly 
from the notion entertained by a good many 
people that Sandow’s wonderful development 
entitles him to be regarded as a ‘“mon- 
strosity ” rather than as a physically perfect 
human being. As heso logically put it to me, 
who is to say what are the limits of muscular 
development—where the line is to be drawn 
where healthy 
development 
leaves off and mon- 
strosity begins ? 

The ordinary 
athlete regards 
himself with his 
fairly well-cultiva- 
ted muscles as 
superior physically 
to the man who 
spends all his time 
sitting at a desk 
or engaged in in- 
door occupation. 
Why should he be 
loth to admit that 
Sandow is as much 
ahead of him in 
this respect as he is 
of the ordinary in- 
dividual? Certainly 
the judgment of 
the Curator of the 
Natural History 
Department of the 
National Museum 
is one that ought 
to carry weight, and 
I think enough has 
been said to show 
that he is fully alive 
to the educational 
value that the cast may prove to the public. 
He is probably the last man in the world who 
would be moved by considerations of, what 
is likely merely to amuse and to gratify the 
idle curiosity of a certain section of the 
public. 

But, as he also pointed out to me, the cast 
is interesting for another and entirely different 
reason from those already enunciated. It is 
practically unique of its kind; probably no 
such cast has ever been attempted, not to 
say satisfactorily completed. Of course, 
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casts of hands, and feet, and faces are 
common enough, and now and again a cast 
of the whole living body in a recumbent, 
relaxed position has been taken; but this 
cast is entirely different, being no less than 
of the complete figure, posed, and with the 
muscles in a tense condition. The latter 
fact renders it doubly valuable from an 
anatomical point of view, as the muscles are 
shown standing out with great clearness, and 
of course this would not have been the case 
had the cast been taken from the figure in 
a condition of relaxation. Naturally this 
added very greatly to the difficulty of carry- 
ing out the work— 
not the least part 
of it falling upon 
the subject. In- 
deed, Messrs. Bruc- 
ciani, the famous 
cast- makers, who 
undertook and car- 
ried out the work, 
told me that at the 
beginning they 
were exceedingly 
doubtful whether 
the attempt would 
be a success. The 
process was a long 
one and a tedious 
one—indeed, from 
first to last it occu- 
pied over a month. 
As it is highly pro- 


bable that the 
majority of the 
readers of THE 


STRAND are ignor- 
ant of the process 
of cast-making a 
brief description 
of the work as 
kindly explained 
and shown to me 
by Messrs. Bruc- 
ciani will give them 
a clearer idea of the exceptional difficulties 
which have just been tackled with such 
excellent results. 

The ordinary process is a comparatively 
simple one. A mould roughly correspond- 
ing in shape but somewhat larger than the 
object of which the cast is to be taken is 
made. This is placed round the object and 
the intervening space filled in with plaster of 
Paris in a semi-fluid condition, and this, of 
course, moulds itself to the exact shape of 
the object it covers. The latter has prior 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


SANDOI IN 





POSING FIGURE—THE SUPPORT FOR RIGHT ARM WILL 
BE NOTICED, 


to the commencement of operations been 
oiled in order to prevent the plaster from 
sticking. When the plaster sets it is care- 
fully removed in sections, and these, when 
placed together, form a perfect mould. Into 
this plaster is again poured ; when this hardens 
the mould is broken off and the cast itself 
remains. 

Now, all this seems simple enough, and so 
it isfvhen an inanimate object is concerned 
or a*portion of the human frame in repose. 
For in order to insure success while the 
mould is being made it is absolutely neces- 
sary that the subject should be practically 
still, That is so obvious that it is perhaps 
scarcely doing justice to the intelligence of 
the ordinary reader to lay stress upon it; 
the smallest movement tends to disturb the 
hardening plaster and mars the perfection of 
the mould. Is it surprising, therefore, that, 
as it takes from ten to fifteen minutes to 
complete each one of the separate pieces 
of which the complete mould is made up, 
Messrs. Brucciani were rather dubious as to 
the result? However, they got to work, and 
slowly, piece by piece, not without occasional 
disappointments and failures, the thing got 
itself completed. They are quite sure that 
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no one but Sandọw could possibly have 
“sat” for such a work’ ôf art. Fancy, you 
young men who are fond of baring your right 
arm and displaying that little lump of biceps 
you refer to as your “ muscle ” ; fancy setting 
your teeth and keeping that muscle “up” for 
a quarter of an hour! And without moving 
it more than the proverbial hair’s breadth ! 
This is what had to be done, and, mind you, 
whether it was the arm, or the neck and 
shoulders, or the legs. that were being oper- 
ated upon, the whole pose had to be struck, 
all the muscles contracted, as otherwise the 
pieces would.never have fitted properly when 
theyCame to be joined. 

° Certain mechanical devices had, of course, 
to be adopted to insure that the pose should 
be exactly the same on each occasion. The 
strain of holding the muscles tense was so 
great that only about a couple of moulds 
could be taken at one “sitting,” and so 
Sandow had to submit himself to the ordeal 
day by day for nearly a month. The photo- 
graphs which we publish give a very fair idea 
of the whole process. They were, of course, 
taken at the time, and the whole series 
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TAKING MOULD OF WACK AND SHOULDERS — THE 

SLIGHTEST MOVEMENT OF ARM WOULD DISTURB THE 
“ DELTOID” AND “‘LATISSIMUS DORSI” MUSCLES, 


(of which we give the most striking) 
show how the work was conducted from 
beginning to end. In the first instance, 
an outline in paper, roughly to measure- 
ment, of the figure in the pose proposed 
to be taken up was made ; this was sim- 
ply to serve as a guide for the making 
of the “shells” for supporting the plaster 
forming the moulds. 

The mechanical arrangements for 
securing the same pose each time to 
which I have alluded were very simple. 
The position of the feet on the floor was 
marked out, there was a support for the 
right elbow, and also for thi fingers of 
the right hand—this insured that the 
night arm should be in the proper posi- 


tion as regards the body and also flexed 
always at the same angle. ‘The position 
of the other hand was also marked, and 
that of the top of the head. ‘These were 
helps in taking up the pose, but, of 
course, practically none at allin keeping 


it so far as the muscles were concerned 
—they had to be kept contracted purely 
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HERE IS THE MOULD OF BACK JUST TAKEN OFF, 


by an effort of will. It may be noticed 
that in the hands are clasped the grip 
dumb-bells; this was in order to facili- 
tate the keeping the muscles tense 
and rigid. 

The dumb-bell in question is made in 
two parts, with springs between them 
which have to be compressed before the 
two halves can be brought together—by 
bringing them together and then keep- 
ing them there the muscles were kept 
in the proper tense and immovable 
condition necessary for he successful 
execution of the cast. 

After the shells weré made it was 
necessary to mark out the figure into 
sections, each of which was moulded 
separately. A certain amount of margin 
was allowed in each piece, this being 
taken off afterwards according to the 
most absolutely correct measurements 
before the numerous sections were fitted 
together. Of course, by comparison, the 
work entailed over some of the sections 
was easy; thus, the filling in of the shell 
round the legs was in a manner plain 
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sailing by contrast with the difficulty and 
anxiety entailed over other portions of 
the figure which it was so much harder 
to keep perfectly still. Possibly most 
trouble had to be taken over the front of 
the figure from the waist upwards—it will 
be noticed that the abdominal muscles 
are set, and that some of the chest 
muscles are brought out also. To “set” 
one’s chest or abdomen long enough to 
be measured is simple enough, and is 
usually managed by holding the breath. 
Obviously this was out of the question 
in this instance; even Sandow could 
hardly be expected to refrain from breath- 
ing for the space of a quarter of an 
hour! How he managed it will be told 
in a minute in his own words. 

In spite of almost complete immobility 
on the part of the subject it is more than 
probable—indeed, a careful survey of 
the completed cast as it stands in the 
Museum convinces me of the fact—that 
the cast in some respects does not, and 
cannot, do perfect justice to the living 
subject. Even an almost imperceptible 
movement affects the plaster, and slight 
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TAKING HEAD AND NECK — THE HAIR IS COVERE 
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movement there must have been, with the 
natural result thata few of the very finest lines 
may have been lost. This, to a close observer, 
especially if he be endowed with some know- 
ledge of anatomy, is specially to be noticed in 
the muscles of the chest and the lower portion 
of the throat—very fine, indeed, are they in the 
cast, but here and there the effect of what a 
painter would call very minute zuances seems 
to be lost—at all events, that is the impression 
made upon those of us who have had numerous 
opportunities of inspecting the original. 
Thus the cast is certainly not flattering ; 
on the contrary, if it falls short at all it is 
that, while it represents very finely the 
development and the general contours of 
Sandow, it here and there is deficient in those 
fine lines, those little shades of muscle which, 
soften the massiveness of the build and cause 
even his herculean figure to look shapely and 
graceful. Not that I mean to imply fora 
moment that the cast in any way gives an 
impression of unwieldy strength and coarse- 





ness of development — one has only to 
look at many of the classical statues in 
Great Russell Street to see that it does 
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MAKING READY TO TAKE FACK-~HAIR, NECK, AND MOUSTACHE 
* COVERED WITH CLOTHS, 
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not suffer by the comparison ; all I mean is 
that, beautiful piece of workmanship as it 
is, the dead plaster does not and cannot 
represent in its full perfection a form the 
charm of which to no small extent depends 
upon the fine gradations and mobile finish of 
its development. 

‘ Again, there are certain minor points of 
difference which the captious critic will no 
doubt seize upon with unholy glee. Do a 
few hairs in the moustache take a turn 
unseen in that of the original? Is the hair of 
the head a trifle too regular in its curliness ? 
Well, let it at once be explained that there 
are limits even to the cast-maker’s craft—that 
the taking of a mould of the separate hairs 
of a man’s head is out of the question. The 
general contour of both hair and moustache 
were cast, but they were covered over with a 
piece of linen for the purpose, otherwise the 
consequences would have been very disastrous 
to the victim. He would have emerged from 
the ordeal, in fact, balder than the new-born 
babe; as it was, in spite of the body and 
limbs being well oiled before the plaster was 
put on, the removal of the latter caused hima 
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good deal of trouble. So the hair and 
moustache, having been roughly cast as 
described, were modelled afterwards from 
photographs specially taken for the purpose. 
These and the eyes (the cast of the face, of 
course, being taken with the eyelids closed) 
were finished by skilled craftsmen, and are 
the only parts of the figure in which there is 
any possibility of any error having been made. 
Personally I have seen Sandow standing by 
the cast, and have carefully compared the 
two heads; I don’t think that there is much 
to choose between them. Always excepting 
the fact that the cast is lacking in the fresh 
colouring and blue eyes of the original. 

Here is another point which will probably 
interest both the earnest student as well as 
the curious layman. What are the dimen- 
sions of the cast? Here they are as taken 


‘by Messrs. Brucciani, with mathematical 









exactness :— 
ACTUAL DIMENSIONS OF CAST. 

In. 
25 
17% 

Ankle... xi 9 

Neck ...... ive 27 

Height 69 
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A SIGH OF RELIEF—THE MASK IS FINISHED. 


Now, the probability is that a question will 
at once arise in the minds of a good many 
people, and especially of those who have read 
Sandow's book: How do these measure- 
ments taken from the cast compare with 
those given by Sandow himself? Do they 
exactly agree, and if they differ, are they 
larger or smaller? And, if so, why? These 
are quite fair questions, and as a preliminary 
to answering them I give the dimensions as 
they appear in the book. Here they are :— 

DIMENSIONS AS GIVEN IN Book. 


in. in. 
Chests. nscise ss 48 Thigh............ 26 
Waishio 30 Calip iass 18 
Biceps ......... 19%: | Ankle............ 8% 
Forearm ....... 16% | Neck ........... 18 
Wrist sonra 7% | Height ......... 69x 


It will be noted that the figures are not 
identical—that in most cases those given in 
the book are bigger than those of the cast, 
whereas in one or two instances the reverse is 
the case. This is capable of a very simple— 
I might say obvious—explanation. The 
measurements given in the book are those 
of each limb taken separately, in the 
position which gives the greatest measure- 
ment and with the muscles contracted to 
their maximum extent. In the pose for 
the cast the conditions were far other- 
wise. To begin with, in no one case is any 
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particular limb placed so as to bring the 
muscles out to their fullest extent. Again, as 
so many groups of muscles are contracted at 


. once, it is apparent that the amount of nervous 


energy which in the other case would be con- 
centrated upon the muscles of one limb is 
spread over a much wider space ; and, lastly, it 
would have been quite impossible to keep up 
for a quarter of an hour or even ten minutes a 
tension which it was a strain to retain for 
a few seconds for measuring purposes. Had 
it been attempted the result would have been 
dire failure—after a minute or two the tension 
would haverelaxedand the mould beenspoiled. 

On the other hand, in the cast the chest is 
49in. as compared with 48in. (normal) of the 
book ; the waist is 36in. compared with 3oin.; 
but the height is only 5ft. gin. as compared 
with a quarter of an inch more. Regarding 
the latter—the figure in the cast is not per- 
fectly upright; the contraction necessary to 
show the development of the abdominal 
muscles takes a shade off the height. The 
forcing out, again, of the muscles makes the 
waist measurement much greater than it 
would be were the chest fully expanded and 
the former drawn in, while the extra inch 
round the chest is due to the slight increase 
from the normal which the pose entails. 

And what does Sandow himself think 
about it all? Naturally he is pleased and 
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MOULDING STREICHED OUT LEFT ARM—THE GRIP DUMB-BELI. 
IS HELD IN THK HAND TO KEEP THE MUSCLES TENSE. 


gratified that his cast should be thought 
worthy to be placed in the National Museum 
to serve as an object- lesson to generations 
yet unborn; but when I saw him he was 
chiefly concerned to talk about the suffer- 
ings he had endured over the process. He 
told me that it was the hardest job he’d ever 
had in all his life; “in fact,” said he, “I 
should like you to say that I regard it as the 
greatest feat of endurance I have ever per- 
formed. Good heavens,” he went on, 
“time after time I thought I’d have to give 
it up, the strain was awful. I used to finish 
up after each piece was done fairly ‘ blown,’ 
perspiring and winded much more than after 
the most arduous weight-lifting performance 
I have ever accomplished. 

“ The operation is painful too—one feels as 
if one were being suffocated, especially when 
the mould of the face is being taken. They 
tell me that only about one man in two 
hundred can stand having his face done, and 
I’m not a bit surprised. But if that is the 
case I don’t believe that one in a million 
could be found who could stand to have 
his chest done—mind, in a strained posi- 
tion, I mean. Really, when my chest and 
abdomen were being moulded, what with the 
peculiar ‘biting’ feeling of the plaster as 
it dried on the skin, and the difficulty in 
regulating the breathing, I thought I should 
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burst. How did I manage about breathing 
so as not to disturb the plaster? + Oh, it was 
difficult, I confess. I had to keep the 
muscles of the chest and abdomen still, and 
take very small, quick breaths, never entirely 
filling or emptying the lungs, but just taking 
in—almost continuously —enough fresh air 
to take the place of that I used up; at the 
same time keeping the muscles set so as 
not to disturb the outer contour. A very 
troublesome job that ; the worst of the whole 
business, and it was a tiresome business from 
beginning to end. 

“ Of course, I was only too glad and proud 
to do it. I grudge no trouble and time in 
the cause of physical culture. And I hope 
I sha’n’t be accused of undue egotism if I 


-~ say that I really do believe that having the 


cast before them, showing how an originally 
delicate child can perfect himself -physically 
by simple and natural means, should be of 
benefit to those who come after us. I am 
glad to have had it done ; as I have said, the 
doing it was not very enjoyable. Indeed, I 


don’t think I’d go through it again for any 
amount of money.” 





—— 


HE AST, WHICH YOU SHOULD GO TO SOUTH 
KENSINGTON TO SEE, 








How Turlupin Won the Princess. 


FOR CHILDREN. 


A STORY 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF JEROME DOUCET. 


By G. H. WOODHOUSE. 


T the back of his garret 
Turlupin kept an old chest 
which he had never dared to 
open, although there was 
] nothing alarming in its ap- 
pearance. It was not of oak 
heavily banded with iron,. nor was it of 
leather all studded with nails. It was simply 
a small box of cominon wood, painted dark 
green, with a bunch of flowers painted on 
the top of the lid. Still, Turlupin, so far, 
had been afraid to open it. 

One morning—it was a Friday and the 
thirteenth of the month, but Turlupin was 
not superstitious—he climbed the stairs, de- 
termined at last to see what the wonderful 
box contained. When he first raised the lid 
he thought the chest was empty, and having 
got so used to the idea that it must contain 
something mysterious and wonderful he felt 
quite disappointed. At last, however, he 
espied something lying in a corner, and put- 
ting in his hand drew out a pair of gloves. He 
found they were white ones. At least they 
had been white once, but they were soiled 
with use and yellowed with age, and the dust 
which covered them had certainly not im- 
proved their appearance. Still, they had been 
white once, and therefore we will continue to 
flatter them by calling them a pair of “ white 
gloves.” 

Turlupin put them on, and as he did so 
they reminded him of a wedding, naturally 
his own. Having put them on he’ went 
downstairs in such a hurry that he forgot to 
close the lid of the box, and, putting on his 
best hat—he only had two, for he was very 
poor—he immediately started to find the fair 
unknown who, he was sure, was destined to 
become his wife. 

He had not walked very far along the high 
road when he met an old woman riding to 
market on her donkey. On either side she 
carried a pannier of apples, which she hoped 
to be able to sell. 

Turlupin stopped and 
politely. 

“ Madam,” he said, with a low bow, “I 
have the honour to ask your daughter’s hand 
in marriage.” 

The old dame laughed so heartily that you 
could have heard the apples rattling together. 





raised his hat 
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“ Of my daughter, you foolish fellow !” she 
cried. ‘My old donkey, perhaps! Why, 
you are not half rich enough for a daughter 
of mine, I can tell you.” 

Turlupin answered, quietly : “ You deserve 
that I should take you at your word,” and 
the donkey, with a loud “ hee-haw,” seemed 
quite to agree with him. 

Perhaps it did really understand him, for 
you must know that donkeys are not half so 
stupid as people pretend to believe; but 
whether it did or did not, it started off so 
suddenly that the old woman was taken by 
surprise and, losing her balance, was left 
sitting in the road with her apples rolling in 
all directions around her. 

The good-natured Turlupin came to the 
rescue and lifted her to her feet, after which 
he picked up her apples and caught the 
donkey for her. 

“Let this be a lesson to you,” he said, as 
he left her to continue on her way. “Choose 
an honest man for your daughter’s husband 
because he zs honest, not because he is 
rich.” 

Turlupin had walked about three leagues 
farther when he met an old man hobbling 
along with the aid of his stick. 

“ Good-day, friend,” he said. 

“ Good-day to you, stranger,” the old man 
replied. 

“I have the honour to ask your daughter’s 
hand in marriage,” ‘Turlupin continued. 

“I am sorry. Iam afraid you are a little ` 


‘late, for she has been married this last thirty 


years ; and her daughter even is married too. 
Otherwise I should have been quite willing 
to accept you as a son-in-law ; I like the look 
of you.” 

Turlupin thanked him for his good opinion 
and went on his way once more. 

The next person he met was also a man, 
and again he was unsuccessful, for although 
the man had seven children they were, un- 
fortunately, all boys. 

Decidedly, Turlupin was unlucky so far, 
and his ill-luck seemed likely to continue, 
for the next person he met informed him, 
when he had made the usual request, that she 
was an old maid who was very satisfied with 
her condition and had no desire to change it. 

Turlupin was beginning to grow tired of 
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H HE MET AN OLD WOMAN RIDING TO MARKET.” 


his journey. He had been walking for nearly 
ten hours and he was both hungry and thirsty. 
` The gloves, too, to which he was not used, 
caused him considerable inconvenience and 
made his hands feei hot and very uncom- 
fortable. 

He was in two minds whether to turn 
towards home or not when he came face to 
face with a great noble, dressed all in red, 
embroidered with gold. 

Turlupin stopped him. 

“ My lord,” he began, “I have the honour 
to propose for your daughter’s hand.” 

For a moment the nobleman looked very 
much surprised, but at length he said :— 

“My friend, I am glad to meet you—if 
you really want what you say. You do really 
wish to marry my daughter, the Princess 
Harpigelle ? Very well, you shall do so, and 
what is more, do so as soon as you like. 
What is your name?” 

“Tam called Turlupin, my lord.” 
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The King, for really it was 
he, immediately led Turlupin 
to the palace and sent for his 
daughter, the Princess Har- 
pigelle. 

“My daughter,” he said, 
“my kingdom has at last 
produced a man who knows 
you so little or else is so 
brave that he asks for your 
hand in marriage. Here he is. I offer him 
to you as a husband.” i 

Harpigelle looked scornfully at Turlupin, 
albeit she felt rather uneasy at his calm and 
assured bearing. She was amused, however, 
and surprised at the white gloves he wore so 
proudly. 

“Well! as you please,” she said, care- 
lessly; “but does he know the condi- 
tions?” 

As Turlupin did not appear to understana 
the Princess continued: “ You must bring 
me, within a year from to-day, the teeth of 
a nightingale, the feathers of a carp, and 
the scales of a lion,” and, having spoken, 
Harpigelle, with a mocking  curtsy, ran 
laughing from the room. 

“ You have heard her, my friend,” said the 
King, sadly. ‘This is the thousandth time 
at least that I, her unhappy father, have 
heard her make the same demands from the 
suitors I have invited to the palace.” 
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Turlupin, however, appeared in no way 
moved. 

“Since she demands these things, sire,” 
he said, “the only thing to do isto en- 
deavour to find them with as little delay as 
possible. Ina year from now, come what may, 
I will place in her own hand what she asks.” 

The monarch patted him on the back 
approvingly. 

“ That is capital,” he said, “capital! Go 
then, Turlupin, and return quickly. I long 
for your success, for you are worthy to 
become my son-in-law.” 

Turlupin went first to the heart of a great 
forest. “It is there,” he said to himself, 
“that I shall have the best chance of finding 
a nightingale which possesses the teeth I 
require, for nightingales love old trees and 
lonely places.” 

He chose an old oak, gnarled and mossy 
with age, and sat upon the soft grass at its 
foot, his back leaning against the trunk, and 
then he waited patiently. 

The birds, frightened at first, hid them- 
selves among the thickest foliage, but 
gradually, seeing that ‘Turlupin was motion- 
less, they began to move about above his 
head, emboldened and curious, and some of 
the less timid at last fluttered to the ground 
and moved about around him. 

Turlupin had taken the precaution to 
bring some corn with him, and this he threw 
in handfuls towards the birds. Greedily they 
picked it and waited for more, but ‘Turlupin 
did not gratify them at once. When evening 
came, however, he gave them another meal, 
and for several days continued to feed them 
regularly. The birds were now almost tame, 
and perched on his hands and feet and head, 
and would even let him handle them. In 
vain, however, he examined the nightingales. 
Not one of them could he find possessing 
any teeth. 

His bag of corn rapidly grew empty, until 
at last it was quite exhausted. Then he 
began to dig with his knife, and found 
beetles and grubs among the moss and grass 
with which to feed his little friends. One 
day he uncovered a golden ring. ‘Taking off 
a glove he put his finger through it, and, 
pulling with all his might, drew up a golden 
cage. Inside the cage a bird sat pining, with 
drooping wings. 

Turlupin, always kind-hearted, opened the 
little door. The bird came quickly out and, 
fluttering its feathers and uttering little cries 
of gratitude and pleasure, was suddenly 
transformed into a most beautiful maiden, 
who addressed him thus :— 
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“ Turlupin, I am the Queen of the Birds! 
Your kindness has won my people’s hearts, 
and you have rescued me from the power of 
the Giant of the Forest, who had cast a spell 
over me. I know what you are seeking-— 
what you so earnestly desire —and, at the 
needful hour, I will teach you how to procure 
it. In the meanwhile I give to your voice 
all the sweetness and the knowledge which 
my subjects themselves possess. The gift 
will enable you to give pleasure to yourself 
and to others. ` From this moment you are 
able to sing as sweetly as any nightingale.” 

With a noise like the soft rustling of 
feathers the fairy disappeared, and Turlupin 
was alone once more. 

Turlupin thereupon set out for home and, 
when he reached it, he found to his surprise 
that he had been absent for half a year. He 
still, therefore, had six months before him in 
which to accomplish his two remaining tasks. 

“ Fish,” he reflected, “are found in rivers, 
and it is at the water’s edge, therefore, that I 
must seek the wonderful carp which Harpi- 
gelle has ordered me to find.” 

He proceeded to establish himself upon a 
small island situated in the middle of the 
nearest large river and, full of confidence 
in the future, began his search. 

Our hero had taken the precaution to 
bring with him a number of jars which con- 
tained every variety of the worms and grubs 
of which fish are so greedy that they swallow 
the hooks as well, and he also had paste, 
flies, and grasshoppers in order to be able to 
suit all possible tastes. 

Turlupin at once began to feed the fish, 
and by throwing in the food less and less far 
each time was able to bring them so near 
the bank that he could see and distinguish 
them quite easily. 

Alas! all the carp he saw were covered 
with scales instead of feathers. Their shin- 
ing sides gleamed in the sun as they leapt 
from the water, and the wretched Turlupin 
saw his bait exhausted without setting eyes 
once on the strange fish he was so anxious to 
find. 

In time all the bait was gone, and there 
was nothing more to give the shoals of greedy 
fishes which hungrily lined the shore in a 
compact, expectant mass. 

One day, walking along the waters edge, 
he knocked his foot against a sharp stone, 
and, stooping to examine what had hurt him, 
saw that the stone was surrounded by a 
strongly knotted cord. This he picked up 
and pulled. 

Presently a wicker trap appeared weighted 
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with a stone, and in the 
trap he discovered a eh, 
gorgeous fish. Its scales NS 


were of all the colours of Ry 


the rainbow, its fins were 

of strange and fantastic shapes, and its eyes 
gleamed with an exprcssion altogether unlike 
anything Turlupin had ever seen before. 

But the fish was already gasping, and so 
Turlupin, taking it from the trap in which it 
had been imprisoned, gently replaced it in 
the water. 

The water sparkled and became luminous, 
and, to his boundless surprise, from the spot 
where he had replaced the fish Turlupin saw 
the figure of a beautiful maiden rising slowly 
out of the water. She was clad ina robe of 
glittering scales, and in her hand she bore a 
golden water-lily as a sceptre. 

“ Turlupin,” she said, “my subjects love 
you for the kindness you have shown them, 
and you have rescued me from the spell 
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which the wicked Giant of the 
Water had thrown over me. 
I wish now to do you a service. 
I know what your wish is and 
what you seek. At the hour 
of your need you shall find 
that which the Princess Har- 
pigelle has demanded of you. 
Remember this, you who have 
lived amongst my dumb sub 
jects, that although speech is 
a precious gift, silence is at 
times more valuable.” 

As she spoke the last words 
she disappeared below the 
surface of the river. 

Turlupin, well pleased with 
this adventure, returned home 
once more, and found that his 
absence had lasted three 
months. He still had three 
more in which to accomplish 
the third feat set him by the 
Princess Harpigelle. 

“It is more than I shall 
need,” he told himself con- 
fidently, and started, furnished 
with as much meat as he could 
carry, for the desert where lions 
abounded, and where he hoped 
to find the animal of which he 
was in search. He soon 
reached it, and made his way 
towards a small oasis, where he 
4 seated himself at the foot of a 
banana tree and caimly awaited 
the course of events. He 


hadnt to wait long, poor 
Turlupin ! 
A furious roaring shook the 


air and, pit-pat, pit-pat, an 

enormous lion came trotting 
up. It must be confessed that Turlupin felt 
as though very cold water were trickling down 
his back, but he was a brave man and, better 
still, he had a mind free from reproach. 

He took a large piece of raw meat and 
threw it to the great beast, which caught it in 
its huge jaws and then, without so much as a 
“Thank you,” pit-patted away out of sight as 
quickly as it had approached. 

Turlupin heaved a sigh of relief and felt 
distinctly happier. His content did not last 
long, however. A mournful cry was heard 
and a hyena crept stealthily near. The 
result, of course, was the same—the giving 
of another piece of meat, followed by another 
trotting off without a word of thanks. — 

Turlupin did not feel quite so easy in his 
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mind. The night seemed the longest he had 
ever known. No sooner did he begin to doze 
than a thousand strange voices of the night 
sounded all around him, rousing him effectu- 
ally again and again. 

At dawn he was approached successively 
by a jackal, a tiger, and a lioness, and he 
began to realize that his stock of meat would 
not last long among so many and such hungry 
guests, and he began to wonder how he could 
obtain a fresh supply and, above all, find 
shelter for himself from the voracious appe- 
tites of his new friends. He espied a palm 
tree a little distance away, and it seemed to 
offer him a refuge high enough to protect 
him from the attacks of the savage beasts 
with which the desert evidently swarmed. 

He lost no time in climbing this tree, and 
from its top saw that he was surrounded by the 
desert which, 
on all sides, 
stretched as 
far as eye 
could reach. 
Not even a 
blade of grass 
broke the 
level mono- 
tony of the 
view. Only, 
on his left, he 
saw in the 
distance a 
large black 
hole, and at 
the same time 
heard the 
mournful 
roaring of a 
lion, which 
seemed to 
proceed from 
its mouth. 

Turlupin 
climbed 
down the tree 
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the pit and, having broken a paw in its 
fall, was unable to jump out of the trap. 
Turlupin, with nothing but his own white 
gloves to protect him from the lion’s terrible 
claws, lay down and, leaning over the side of 
the hole, was able to reach the injured paw 
and examine it. 

He bound it up as best he could, using a 
large handkerchief he was fortunate to have 
in his pocket, and then he gave the starving 
beast the remainder of his stock of meat. 
The poor lion greedily devoured it and, 
strengthened by its meal and thanks to 
Turlupin'’s skill in bandaging, managed to 
leap out of the trap and approach its 
deliverer. 

Turlupin felt somewhat alarmed, but judge 
of his relief when the lion suddenly changed 
into a beautiful lady, who addressed him 
thus :— 

“Turlupin, 
Iam the 
Fairy of the 
Sun. You 
have deli- 
vered me 
from the en- 
chanter who 
held me 
prisoner, the 
Giant of the 
Desert. In 
return I wish 
to do some- 
thing for you, 
for I know 
what your 
dearest wish 
is and what 
it is that you 
are in search 
of. You shall 
have it when 
you need it. 
You have 
lived amongst 





and went to- er | € = the inhabit- 
wards the S a ants of the 
hole, which tr ‘ Z desert, and 
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over with 
branches and leaves and then with sand. This 
covering was all broken away, and at the 
bottom of the pit a huge lion was lying 
groaning, evidently in great pain. 

Deceived by the apparently solid nature of 
the sand-strewn opening the animal had 


trodden upon the covering and fallen into 
Vol. xxii.-- 60. 
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member that 
courage is man’s greatest virtue.” 
And saying this she vanished suddenly. 
Turlupin had succeeded in accomplishing his 
tasks and triumphantly set out for the King’s 
palace. It was night when he arrived, but he 
caught sight of the Princess Harpigelle, who, 
leaning from the window, was gazingat thestars. 
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Turlupin be- 
thought him of 
the Fairy of the 
Birds and of her 
gift, and began 
to sing the ever- 
beautiful song of 
the nightingale. 

Harpigelle 
listened, enrap- 
tured. When the 
song was over 
she leaned out 
and, addressing 
the singer, who 
was hidden in 
the shadow of the 
wall, cried, “ Oh, 
singer divine! 
willingly would 
I become your 
bride!” 

Turlupin, dis- 
guising his voice, 
replied, “ But, 
Princess, did you 
not pledge your 
word to Tur- 
lupin?” 

“Poor Tur- 
lupin! he has 
been gonea year, 
and to-morrow is 
the last day left 
him in which to accomplish the task I set him 
It is impossible for him to return in time.” 

“Tf that is so, Princess, then give me your 
hand.” 

Harpigelle did so, and, raising himself 
upon a projecting stone, Turlupin carried it 
to his lips and bit it until it bled. 

With a cry of pain Harpigelle disappeared 
from the window and Turlupin quickly hid 
himself in the trees which surrounded that 
part of the palace garden. 

Next morning the heralds went through 
the town proclaiming a tournament. The 
Black Knight had bidden defiance to the 
King and his barons, but such was his 
reputation for prowess that none could be 
found to accept the challenge. 

At the hour appointed the King, the 
Princess, and the whole population flocked 
to the lists where the Black Knight awaited 
his rival. It was the last day the challenge 
would remain open, and if no champion 
could be found the challenger would take 
possession of the kingdom and deprive the 
monarch of his throne, 
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H RAISING HIS FLAIL, HE BROKE HIS ADVERSARY'S LANCE 
WITH A SINGLE BLOW.” 


There was a sudden commotion amongst 
the crowd, and a stranger entered the lists 
mounted upon an ass. Instead of a helmet 
he wore a cotton night-cap pulled down over 
his face, with two holes cut out of it to 
enable him to see; instead of a lance he 
carried a flail. 

He approached the foot of the throne, 
picked up the Black Knight’s gauntlet and 
put it upon his right hand ; his left hand was 
already covered with a white glove. The 
Black Knight, scornful, flew upon him. The 
new-comer, however, raising his flail, broke 
his adversary’s lance with a single blow. 

The Black Knight, furious, threw himself 
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upon him, sword in hand. All present believed 
that all was over with the poor stranger ; 
but he, brave and strong, used his flail 
shrewdly, and at last stretched his foe on the 
ground. 

The crowd, delighted, roared with applause, 
and the victor, drawing off his gauntlet, laid 
it at Harpigeile’s feet and knelt before her. 

“Sir,” she said, “ you are a brave man, a 
perfect lion. I am ready to become your 
wife.” 

‘The unknown replied :— 

“ And Turlupin ?” 

But while the Princess was replying that it 
was hardly likely that the absent one had 
accomplished his tasks the conquerer 
had disappeared. 

All day long no one could speak of any- 
thing but the encounter 
and ‘the mysterious con- STNA č 
queror; until a magician, 
pointed cap on head, 
appeared in the market- 
place. All crowded 
round him and eagerly 
demanded a story. 

Harpigelle, who was 
walking in that direc- 
tion, attended by ladies 
of the Court, had also 
the curiosity to demand 
a story, but the magician 
remained obstinately 
silent in spite of her 
promises and threats. 
The Princess grew 
angry. 

“Have you no voice, 
then ?” she demanded. 
“ One would think. you 
were as dumb as a 
carp!” 

Then the magician 
took a pen and wrote 
upon a piece of parch- 
ment :— 
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“Princess, you wish to know your fate. It 
is that you shall marry Turlupin.” 

“Turlupin?” she cried. “He is far away 
and not at all likely to be here. Besides, 
listen! even now it is striking twelve, and 
with the last stroke the year is up.” 

As the last stroke sounded the magician 
took off his cap and, bowing, said: “ Your 
Highness, I am Turlupin!” He took her 
hand. 

“Look,” he said, “at this bite, still fresh. 
It was made by the tooth of the nightingale 
that sang last night beneath your window. 
See that gauntlet you carry at your girdle, 
that gauntlet of steel scales! They are the 
scales of the lion which only this morning 
fought to save your father’s kingdom ; while 
this quill pen with which I wrote your fate is the 
feather of the carp which 
refused to speak to you.” 

Harpigelle married 
Turlupin. Softened and 
tamed she became the 
best of wives, while Tur- 
lupin became a great 
and wise King. Tur- 
lupin, we must not for- 
get to add, carefuily re- 
placed the old white 
gloves in the chest 
where he had found 
them, in the hope that 
perhaps they would 
lead another man to 
fortune and happiness, 
as they had led him. 
But he forgot to leave 
in the chest at the same 
time his courage, 
honesty, and simple 
good-nature, the quali- 
ties to which alone he 
owed his happiness and 
success, and without 
which noone can hope to 
be happy or successful. 


“A MAGICIAN APPEARED IN THE MARKET-PLACE, 
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had been on the Banks two 
The photograph was taken 
as she passed the wrecked 
=. W. Bearden, Shelbyville, 





TAL FLYING-MACHINE. 
might, at first glance, represent 


‘machine. As a matter of fact 
an electric tower. The camera 
atform beneath and the picture 
ition. If the reader holds the 
al position above his head the 











* beads are all sewn on to sections of cardboard 


flying-machine vanishes and the picture becomes 
almost natural.”-—Mr. E. W. Bearden, Shelby- 
ville, Tennessee. 


A MONUMENT OF PATIENCE. 

“ I send you a unique specimen of shell-work 
done by my grandmoth r, Mrs. Feek, Station 
Road, Burnham Market, Norfolk, when she 
was considerably over sixty years of age. The 
foundation of this ‘Album House,’ as the maker 
ca Is it, is of wood, and was made by a local 
carpenter from a cardboard model designed 
and put together entirely by the old lady. As 
will be seen, it is octagonal in shape, and 
holds sixteen photos., eight in the lower part of 
the house and the same number in the roof. 
The ornamentation of the house is, in every 
detail, the work of Mrs. Feek, and is com- 
posed of white crystal beads for the borders and 
fringes and of shells for the inner parts. The 
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the shells emj 


of the same shape as the sides of the house, and the 
shells are fastened to the cardboard with gum. All 


yed were gathered by Mrs. Feek her- 


If. and they are so minute that, in getting them 


from the be ich, sand, stones, and shells had all to be 
gathered up together and taken home en masse. to be 
separated at leisure--and in the work of separation no 
fewer than seven 
employed by Mrs. Feek—after which the shells were 
all oiled to bring out the colours. All these shells 
were so very tiny that in using them in her work the 
old lady had to put them into position with a pin, as 
they were too small to be manipulated by the fingers.” 
—Miss Florence Chinery, 5, Adelaide Road, Ashford, 
Middlesex. 


sieves of different sizes were 
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Mr. A. H. Cowan, ‘* The Fe 
Knoll,” Loomis, Placer i 
Co., California. 









FUN ON BOARD SHIP. 

‘© Thinking the inclosed 
photographs might be of 
interest to the readers 
of THE STRAND I send 
them to you. The 
Scotchman, as he was 
called, was made of two 
whisky - cases and the 



















straws off the bottles. It 
was a ladies’ event in the 
sports on the way home 
from the Cape, and caused 
a great deal of fun. When 
the target was hit the head 
fell down as shown in 
photo. number two. Some 
very old travellers said it 
was quite original.”— 
Mr. Ay Se Pitt, “113; 
Brompton Road, Eastbey, 
Portsmouth, 


WHEN IS ASTEEPLE NOT A STEEPLE? 

“ Here is a photograph of a pinnacle 
that never occupied the summit of a 
church tower. It is in the charchyard of 
St. Thomas’s, Barrowford, Lancashire. 
It appears that, in 1839, the church then 
being without pinnacle on its tower, a 
gentleman offered to find one if the con- 
gregation would supply the remaining 
three. He fulfilled his promise by furnish- 
ing one, but, the other 
three not being forth- 
coming, he had it placed 
in the churchyard, where 
it now stands with the 
following inscription 
upon its base :— 

In 1839 

I should have mounted high, 
But, alas ! what is man ? 
Poverty and discord 


Have tied me to the ground, 
And here I am left alone.” 


—Mr. Arthur. Smith, 
171, Barkerhouse Road, 
Nelson, Lancs. 





“THE TREE WENT ON 
GROWING.” 

“I send you the photo- 
graph of an old oak tree, 
growing near Monterey, 
which is one of the curi- 
osities of the district. 
The tree has evidently 
been blown down at 
some early date, the 
sand banking up to form 
a hill behind it, and it 
has continued its growth 
along the ground.”— 
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AN OLD ROAD-BOOK. 

“ Road-books abound 
nowadays, and at first sight 
this might be taken for a 
photograph of one of the 
latest, but it is not. It isan 
old book of 1736, one of the 
pioneers of such literature, 
and was issued before bicycles 
were dreamed of or even the 
majority of the roads were 
made. The above view gives 
the now-familiar Portsmouth 
road, It is interesting to 
see what it was like nearly a 
hundred and seventy years 
ago. London appears to end 
at the turnpike where the 
‘Dullidge’ road turns off, 
that is, about a mile and a 
half from London Bridge, 
and from there to Wands- 
worth is a hedged road with 
various country houses and 
seats sprinkled along it. An 
examination of these pages 
gives a great amount of 
detailed information in asimple fashion that might well 
be copied by the cycle guides of to-day. One sees at 
once if the road is open or hedged, up or down hill, 
the cross- roads, the rills and rivers, and the very 
material of whick the bridges are made. The margins 
are filled with the history of any remarkable place on 
the road, and nothing could be clearer either in matter 
or in printing. The road begins at the bottom left- 
hand corner and proceeds upwards, then continues 
from the bottom of the second column, and so on 
throughout. To make this plan possible the road 
must be drawn fairly straight, and, as this might prove 
misleading, at frequent intervals come the familiar- 
looking wheels, 
with their litle 
fleur-de-lys point- 
ing always to the 
north, It is a 
wonder that such.a 
simple, easy, and 
compact plan has. 
not been more fre- 
quently copied.” — 
Mr. John Brook, 
c/o Mrs. Back, 
Swinegate, Gran- 
tham. 


A SHELL THAT 
“GOT TIRED.” 
“This isa photo. 

of a shell which 

began to burst but 

‘got tired’ and 

failed to finish the 

job. Artillerymen 
state that such an 
occurrence is al- 
most unprecedent- 
ed, and amongst 
the many and 
various curios of 
the South African 
War we have not 








met with such a 
thing before. The 
shell is a 15lb. 
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shrapnel, and was fired by A Battery, Royal Australian 
Artillery, in February last, when repelling an attack 
made by Boers on Vryburg, Bechuanaland. The casing 
of the shell was blown off, but all the rest remained solid, 
The shell was picked up by a scout, and photographed 
for THE STRAND by Mr. W. Klisser, Vryburg.” 





THE PRIZE-FIGHTER’S PARADISE. 

“In the photo. which I send you A stands for 
Staffordshire, B for Cheshire, and C for Derbyshire. 
By sitting on the stone X a person can be in all three 
counties at once. This spot has been the scene of 
many prize-fights, because, by moving three or four 
yards, the fighters could resume a fight, started in one 
county, in another county, under the very eyes of the 
sheriff of the first county holding a warrant for their 
arrest. The warrant was, of course, rendered useless 
by their movements.” —Mr. S. Bidder. 
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THE WRITING ON THE WALL. 

“ The photo. I send you is that of a garden wall 
abutting on the public footpath at Bebington, near 
Birkenhead. The owner of the wall may be observed 
in the garden amongst the foliage, but I did not 
interview him, as it was not necessary to obtain his 
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A NATURAL PICTURE-FRAME. 

“ The young man in the accompanying photo. is 
not peering into the entrance to ‘ Aladdin’s Cave,’ as 
might be supposed, he is only looking through a hole 
in an old trunk of a tree, which, by the way, makes 
an excellent and novel picture-frame."—Mr. George 
Skinner, junr., 27, Medora Road, Brixton Hill. 


POSSESSION. 1S NINE i . 

“ The man in the chair defied a street railroad com- 
pany and a force of policemen for ten days. He 
owned a drug store in Baltimore, in front of which the 
railroad company wished to lay tracks. He objected, 
and when they attempted to put down the rails he 














permission to take the photo., seeing that the matter 
chiselled on the stones is specially provided for the 
edification and amusement of the public. Your 
readers will make out the interpretation without 
using the stone in the manner suggested.”—Mr. J. J. 
Burnley, 100, Wallasey Road, Liscard, Cheshire. 


TAKEN BY CANDLE-LIGHT. 

“I send you a photograph taken by candle-light, 
on an ordinary plate, with an exposure of half an hour. 
It was taken by the light of fifteen candles, no other 
light of any kind being used.” — Miss II. M. 
McKenzie, The Cedars, Sunderland. 





dug a hole in the centre of the road- 
way, placed a chair in it, and sat there. 
His neighbours. who sympathized with 
him, placed two American flags upon 
the chair to show their admiration. 
Either the druggist or one of his 
family occupied the chair night 
and day, until the railroad con 
pany paid him £200, which h 
claimed for his damages.”—Mr. 1). 
Allan, Willey, Baltimore, 
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to open out into the shapes seen in the 
photograph. Nothing unusual can be noticed 
about the trunk, which is covered with a per- 
fect coating of bark.”—Mr, R$ H. Stevens, 
49, Gannow Lane, Burnley, Lancs. 





















A KING'S ROCKING-HORSE. 

SI beg to send you a photo of King 
Charles I.’s rocking-horse. This old ‘ curio’ 
is now kept at Cheshunt Great louse, 
where I was fortunate enough to obtain the 
picture.” — Mr. W. E. Sutton, Prospect 
House, Cheshunt. 





GOLIATH'S HAT. 

‘This monster hat was recently made 
by Mr. J. G. Field, of Wellington Street, 
Luton, for exhibition purposes. It measured 
7ft. gin. across the brim and contained 
upwards of 300yds. of broad Jumbo plait. 
The crown, which was 18in. deep and 
measured §4in. round it, had to be trim- 
med and lined before the brim was sewn 


on. The brim itself required the services 
of four men to shape it, and took upwards 
of three hours to sew on a ‘box’ 
machine.” —Mr. H. Field, 83, Guilford 


Street, Luton, Beds. 


A REMARKABLE TREE. 

“I send you a photo. of a remarkable tree, now 
growing in the Jardin d’Acclimatation, Paris. A 
notice is affixed near stating the facts of the case. 


| ess | 





“BEAUTY AND THE BEAST." 

“ While I was leaning over to pick some flowers a 
friend of mine, unknown to me, secured a snap-shot, 
with the accompanying ‘freak’ result—a caricature 
of a bulldog, the hat forming the head and the waist 
the body of the animal. By holding the picture at 
arm’s length and covering the skirt portion the effect 
is more striking. Modern millinery and a camera 
have, in this instance, combined to produce an extra- 
ordinary picture—that of a vicious brute who owes 
his photographic existence to a chiffon hat, a military 
The tree is really formed fram five separate and collar, and a shirt-waist. The picture was taken by 
Mistinet young trees, which have heen trained to grow. Mr. J. E. Bourke, of this city.”"—Miss Lillian Fer- 
together into one thick trunk, this again being trained — guson, the Axaminer, San Francisco, 
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“THE FIRE OF LONDON.” [Stanhope 1. Forbes, A.R.A. 
he Sun Fire Insurance Company, donors of the Picture to the Royal Exchange. 
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Illustrated Interviews. 


LXXVI.—MR. STANHOPE A. FORBES, A.R.A. 


Py VERYBODY in Newlyn seems 
O| to know Mr. Stanhope Forbes. 
59| Thrice have I to seek the 
direction to ‘“ Trewarveneth ” 





name of the painter’s 
house was Cornish for “ Top of the Hill” it 
would doubtless have been found easily 
enough), but in each instance, from fisherman 
mending his nets, from housewife washing 
the clothes, and 

a carter leading > a 
his team, the re-. 
sponse was very 
ready and ex- 
plicit. The 
painter of so 
many Newlyn 
interiors, the 
leader of the 
little band of 
artists who have 
given the Corn- 
ish fishing vil- 
lage a world- 
wide fame, is 
evidently very 
much “at home” 
with the simple 
little community 
in which he has- 
lived for the last 
sixteen years. 


In my walk 
from Penzance 
along the sea- 


front I pass the 
picture - gallery 
presented by 





By FREDERICK DOLMAN. 


the picturesque harbour, which I afterwards 
find to be its greatest charm, as the Royal 
Academy exhibition had led me to expect. 
Mr. Forbes’s house is right on the crest of 
the hill, the village beginning some distance 
below it and sloping down to the water’s 
edge. Once the residence of a well-known 
Cornish family, “'Trewarveneth” was for 
many years a farm-house, and in adapting 
it to his needs Mr. Forbes has not altered 
‘it much. A 
five-barred gate 
and a short road 
through field 
and hedge-row 
lead you to 
expect some 
such old, cot- 
tage-like dwell- 
ing, which still 
bears, although 
in rather illegible 
figures, a date 


of the seven- 
teenth century. 
Apart from the 
large studio, 
built like the 
house in the 
grey stone 
which is charac- 
teristic of the 
county, Mr. 


Stanhope Forbes 
has added no- 
thing more than 
a glass con- 
servatory and a 
latticed porch to 


Mr. Passmore the door. With 
Edwards to the PENO ar > its small case- 
Newlyn artists, MR. STANHOPE A. FORBES, A.R.A., IN HIS DIO, i ments and low, 
cross the bridge From a Photo. by John E Douglas, St. Ives, Cornwall. timbered roof 
over a little “Trewarveneth,” 


stream of which Mr. Forbes has made 
so pleasing a picture, and, turning away 
from quay and harbour, begin the ascent 
of what is locally known as Paul Hill 
This road takes one to the back of the 
village, giving extensive views of Newlyn 


as a whole, but not introducing you to 
Vol. xxii.—61. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


as a bit of old Newlyn, is doubtless dear to 
the painter’s heart. 

“I came to Newlyn for a fortnight and I 
have stayed sixteen years,” says Mr. Forbes, 
receiving me in the little drawing-room 
which, daintily furnished as it is, has still the 
beamed ceiling and the projecting chimney- 
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corner of old. “I had just returned from 
Brittany, and was looking around for a fresh 
sketching-ground. A friend suggested the 
Cornish coast. We settled at Manaccan, on 
the other side of Mount’s Bay, but finding 
the place lacked interest for a figure painter 
I took my knapsack, went exploring on my 
own account, and ultimately found myself at 
Newlyn. The place from the first greatly 
attracted me; in a day or two it suggested 
‘The Fish Sale,’ and so I stopped on 
here, working mainly at this picture, which, 
exhibited at the Royal Academy in 1885, 








“THE VILLAGE PHILHARMONIC.” 


was one of the first of any size and import- 
ance to emanate from Newlyn. The same 
year-saw Mr. Walter Langley’s “ Among the 
Missing,” one of the finest works of this 
well-known water-colour painter. 

“The success of ‘The Fish Sale’ only 
confirmed my first impression that there was 
at Newlyn and its immediate neighbourhood 
any amount of fresh material for the artist. 
I am of the same opinion to-day, after all the 
work of all the men of what has been called 
the Newlyn School. There are still any 
number of subjects which have not yet been 
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touched. Perhaps I should not have settled 
at Newlyn, however, if I had not met my 
wife here. We were married at the village 
church in 1889. For some time we lived 
right in the heart of the village, among 
the fisher-folk ; we did not take this house till 
about seven years ago.” 

“ What is now the size of the artists’ colony 
at Newlyn?” 

“Tt is not so large as it was formerly, 
and several of our best, Frank Bramley, 
T. C. Gotch, Fred Hall, and others have 
left us; but we still muster a goodly number 


" [Stanhope A. Forbes, A-R A. 
By permission of the Committee of the City of Birmingham Art Gallery. 


on those occasions when: at each other's 
“Houses we gather together of an evening. 
For‘ we have no club at Newlyn, except 
a dramatic club, which every now and then 
comes to life and gives a performance in 
aid of some local charity. We have also an 
orchestral society, a circumstance which 
suggested my picture, ‘The Village Phil- 
harmonic.’ Before that time I had never 
touched an instrument myself. But I had 
to buy a violoncello in order to paint it in 
this picture, and somehow or other I got 
interested in the instrument. I had to work 
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hard for a long time before I could do any- 
thing with it, but I now find the ’cello- 
playing such a pleasant recreation that I 
don’t regret my waste of time.” 

The studio, into which Mr. Forbes now 
leads me by way of a conservatory gay with 
lilies and geraniums, is both large. and lofty ; 


From the Picture by) 


but it was not large or lofty enough for the 
dimensions of his fresco, “The Fire of 
London,” for the Royal Exchange —the most 
important picture he has painted without a 
Newlyn background. The canvas had to be 
painted in sections. 

“ But was it not difficult, Mr. Forbes, to 
work at such a picture here — so far away 
from the Thames?” 
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“THE SMITHY.” 
By permission of Franz Hanfstaengl, 16, Pall Mall East. 
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“ No, not after I had spent some days in 
the library of the British Museum, making 
sketches of old prints, etc., and had taken a 
mental photograph of the sort of Thames scene 
which I intended painting. Of course, I had 
to bring the costumes down from London, 
but there was no trouble about getting the 


wa 
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Co eee 


y 


[Stanhope A. Forbes, A.R.A. 


models I wanted from among the people 
of Newlyn. There never was such a place 
for good characteristic models, both men and 
women, and they pose naturally and patiently.” 

Looking round the studio, which has all 
the tidiness of the recess after sending-in day 
at the Academy, I notice the work of 
several well-known Newlyn artists besides my 
host. Among other original studies of Mr. 
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Forbess own pictures are those of “The 
Smithy,” “ The New Calf,” and “ The Quarry 
Team.” The study for “The Smithy,” I 
observe, shows sundry tears and scratches 
in the canvas. And thereby hangs a tale. 
“Years after I had painted and sold—and 
therefore pretty well forgotten—‘The Smithy,’ 
a friend came to me one day and declared 
that he had seen a picture of mine in a 
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to part with it—she said it was such an 
excellent screen. The cottage was close by 
the village blacksmith’s where I had painted 
the study, and I remember that I had been 
accustomed to leave the canvas at this 
cottage overnight instead of carrying it to 
and fro.” 

“Was ‘The Smithy’ actually painted in a 
blacksmith’s shop, then ?” 





From the Picture by] 


labourer’s cottage serving the purpose of a 
fire-screen. It was in a village near here, 
called Sheffield. I went over to Sheffield and 
found this original study for ‘The Smithy’ 
fulfilling the useful function my friend had 
described. The woman seemed quite sorry 
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H THE NEW CALF.” 


[Stanhope A. Forbes, A.R.A 
By permission of Daniel Delius, Esq., Balcombe House, Balcombe, Sussex. 


“Ves, down to the smallest detail. I found 
it rather tiring work, I remember, owing to the 
heat and the noise. Every now and then I had 
to fly helter-skelter with brushes, palette, and 
canvas to escape from the cloud of smoke. 
In the same way I painted ‘Forging the 
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Anchor,’ which is sometimes confounded 
with my ‘Smithy, in a small Newlyn 
foundry. In both cases the workmen were’ 


pleased and flattered by my suggestion of 
painting them at their work, but I am afraid 
I tried their patience sorely before I had 
finished. In such circumstances I nevér 
dare to tell people how long -I shall take to 
paint my picture, when it may be weeks or 
months.” . 
“The Health of the Bride,” the picture 
which represents Mr. Forbes in the New 
National Gallery at Millbank, was painted 
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my wife came one day across a village 
wedding, just such a wedding as I was 
painting. She looked anxiously at the 
bride—yes, she had both wreath and veil. 
She waited till the ceremony was over 
and then ran after the party and obtained the 
loan of both articles for me to’paint. No, I 
didn’t borrow the bride as well, for all my 
models were already sitting for me, village 
people whom I had carefully chosen for their 
various parts. 

“The scene of this picture, by the way, is 
supposed to be the best parlour of a village 














From the Picture by] 
By permission of Messrs. 


“THE HEALTH OF THE BRI es, 
Mawson, Swan, and Morgan, Newcastle-on-Tyne; and Mr. Harry Dickins, 





[Stanhope A 


26, Regent Street, W., owners of the copyright. 


mainly in the artist’s own studio under 
circumstances of greater comfort. “I 
remember,” Mr. Forbes continued, “that 
one debatable point was settled by a 
most opportune piece of real experience. 
I was anxious that my bride should 
have wreath and veil for the sake of pic- 
turesque effect, but several friends strongly 
tepresented to me that at a village wedding 
of the kind I was painting the bride never 
did have a wreath and veil, and that I 
was, therefore, spoiling the realism of the 
picture, The lady who afterwards became 
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inn. It is the Cornish custom for a wedding 
party after the ceremony is over to partake 
of a meal at an inn and then take a drive of 
a few miles, ‘ going foreign,’ as Newlyn people, 
who rarely leave their native village, call it. 
Standing in one of these inn parlours I had 
first thought of painting an anglers’ meeting 
-—you will notice one or two cases of fish on 
the wall—but it afterwards occurred to me that 
a wedding party could be much more pic- 
turesquely grouped, even though one had to 
paint them in the smarter, more conventional 
Sunday clothes.” 
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From the 4 ycture by) BY ORDER OF 


“ How did:you come to paint yourgpicture, 
‘By Order of the Court,’ Mr. Forbes?” 

“Through attending so many of the 
auction sales at farms and country houses 
hereabouts in the hope of picking up odd 
things for my home and studi% All the 
details of the scene were stampgd upon my 
memory, and I had no. difficulty in painting 
them. For some of the ‘figures I got models 
from among thervillage peoplesin the usual 
way, but for several I had»to mduce friends 
tost, a Common practice among painters of 
UR IM Be oes,” 

Mrs. Stanhone Forhec comes ta summon 





such picture shé- uses a 


THE COURT [Slaniope A. Forbes, A 


charming studies of child life was just then 


away from home. t Jof 
Mrs. ‘Stanhope Forbes is very fon 


oy Tewlyn, such % 
painting ‘the rural Scenery near Newlyn, such 


as she has given us#th* Moor “a 
» and “{Hop © my Thumb.” * For 
i movable paint 
ing hut, wherein She can comfortably 
work în all kinds. of ~weather. Just nos 
the hut stands faa beautiful wood, oe 
or six miles away wherg,,she hada 
a. g6ad deal, of work for her Bond ran 
exbiboionhAisand Mrs. Forbes, like neatly 
all. the Newlyn artists, are both ent 
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wide enough to admit any vehicular traffic, 
and paved with stones of so many different 
shapes and sizes that in descending to the 
harbour the pedestrian stranger has need of 
ne caution lest he should go down head- 
ong. 

Mr. Forbes shows me the fisherman’s 
cottage, with thatched roof and weather- 
stained walls, in which Mr. Frank Bramley, 
A.R.A., painted his well-known picture, “A 
Hopeless Dawn.” It was his studio for a 
time, and by the side of the cottage a piece 
of wood is still fixed on which have been 
painted the words, “ Rue des Beaux Arts,” 


reminiscent of the humour of some students ` 


recently returned 
from Paris, which 
at the time much 
puzzled the 
natives. Close by 
is the meadow— 
once grass land 
in the centre of 
the village over- 
looking the bay 
— now a culti- 
vated garden. In 
this have been 
built a number 
of studios and 
glass-houses, 
where at one 
time or other 
nearly all the 
painters whose 
names are associ- 
ated with Newlyn 
have worked. 
Several of these 
are now filled with 
Mr. and Mrs. 
Forbes’s pupils, 
for they have now 
a flourishing art 
school here, and 
a considerable 
number of stu- 
dents work under 
their direct super- 
vision. Here is 
the large studio 
in which they 
draw and paint 
from the life, find- 
ing characteristic 
models amongst 
the village folk, 
and near at hand, 


under the trees, is 
Vol. xxii.—62. 


From the Picture by) 
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a shady plateau, where, in fine weather, the 
class meets for the study of open-air painting. 
The students have come from all parts of the 
country, and Mr. and Mrs. Forbes look for- 
ward with confidence to the “effect their 
school will have in insuring the permanency 
of Newlyn as an artists’ settlement. 

Just above here Mr. Forbes has his own 
glass-house, wherein he works chiéfly for 
atmospheric effects in the wet grey days, 
which are perhaps the most distinctive fea- 
ture of Cornish winters. With studio and 
glass-house he is able to paint in all the 
weathers that Newlyn knows much of. - .* 

At the door of one of the smallest céttages 





“THE LIGHTHOUSE.” 


(Stanhope A. Forbes, A.R. A. 


By permission of the Committee of the Art Gallery, Manchester, 


owners of the copyright. 
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From the Picture by] “THE LETTER.” 
the artist stopped with the exclamation: 
“Let me introduce you to Grace, an old 
acquaintance who has figured in more than 
one of my pictures.” 

Having gently rapped at the door and 
received a feeble response Mr. Forbes lifts 
the latch. It is quite a tiny room, crowded 
with old furniture and adorned with quaint 
ornaments of still older fashion. In- the 
chimney-corner, crouched over the fire, was 
an old woman in whom I think I-recognised 
the features of the grandmother in “The 
‘Health of the Bride.” Grace receives the 
painter and his friend very cordially, and 
seems pleased when I speak of her pictorial 
appearances. Doubtless the fees she still 
receives as a “model” contribute not a little 
to the comfort of her very old age. Buta 
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question as to the 
number of her 
years is quietly 
ignored.’ Upon 
that point, Mr. 
Forbes tells me, 
Grace will say no- 
thing. No one in 
Newlyn knows 
how old she really 
is. 
Walking to the 
harbour, we passed 
the picturesque bit 
of Newlyn known 
as “ The Slipway,” 
in which I re- 
cognise the sub- 
ject of another 
canvas by Mr. 
Forbes. It is close 
to the new pier, on 
which nowadays 
the “catches” of 
the boats are sold 
by auction. 
“These piers 
don’t add to the 
beauty of Newlyn,” 
Mr. Forbes re- 
marks, “although 
the new harbour 
is doubtless a great 
boon. The scene 
of the fish sale on 
the sands yonder 
as | painted it was 
much prettier, 
although I re- 
member that in 
making my 
sketches there in the early morning it was 
very. wet and cold. From this slipway l 
„remember once catching some fine mullet 
with a fishing-rod.” 
“You must be an expert angler, Mr. 
Forbes.” ; 
“I dont know about that,” he replied, 
smiling, as he proceeded to explain how the 
- feat was accomplished. “ At one time I was 
rather. fond of deep-sea fishing, and went out 
with' the boats a good many nights.” 
On thè quayside a number of men, fisher- 
men, fish-salesmen, and carters, are lounging 
: about, chatting and smoking, some of whom 
look as if they had stepped out of Mr. 
Forbes’s pictures. Many of them greet 
the artist, and he indicates several to 
me as having been painted by him on 


[Stanhope A. Forbes, A.R A. 
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between the 
painters of Newlyn 
and those of St. 
Ives. 

“What was your 
first Academy 
picture, Mr. 
Forbes ? ” 

“It was a por- 
trait, the portrait 
of the daughter 
of a Harley Street 
doctor who was an 
old friend of my 
father. It was 
hung with the title 
of ‘Florence,’ and 
was sufficiently 
successful to bring 
me several com- 
missions. My first 
s sketching expedi- 

From a Photo. hy MR. STANHOPE FORBES’S ART SCHOOL AT NEWLYN. [John E. Donylus. tion was to Gal- 

i ; : way, and although 

various occasions. Here was the brawny a mere lad at the time I had been 

carter, for instance, with immense whip, who favoured with a commission, through a 

appears as one of the bystanders in 

“ Forging the Anchor,” there one of 

the “sailors and soldiers, too,” of 

“The Salvation Army ”—in which 

picture all the models were actually 
“ Salvationists.” 

Mr. Forbes gives friendly recogni- 
tion to a farmer and his wife riding 
behind a smart trotting cob. “It 
was on their farm,” he mentions, 
“that I painted my picture for last 
year’s Academy, the three horses 
drinking at a stream, to which I 
gave the title, ‘The Drinking Place.’ 
It is several miles from Newlyn, and 
when my day’s work was finished I 
used to be provided with tea at the 
farm-house.” f 

We next encountered the son o 
the vicar of Newlyn near his father’s 
church, where Mr. and Mrs. Forbes 
were married. This friend of the 
artist’s is known at Newlyn as “the 
vicar’s son,” but as “Perkins, the 
cricketer,” he enjoys fame through- 
out the country. The talk naturally 
turns upon cricket, and Mr. Forbes 
playfully challenges the distinguished 
amateur and his friends to a match 
with the artists’ cricket club in 
London. Mr. Forbes has been fond 
of the game in his time, and has 














s MRS. STANHOPE FORBES WORKING AT HER SHELTER IN THE WOOD. 
taken part ın more than one match From a Photo. by John E. Douglas, St. ves, Cornwall, 
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family friend, to paint the portrait of a 
lady well known socially in the West of 
Ireland. In fact, I should have probably 
settled down as a porttait-painter but for the 
circumstance that in 1882 the Liverpool 
Corporation purchased a ‘picture I had 
painted in Brittany, a street scene at Quim- 
perlé. This encouraged me to go on with 
my open-air painting, and proved to be quite 
a turning-point in my career. 

“ This incident was the more important to 
me—a young man who had his own way to 
make to a large extent—because of the great 
disappointment I had then recently ex- 
perienced at the Academy. Having had two 
or three portraits 
accepted ‘I sent in 
my third year three 
more portraits, and I 
had the mortification 
of receiving them all 
back. So the Liver- 
pool Art Committee 
did me a very good 
turn indeed. I went 
on painting Brittany 
subjects, and with a 
fair amount of 
success, until I 
thought people were 
getting tired of them, 
my peasants neces- 
sarily looking so 
much alike with blue 
blouses and white 
caps. I read one 
day in the Pall Mall 
Gazette that ‘Mr. 
Forbes sees Nature 
as if he looked at it 
through blue spec- 
tacles and this in- 
cisive though kindly 
notice led me to 
resolve upon a change 
of scene.” 

Before the walk is 
ended I get an insight 
into. one aspect of 
the influence which 
the artists are exercising upon the daily life 
of Newlyn. An old, somewhat -dilapidated 
cottage, seemingly uninhabited, has a black- 
lettered title across its front wall—“ Newlyn 
Industrial Class.” a 

“Here many of the young men of the 
place,” Mr. Forbes explains, “gather of an 
evening — fisher-lads, mostly —-to work at 
copper and brass work. Mr. J. D. Mackenzie 
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‘pictures on the premises. 
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gives them instruction and provides them 
with his original designs, and they have really 
turned out some excellent work. I haveé*a 
sconce and one or two other specimens in 
my own house, and most of the articles that |- 
are made now find, I believe, a ready sale 
through agents in various parts. ‘The young 
fellows enjoy the hammering, and there is 
something appropriate, I think, about a 
copper and brass industry in Cornwall.” 

With his somewhat slight figure and com- 
paratively pale features Mr. Stanhope Forbes 
presents a dramatic contrast to the stoutly- 
built and ruddy - complexioned men and 
women among whom we have been moving. 

The artist is a towns- 
man by birth and 
breeding, and sixteen 
years’ residence at 
Newlyn has appa- 
rently not in the 
slightest degree 
affected the physical 
significance of this 
fact. Mr. Forbes is 
an Irishman by birth, 
although not by 
descent, having first 
seen the light in 
Dublin, in 1857, 
when his father, Mr. 
William Forbes, was 
manager of the Mid- 
land Great Western 
Railway of Ireland. 
“My family,” he 
tells me, “ afterwards 
lived at Dulwich, and 
I went to Dulwich 
College. La Thangue 
and one or two other 
artists were there at 
the same time. We 
had, as art master, 
_ Mr. J. C. L. Sparkes, 
of the Lambeth 
School of Art, and 
we also had the 
advantage, of course, 
of a fine collection of 
From the first I 
was very fond of drawing, and Sparkes took a 
lot of interest in me. It was through him 
that on leaving the college my father was 
induced to allow me to attend the Lambeth 
Art School with a view to my making a pro- 
fession of art. After that I went to Brussels, 
where my father had become manager of the 
Luxembourg Railway, and I attended classes 
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there as well as 
in Paris, my Paris 
master being M. 
Bonnat.” 

“ And you fin- 
ished up, Mr. 
Forbes, at the 
Royal Academy 
School ?” 

“Yes, I was 
fortunately suc- 
cessful in obtain- 
ing admission at 
my first applica- 
tion, and the first 
picture I sent for 
exhibition was 
also accepted 
and well hung. 
I think it has 
been fairly plain 
sailing with me, 
although I can 
truly say that 
there has been 
plenty of hard 
work in my life. 
It is a great mis- 
take to suppose 
that with a love 
for art success 
can be gained 
without hard 
work. I am sure 
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that I love painting, but 
for my own part I find that the business of 
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painting can be 
very arduous and 
fatiguing. It is 
so difficult. to 
satisfy yourself 
that you have 
done your best. 
“My father 
wasin Brussels,” 
Mr. Forbes, re- 
lates at the 
luncheon table 
next day, “during 
the Franco-Ger- 
man War, wherr 
for a long time 
there was an ex- 
cited belief that 
the neutrality of 
Belgium would 
be violated. I 
happened to be 
there one day 
when a report 
came that the 
Germans were 
about to seize the 
Luxembourg 
Railway, and the 
„railway officials 
came hurrying in . 
with all the loose 
gold, notes, etc., 


to give them to my father for safe keeping. .. 
My father slept that night with I don’t know 
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how many thousands of pounds under his 
pillow.” 

In speaking of her own Continental 
experiences Mrs. Forbes mentions that she 
spent some months studying at Munich. 
But her art education was obtained chiefly as 
a member of the Art Students’ League of 
New York. Quite early in its career she was 
attracted by this remarkable organization of 
American art reformers from her home in 
Ottawa, where her father, Mr. William 
Armstrong, was a Civil Service official. 
Unlike some Canadians, Mrs. Forbes has not 
a trace of the Yankee accent, but these years 
in New York, at the most impressionable 
age, probably had some influence on her 
manner as well as her art. 

During the day Mr. Forbes takes me 
down to the Passmore Edwards Art Gallery 
for the “ private view” of a new exhibition. 
Every month the walls_of the gallery are 
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replenished, the Newlyn 
artists, of course, being 
the principal contributors. 
It is the custom, too, for 
the Newlyn men to exhibit 
here their pictures for the 
Royal Academy, the New 
Gallery, etc., before they 
are sent to London for the 
judgment of “hanging 
committees,” and I notice 
on the walls of fishermen’s 
cottages one or two 
placards announcing this 
year’s show. 

“I am not sure,” says 
Mr. Forbes, “that the 
people did not appreciate 
more our old ‘show days’ 
in the Meadow. Percy 
Craft and I first started, I 
think, the ‘ private view’ in 
our studios, and in a year 
or two it became general. 
The Meadow would be 
crowded with people from 
far and near, who would 
make quite a picnic of it, 
looking through the 
studios, chatting on the 
grass, drinking tea and 
eating cake provided for 
them in the open air. It 
was, I can assure you, in 
many ways a most quaint 
and interesting scene, but, 
of course, when Mr. Pass- 
more Edwards kindly built 
us a gallery this picture picnic had to be 
abandoned in favour of the more con- 
ventional exhibition. 

On entering the’ Gallery Mr. Forbes is 
soon introducing me to some of the 
members of the Newlyn colony. In talking 
of the work on the walls it is pleasing to 
observe with what cordiality and affection 
Mr. Stanhope Forbes, as the leader of 
the Newlyn School, is regarded by his 
comrades. Conversation by no means 
wholly, or even mainly, turns upon artistic 
“shop”; a fertile topic with several artists 
of varying age and fame being the condition 
and progress of flowers and vegetables in 
their gardens! In the easy neg/igé of country 
attire, with sunburnt features and jovial 
voices, they testify as a group to the health- 
fulness of the art life at Newlyn, to which it 
is Mr. Forbes’s hope and endeavour to give 
an enduring future. 


(Mra. stanhope Forbes. 
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ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF 


SHERLOCK HOLMES. 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE STAPLETONS OF MERRIPIT HOUSE. 

aN HE fresh beauty of the follow- 
ing morning did something 
to efface from our minds 
the grim and grey impression 
which had been left upon both 
= of us by our first experience of 
Baskerville Hall. As Sir Henry and I sat at 
breakfast the sunlight flooded in through the 
high mullioned windows, throwing watery 
patches of colour from the coats of arms 
which covered them. The dark panelling 
glowed like bronze in the golden rays, and it 
was hard to realize that this was indeed the 
chamber which had struck such a gloom into 
our souls upon the evening before. 

“ I guess it is ourselves and not the house 
that we have to blame!” said the baronet. 
“ We were tired with our journey and chilled 
by our drive, so we took a grey view of the 
place. Now we are fresh and well, so it is 
all cheerful once more.” 

“ And yet it was not entirely a question of 
imagination,” I answered. “Did you, for 
example, happen to hear someone, a woman 
I think, sobbing in the night ?” 

“That is curious, for I did when I was 
half asleep fancy that I heard something of 
the sort. I waited quite a time, but there 
was no more of it, so I concluded that it was 
all a dream.” 

“ I heard it distinctly, and I am sure that 
it was really the sob of a woman.” 

“We must ask about this right away.” He 
rang the bell and asked Barrymore whether 
he could account for our experience. It 
seemed to me that the pallid features of the 
butler turned a shade paler still as he listened 
to his master’s question. 

“There are only two women in the house, 
Sir Henry,” he answered. “One is the 
scullery-maid, who sleeps in the other wing. 
The other is my wife, and I can answer for 
it that the sound could not have come from 
her.” 

And yet he lied as he said it, for it chanced 
that after breakfast I met Mrs. Barrymore in 
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the long corridor with the sun full upon her 
face. She was a large, impassive, heavy- 
fertured woman with a stern, set expression 
of mouth, But her tell-tale eyes were red 
and glanced at me from between swollen 
lids. It was she, then, who wept in the 
night, and if she did so, her husband 
must know it. Yet he had taken the 
obvious risk of discovery in declaring that 
it was not so. Why had he done this? 
And why did she weep so bitterly? Already 
round this pale- faced, handsome, black - 
bearded man there was gathering an atmo- 
sphere of mystery and of gloom. It was he 
who had been the first to discover the body 
of Sir Charles, and we had only his word for 
all the circumstances which led up to the old 
man’s death. Was it possible that it was 
Barrymore after all whom we had seen in 
the cab in Regent Street? The beard might 
well have been the same. The cabman had 
described a somewhat shorter man, but such 
an’ impression might easily have been 
erroneous. How could I settle the point 
for ever? Obviously the first thing to do 
was to see the Grimpen postmaster, and 
find whether the test telegram had really 
been placed in Barrymore’s own hands. Be 
the answer what it might, I should at least 
have something co report to Sherlock 
Holmes. 

Sir Henry had numerous papers to examine 
after breakfast, so that the time was pro- 
pitious for my excursion. It was a pleasant 
walk of four miles along the edge of the 
moor, leading me at last to a small grey 
hamlet, in which two larger buildings, which 
proved to be the inn and the house of Dr. 
Mortimer, stood high above the rest. The 
postmaster, who was also the village grocer, 
had a clear recollection of the telegram. 

“Certainly, sir,” said he, “I had the tele- 
gram delivered to Mr. Barrymore exactly as 
directed.” 

“Who delivered it?” 

“ My boy here. James, you delivered that 
telegram to Mr. Barrymore at the Hall last 
week, did you not?” 
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“ Yes, father, I delivered it.” 

“Into his own hands?” I asked. 

“Well, he was up in the loft at the time, so 
that I could not put it into his own hands, 
but I gave it into Mrs. Barrymore’s hands, 
and she promised to deliver it at once.” 

“Did you see Mr. Barrymore ?” 

“No, sir ; I tell you he was in the loft.” 

“Tf you didn’t see him, how do you know 
he was in the loft ?” 

“Well, surely his own wife ought to know 
where he is,” said the post- 
master, testily. ‘‘ Didn’t he get 
the telegram? If there is any 
mistake it is for Mr. Barrymore 
himself to complain.” 

It seemed hopeless to pursue 
the inquiry any farther, but it 
was clear that in spite of 
Holmes’s ruse we had no 
proof that Barrymore had not 
been in London all the time. 
Suppose that it were so — 
suppose that the same man 
had been the last who had 
seen Sir Charles alive, and the 

- first to dog the new heir when 
he returned to England. What 
then? Was ‘he the agent of 
others, or had he some sinister 
design of his own? What 
interest could he have in perse- 
cuting the Baskerville family ? 
I thought of the strange warn- 
ing clipped out of the leading 
article of the Zzmes. Was that 
his work, or was it possibly the 
doing of someone who was 
bent upon counteracting his 
schemes? The only concciv- 
able motive was that which had 
been suggested by Sir Henry, 
that if the family could be 
scared away a comfortable and 
permanent home would be se- 
cured for the Barrymores. But sure.y such an 
explanation as that would be quite inadequate 
to account for the deep and subtle scheming 
which seemed to be weaving an invisible net 
round the young baronet. Holmes himself 
had said that no more complex case had 
come to him in all the long series of his 
sensational investigations. I prayed, as I 
walked back along the grey, lonely road, 
that my friend might soon be freed from 
his preoccupations and able to come down 
to take this heavy burden of responsibility 
from my shoulders. 

Suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by 
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the sound of running feet behind me and 
by a voice which called me by name. I 
turned, expecting to see Dr. Mortimer, but to 
my surprise it was a stranger who was pursu- 
ing me. He was a small, slim, clean-shaven, 
prim -faced man, ‘flaxen-haired and lean- 
jawed, between thirty and forty years of 
age, dressed in a grey suit and wearing a 
straw hat. A tin box for botanical speci- 
mens hung over his shoulder and he carried 
a green butterfly-net in one of his hands. 


“í IT WAS A STRANGER PURSUING ME.” 


“ You will, I am sure, excuse my presump- 
tion, Dr. Watson,” said he, as he came 
panting up to where I stood. “Here on 
the moor we are homely folk and do not 
wait for formal introductions. You may 
possibly have heard my name from our 
mutual friend, Mortimer. I am Stapleton, 
of Merripit House.” 

“Your net and box would have told me 
as much,” said I, “for I knew that Mr. 
Stapleton was a naturalist. But how did 
you know me?” 

“I have been calling on Mortimer, and 
he pointed you out to me from the window 
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of his surgery as you passed. As our road 
lay the same way I thought that I would 
overtake you and introduce myself. I trust 
that Sir Henry is none the worse for his 
journey?” : 

“ He is very well, thank you.” 

“ We were all rather afraid that after the 
sad death of Sir Charles the new baronet 
might refuse to live here. It is asking much 
of a wealthy man to come down and bury 
himself in a place of this kind, but I need 
not tell you that it means a very great 
deal to the country-side. Sir Henry has, 
I suppose, no superstitious fears in the 
matter?” 

“ I do not think that it is likely.” 

“Of course you know the legend of the 
fiend dog which haunts the family ? ” 

“ I have heard it.” 

“ It is extraordinary how credulous the 
peasants are about here! Any number of 
them are ready to swear that they have seen 
such a creature upon the moor.” He spoke 
with a smile, but I seemed to read in his 
eyes that he took the matter more seriously. 
“The story took a great hold upon the 
imagination of Sir Charles, and I have no 
doubt that it led to his tragic end.” 

“But how?” 

_ “His nerves were so worked up that the 
appearance of any dog might have had a fatal 
effect upon his diseased heart. I fancy that 
he really did see something of the kind upon 
that last night in the Yew Alley. I feared 
that some disaster might occur, for I was 
very fond of the old man, and I knew that 
his heart was weak.” 

“ How did you know that ?” 

“ My friend Mortimer told me.” 

“You think, then, that some dog pursued 
Sir Charles, and that he died of fright in 
consequence ?” 

“ Have you any better explanation?” 

“I have not come to any conclusion.” 

“ Has Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” 

The words took away my breath for an 
instant, but a glance at the placid face and 
steadfast eyes of my companion showed that 
no surprise was intended. 

“It is useless for us to pretend that we do 
not know you, Dr. Watson,” said he. “The 
records of your detective have reached us 
here, and you could not celebrate him with- 
out being known yourself. When Mortimer 
told me your name he could not deny your 
identity. If you are here, then it follows 
that Mr. Sherlock Holmes is interesting 
himself in the matter, and I am naturally 


curious to know what view he may take.” 
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Digitized by Goc gle 


497 


“I am afraid that I cannot answer that 
question.” 

“May I ask if he is going to honour us 
with a visit himself?” 

“He cannot leave town at present. He 
has other cases which engage his attention.” 

“What a pity! He might throw some 
light on that which is so dark to us. But as 
to your own researches if there is any 
possible way in which I can be of service to 
you I trust that you will command me. If I 
had any indication of the nature of your 
suspicions, or how you propose to investigate 
the case, I might perhaps even now give you 
some aid or advice.” 

“T assure you that I am simply here upon 
a visit to my friend Sir Henry, and that I 
need no help of any kind.” 

“Excellent!” said Stapleton. “You are 
perfectly right to be wary and discreet. I am 
justly reproved for what I feel was an unjusti- 
fiable intrusion, and I promise you that I 
will not mention the matter again.” 

We had come to a point where a narrow 
grassy path struck off from the road and 
wound away across the moor. A steep, 
boulder - sprinkled hill lay upon the right 
which had in bygone days been cut into a 
granite quarry. The face which was turned 
towards us formed a dark cliff, with ferns 
and brambles growing in its niches. From 
over a distant rise there floated a grey plume 
of smoke. ` 

“A moderate walk along this moor-path 
brings us to Merripit House,” said he. 
“Perhaps you will spare an hour that I may 
have the pleasure of introducing you to my 
sister.” 

My first thought was that I should be by 
Sir Henry’s side. But then I remembered 
the pile of papers and bills with which his 
study table was littered. It was certain that I 
could not help him with those. And Holmes 
had expressly said that I should study the 
neighbours upon the moor. I accepted 
Stapleton’s invitation, and we turned together 
down the path. 

“Tt is a wonderful place, the moor,” said 
he, looking round over the undulating downs, 
long green rollers, with crests of jagged 
granite foaming up into fantastic surges. 
“You never tire of the moor. You cannot 
think the wonderful secrets which it contains, 
It is so vast, and so barren, and so 
mysterious.” 

“ You know it well, then?” 


“I have only been here two years. The 
residents would call me a new-comer. We 
came shortly after Sir Charles settled. 
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But my tastes led me to explore every part 
of the country round, and I should think 
that there are few men who know it better 
than I do.” 

“Ts it so hard to know?” 

“Very hard. You see, for example, this 
great plain to the north here, with the queer 
hills breaking out of it. Do you observe 
anything remarkable about that ? ” 

“It would be a rare place for a gallop.” 

“You would naturally think so, ‘and the 
thought has cost folk their lives before now. 
You notice those bright green spots scattered 
thickly over it?” 

“Yes, they seem more fertile than the 
rest.” 

Stapleton laughed. 

“That is the great Grimpen Mire,” said 
he. “A false step yonder means death to 
man or beast. Only yesterday I saw one of 
the moor ponies wander into it. He never 
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came out. I saw his head for quite a long 
time craning out of the bog-hole, but it 
sucked him down at last. Even in dry 
seasons it is a danger to cross it, but after 
these autumn rains it is an awful place. And 
yet I can find my way to the very heart of 
it and return alive. By George, there is 
another of those miserable ponies !” 

Something brown was rolling and tossing 
among the green sedges. Then a long, 
agonized, writhing neck shot upwards and a 
dreadful cry echoed over the moor. It 
turned me cold with horror, but my com- 
panion’s nerves seemed to be stronger than 
mine. 

“It’s gone!” said he. “The Mire has 
him. Two in two days, and many more, 
perhaps, for they get in the way of going 
there in the dry weather, and never know 
the difference until the Mire has them 
in its clutch. It’s a bad place, the great 

Grimpen Mire.” 
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“ And you say you can pene- 
trate it?” 

“Yes, there are one or two 
paths which a very active man 
can take. I have found them 
out.” i 

“ But why should you wish 
to go into so horrible a 


place ? ” 
“Well, you see the hills 
beyond? They are really 


islands cut off on all sides by 
the impassable Mire, which 
has crawled round them in 
the course of years. That is 
where the rare plants and the 
butterflies are, if you have the 
wit to reach them.” 

“I shall try my luck some 
day.” 

He looked at me with a sur- 
prised face. 

“For God’s sake put such 
an idea out of your mind,” 
said he. “ Your blood would 
be upon my head. I assure 
you that there would not be 
the least chance of your com- 
ing back alive. It is only by 
remembering certain complex 
landmarks that I am able to 
do it.” 

“ Halloa!” I cried. 
is that ?” 

A long, low moan, in- 
describably sad, swept over 
the moor. It filled the whole 
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air, and yet it was impossible to say whence 
it came. From a dull murmur it swelled 
into a deep roar, and then sank back into a 
melancholy, throbbing murmur once again. 
Stapleton looked at me with a curious ex- 
pression in his face. 

“ Queer place, the moor !” said he. 

“ But what is it ?” 

“The peasants say it is the Hound of the 
Baskervilles calling for its prey. I’ve heard 
it once or twice before, but never quite so 
loud.” ‘ 

I looked round, with a chill of fear in my 
heart, at the huge swelling plain, mottled 
with the green patches of rushes. Nothing 
stirred over the vast expanse save a pair of 
ravens, which croaked loudly from a tor 
behind us. 

“ You are an educated man. You don’t 
believe such nonsense as that?” said I. 
“What do you think is the cause of so 
strange a sound ?” 

“ Bogs make queer noises sometimes. It’s 
the mud settling, or the water rising, or 
something.” 

“ No, no, that was a living voice.” 

“Well, perhaps it was. Did you ever hear 
a bittern booming ? ” 

“No, I never did.” 

“Its a very rare bird—practically extinct 
— in England now, but all things are 
possible upon the moor. Yes, I should 
not be surprised to learn that what we 
have heard is the cry of the last of the 
bitterns.” 

“It’s the weirdest, strangest thing that ever 
I heard in my life.” 

“Yes, its rather an uncanny place 
aitogether. Look at the hill-side yonder. 
What do you make of those ?” 

The whole steep slope was covered with 
grey circular rings of stone, a score of 
them at least. 

“What are they? Sheep-pens?” 

“No, they are the homes of our worthy 
ancestors. Prehistoric man lived thickly on 
the moor, and as no one in particular has 
lived there since, we find all his little arrange- 
ments exactly as he left them. ‘These are his 
wigwains with the roofs off. You can even 
see his hearth and his couch if you have the 
curiosity to go inside.” 

“But it is quite a town. 
inhabited ? ” 

“ Neolithic man—no date.” 

“ What did he do?” 

“ He grazed his cattle on these slopes, and 
he learned to dig for tin when the bronze 
sword began to supersede the stone axe. 
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Look at the great trench in the opposite hill. 
That is his mark. Yes, you will find some 
very singular points about the moor, Dr. 
Watson. Oh, excuse me an instant! It is 
surely Cyclopides.” 

A small fly or moth had fluttered across 
our path, and in an instant Stapleton was 
rushing with extraordinary energy and speed 
in pursuit of it. To my dismay the creature 
flew straight for the great Mire, but my 
acquaintance never: paused for an instant, 
bounding from tuft to tuft behind it, his 
green net waving in the air. His grey clothes 
and jerky, zig-zag, irregular progress made him 
not unlike some huge moth himself. I was 
standing watching his pursuit with a mixture 
of admiration for his extraordinary activity and 
fear lest he should lose his footing in the 
treacherous Mire, when I heard the sound of 
steps, and turning round found a woman 
near me upon the path. She had come from 
the direction in which the plume of smoke 
indicated the position of Merripit House, but 
the dip of the moor had hid her until she 
was quite close. 

I could not doubt that this was the Miss 
Stapleton of whom I had been told, since 
ladies of any sort must be few upon the 
moor, and I remembered that I had heard 
someone describe her as being a beauty. 
The woman who approached me was 
certainly that, and of a most uncommon 
type. There could not have been a 
greater contrast between brother and sister, 
for Stapleton was neutral tinted, with 
light hair and grey eyes, while she was 
darker than any brunette whom I have seen 
in England—slim, elegant, and tall. She 
had a proud, finely-cut face, so regular that 
it might have seemed impassive were it not 
for the sensitive mouth and the beautiful 
dark, eager eyes. With her perfect figure 
and elegant dress she was, indeed, a strange 
apparition upon a lonely moorland path. 
Her eyes were on her brother as I turned, 
and then she quickened her pace towards 
me. I had raised my hat, and was about to 
make some explanatory remark, when her 
own words turned all my thoughts into a 
new channel. 

“Go back !” she said. 
to London, instantly.” 

I could only stare at her in stupid surprise. 
Her eyes blazed at me, and she tapped the 
ground impatiently with her foot. 

“ Why should I go back ?” I asked. 

“I cannot explain.” She spoke in a low, 
eager voice, with a curious lisp in her 
utterance. “But for God’s sake do what I 
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“Go BACK!’ SIE SAID.” 


ask you. Go back and never set foot upon 
the moor again.” 

“ But I have only just come.” 

“Man, man!” she cried. “Can you not 
tell when a warning is for your own good? 
Go back to London! Start to-night! Get 
away from this place at all costs! Hush, my 
brother is coming! Not a word of what I 
have said. Would you mind getting that 
orchid for me among the mare’s-tails yonder ? 
We are very rich in orchids on the moor, 
though, of course, you are rather late to see 
the beauties of the place.” 

Stapleton had abandoned the chase and 
came back to us breathing hard and flushed 
with his exertions. 

“ Halloa, Beryl!” said he, and it seemed 
to me that the tone of his greeting was not 
altogether a cordial one. 

“Well, Jack, you are very hot.” 

“ Yes, I was chasing a Cyclopides. He is 
very rare, and seldom found in the late 
autumn. What a pity that I should have 
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missed him !” He spoke un- 
concernedly, but his small light © 
eyes glanced incessantly from 
the girl to me. 

“ You have introduced your- 
selves, I can see.” 

“Yes. I was telling Sir 
Henry that it was rather late 
for him to see the true beauties 
of the moor.” 

“Why, who do you think 
this is ?” 

“I imagine that it must be 
Sir Henry Baskerville.” 

“No, no,” said I. “Only 
a humble commoner, but his 
friend. My name is Dr. 
Watson.” 

A flush of vexation passed 
over her expressive face. “We 
have been talking at cross pur- 
poses,” said she. 

“Why, you had not very 
much time for talk,” her 
brother remarked, with the 
same questioning eyes. 

“I talked as if Dr. Watson 
were a resident instead of 
being merely a visitor,” said 
she. “It cannot much matter 
to him whether it is early or 
late for the orchids. But you 
will come on, will yòu not, and 
see Merripit House?” 

A short walk brought us to 
it, a bleak moorland house, 
once the farm of some grazier in the old pros- 
perous days, but now put into repair and 
turned into a modern dwelling. An orchard 
surrounded it, but the trees, as is usual upon 
the moor, were stunted and nipped, and the 
effect of the whole place was mean and melan- 
choly. We were admitted by a strange, 
wizened, rusty-coated old manservant, who 
seemed in keeping with the house. Inside, 
however, there were large rooms furnished with 
an elegance in which I seemed to recognise 
the taste of the lady. As I looked from their 
windows at the interminable granite-fecked 
moor rolling unbroken to the farthest honzon 
I could not but marvel at what could have 
brought this highly educated man and this 
beautiful woman to live in such a place. 

“Queer spot to choose, is it not ? ” said he, 
as if in answer to my thought. “And yet 
we manage to make ourselves fairly happy: 
do we not, Beryl ?” 

“ Quite happy,” said she, but there was no 
ring of conviction in her words. 
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“I had a school,” said Stapleton. “It 
was in the north country. The work to a 
man of my temperament was mechanical and 
uninteresting, but the privilege of living with 
youth, of helping to mould those young 
minds and of impressing them with one’s own 
character and ideals, was very dear to me. 
However, the fates were against us. A serious 
epidemic broke out in the school and three 
of the boys died. It never recovered from 
the blow, and much of my capital was 
irretrievably swallowed up. And yet, if it 
were not for the loss of the charming com- 
panionship of the boys, I could rejoice over 
my own misfortune, for, with my strong tastes 
for botany and zoology, I find an unlimited 
field of work here, and my sister is as devoted 
to NatureasI am. All this, Dr. Watson, has 
been brought upon your head by your 
expression as you surveyed the moor out of 
our window.” 

“Tt certainly did cross my mind that it 
might be a little dull—less for you, perhaps, 
than for your sister.” 

“No, no, I am never dull,” said she, 
quickly. 

“We have books, we have our studies, 
and we have interesting neighbours. Dr. 
Mortimer is a most learned man in his own 
line. Poor Sir Charles was also an admir- 
able companion. We knew him well, and 
miss him more than I can tell. Do you 
think that I should intrude if I were to call 
this afternoon and make the acquaintance of 
Sir Henry?” 

“Tam sure that he would be delighted.” 

“Then perhaps you would mention that I 
propose to do so. We may in our humble 
way do something to make things more 
easy for him until he becomes accustomed 
to his new surroundings. Will you come 
upstairs, Dr. Watson, and inspect my collec- 
tion of lepidoptera? I think it is the most 
complete one in the south-west of England. 
By the time that you have looked through 
them lunch will be almost ready.” 

But I was eager to get back to my charge. 
The melancholy of the moor, the death of 
the unfortunate pony, the weird sound which 
had been associated with the grim legend of 
the Baskervilles, all these things tinged my 
thoughts with sadness. Then on the top of 
these more or less vague impressions there 
had come the definite and distinct warning of 
Miss Stapleton, delivered with such intense 
earnestness that I could not doubt that 
some grave and deep reason lay behind it. 
I resisted all pressure to stay for lunch, and 
I set off at once upon my return journey, 
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taking the grass-grown path by which we had 
come. 

It seems, however, that there must have 
been some short cut for those who knew it, 
for before I had reached the road l was 
astounded to see Miss Stapleton sitting upon 
a rock by the side of the track. Her face 
was beautifully flushed with her exertions, 
and she held her hand to her side. 

“I have run all the way in order to cut 


you off, Dr. Watson,” said she. “I had not 
even time to put on my hat. I must not 
stop, or my brother may miss me. I wanted 


to say to you how sorry I am about the 
stupid mistake I made in thinking that you 
were Sir Henry. Please forget the words I 
said, which have no application whatever to 
you.” 

“ But I can’t forget them, Miss Stapleton,” 
said I. “I am Sir Henry’s friend, and his 
welfare isa very close concern of mine. Tell 
me why it was that you were so eager that Sir 
Henry should return to London.” 

“A woman’s whim, Dr. Watson. When 
you know me better you will understand that 
I cannot always give reasons for what I say 
or do.” 

“No, no. I remember the thrill in your 
voice. I remember the look in your eyes. 
Please, please, be frank with me, Miss 
Stapleton, for ever since I have been here 1 
have been conscious of shadows all round 
me. Life has become like that great Grimpen 
Mire, with little green patches everywhere 
into which one may sink and with no guide 
to point the track. ‘Tell me then what it was 
that you meant, and I will promise to convey 
your warning to Sir Henry.” 

An expression of irresolution passed for an 
instant over her face, but her eyes had 
hardened again when she answered me. 

“You make too much of it, Dr. Watson,” 
said she. “My brother and I were very 
much shocked by the death of Sir Charles. 
We knew him very intimately, for his favourite 
walk was over the moor to our house. He 
was deeply impressed with the curse which 
hung over his family, and when this tragedy 
came I naturally felt that there must be some 
grounds for the fears which he had expressed. 
I was distressed therefore when another 
member of the family came down to live 
here, and I felt that he should be warned of 
the danger which he will run. That was all 
which I intended to convey.” 

“ But what is the danger ? ” 

“ You know the story of the hound ?” 

“I do not believe in such nonsense.” 

“But I do. If you have any influence 
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with Sir Henry, take him away from a place 
which has always been fatal to his family. 
The world is wide. Why should he wish to 
live at the place of danger ? ” 

“ Because it 7s the place of danger. That 
is Sir Henry’s nature. I fear that unless you 
can give me some more definite information 
than this it would be impossible to get him 
to move.” 

“T cannot say anything definite, for I do 
not know anything definite.” 

“I would ask you one more question, 
Miss Stapleton. If you meant no more than 
this when you first spoke to me, why should 
you not wish your brother to overhear what 
you said? There is nothing to which he, or 
anyone else, could object.” 

“ My brother is very anxious to have the 
Hall inhabited, for he thinks that it is for the 
good of the poor folk upon the moor. He 
would be very angry if he knew that I had 
said anything which might induce Sir Henry 
to go away. But I have done my duty now 
and I will say no more. I must get back, or 
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he will miss me and suspect 
that I have seen you. Good- 
bye!” She turned, and had 
disappeared in a few minutes 
among the scattered boulders, 
while I, with my soul full of 
vague fears, pursued my way to 
Baskerville Hall. 





CHAPTER VIII. 
FIRST REPORT OF DR. WATSON. 


From this point onwards I will 
follow the course of events by 
transcribing my own letters to 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes which lie 
before me on the table. One 
page is missing, but otherwise 
they are exactly as written, and 
show my feelings and sus- 
picions of the moment more 
accurately than my memory, 
clear as it is upon these tragic 
events, can possibly do. 
BASKERVILLE HALL 
October 13th. 
My Dear Ho.mes, -— My 
previous letters and telegrams 
have kept you pretty well up- 
to-date as to all that has 
occurred in this most God- 
forsaken corner of the world. 
‘The longer one stays here the 
more does the spirit of the moor 
sink into one’s soul, its vast- 
ness, and also its grim charm. When you are 
once out upon its bosom you have left all 
traces of modern England behind you, but 
on the other hand you are conscious every- 
where of the homes and the work of the 
prehistoric people. On all sides of you as 
you walk are the houses of these forgotten 
folk, with their graves and the huge monoliths 
which are supposed to have marked their 
temples. As you look at their grey stone 
huts against the scarred hill-sides you leave 
your own age behind you, and if you were 
to see a skin-clad, hairy man crawl out from 
the low door, fitting a flint-tipped arrow on 
to the string of his bow, you would feel that 
his presence there was more natural than 
your own. The strange thing is that they 
should have lived so thickly on what must 
always have been most unfruitful soil. lam 
no antiquarian, but I could imagine that 
they were some unwarlike and harried race 
who were forced to accept that which none 
other would occupy. i 
All this, however, is foreign to the mission 
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on which you sent me, and will probably be 
very uninteresting to your severely practical 
mind. I can still remember your complete 
indifference as to whether the sun moved 
round the earth or the earth round the sun. 
Let me, therefore, return to the facts con- 
cerning Sir Henry Baskerville. , 

If you have not had any report within 
the last few days it is because up till to-day 
there was nothing of imporiance to relate. 
Then a very surprising circumstance occurred, 
which I shall tell you in due course. But, 
first of all, I must keep you in touch with 
some of the other factors in the situation. 

One of these, concerning which I have 
said little, is the escaped convict upon the 
moor. ‘There is strong reason now to believe 
that he has got right away, which is a con- 
siderable relief to the lonely householders of 
this district. A fortnight has passed since 
his flight, during which he has not been seen 
and nothing has been heard 
of him. It is surely incon- 
ceivable that he could have 
held out upon the moor during 
all that time. Of course, so ` 
far as his concealment goes 
there is no difficulty at all. 
Any one of these stone huts 
would give him a_hiding-~ 
place. But there is nothing 
to eat unless he were to catch 
and slaughter one of the moor 
sheep. We think, therefore, 
that he has gone, and the out-> 
lying farmers sleep the better 
in consequence. 

We are four able - bodied 
men in this household, so that 
we could take good care of 
ourselves, but I .confess that 
I have had uneasy moments . 
when I haverthought of the 
Stapletons. They live miles 
from any help. There are 
one maid, an old manservant, 
the sister, and the brdtter, 
the latter not a very strong 
man. ‘They would be helpless 
in the hands of a desperate 
fellow like this Notting Hill 
criminal, if he could once 
effect an entrance. Both Sir 
Henry and I were concerned 
at their situation, and it was 
suggested that Perkins the 
groom should go over to sleep 
there, but Stapleton would not 
hear of it. 


Digitized by Google 





593 


The fact is that our friend the baronet 
begins to display a considerable interest in 
our fair neighbour. It is not to be wondered 
at, for time hangs heavily in this lonely spot 
to an active man like him, and she is a very 
fascinating and beautiful woman. There is 
something tropical and exotic about her 
which forms a singular contrast to her -cool 
and unemotional brother. Yet he also gives 
the idea of hidden fires. He has certainly a 
very marked: influence over her, for I have 
seen her continually glance at him as she 
talked as if seeking approbation for what she 
said. I trust that he is kind to her. There 
is a dry glitter in his eyes, anda firm set of 
his thin lips, which go with a positive and 
possibly a harsh nature. You would find 
him an interesting study. 

He came over to call upon Baskerville on 
that first day, and the very next morning he 
took us both to show us the spot where the 
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legend of the wicked Hugo is supposed to 
have had its origin. It was an excursion of 
some miles across the moor to a place which 
is so dismal that it might have suggested the 
story. We found a short valley between 
rugged tors which led to an open, grassy 
space flecked over with the white cotton 
grass. In the middle of it rose two great 
stones, worn and sharpened at the upper end, 
until they looked like the huge, corroding fangs 
of some monstrous beast. In every way it 
corresponded with the scene of the old tragedy. 
Sir Henry was much interested, and asked 
Stapleton more than once whether he did 
really believe in the possibility of the inter- 
ference of the supernatural in the affairs of 
men. He spoke lightly, but it was evident 
that he was very much in 
earnest. Stapleton was guarded 
in his replies, but it was easy 
to see that he said less than 
he might, and that he would 
not express his whole opinion 
out of consideration for the 
feelings of the baronet. He 
told us of similar cases, where 
“families had suffered from some 
evil influence, and he left us 
with the impression that he 
shared the popular view upon 
the matter. 

On our way back we stayed 
for lunch at Merripit House, 
and it was there that Sir 
Henry made the acquaintance 
of Miss Stapleton. From the 
first moment that he saw her 
he appeared to be strongly 
attracted by her, and I am 
much mistaken if the feeling 
was not mutual. He referred 
to her again and again on our 
walk home, and since then 
hardly a day has passed that 
we have not seen something of 
the brother and sister. They 
dine here to-night, and there 
is some talk of our going to 
them next week. One would 
imagine that such a match 
would be very welcome to 
Stapleton, and yet I have 
more than once caught a look of the 
strongest disapprobation in his face when Sir 
Henry has been paying some attention to 
his sister. He is much attached to her, no 
doubt, and would lead a lonely life without 
her, but it would seem the height of selfish- 
ness if he were to stand in the way of her 
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making so brilliant a marriage. Yet I am 
certain that he does not wish their intimacy 
to ripen into love, and I have several times 
observed that he has taken pains to prevent 
them from being ¢é¢e-a-téte. By the way, 
your instructions to me never to allow Sir 
Henry to go out alone will become very 
much more onerous if a love affair were to be 
added to our other difficulties. My popu- 
larity would soon suffer if I were to carry out 
your orders to the letter. 

The other day—Thursday, to be more 
exact—Dr. Mortimer lunched with us. He 
has been excavating a barrow at Long Down, 
and has got a prehistoric skull which fills 
him with great joy. Never was. there such 
a single-minded enthusiast as he! The 


‘OTHE YEW ALLEY.” 


Stapletons came in afterwards, and the good 
doctor took us all to the Yew Alley, at Sir 
Henry’s request, to show us exactly how 
everything occurred upon that fatal night. 
It is a long, dismal walk, the Yew Alley, 
between two high walls of clipped hedge, 
with a narrow band of grass upon either 
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side. At the far end is an old, tumble-down 
summer-house. Half-way down is the moor- 
gate, where the old gentleman left his cigar- 
ash. It is a white wooden gate with a latch. 
Beyond it lies the wide moor. I remembered 
your theory of the affair and tried to picture 
all that had occurred. As the old man stood 
there he saw something coming across the 
moor, something which terrified him so that 
he lost his wits, and ran and ran until he 
died of sheer horror and exhaustion. ‘There 
was the long, gloomy tunnel down which he 
fled. And from what? A sheep-dog of the 
moor? Or a spectral hound, black, silent, 
and monstrous? Was there a human agency 
in the matter? ‘Did the pale, watchful 
Barrymore know more than he cared to say? 
It was all dim-and vague, but always there is 
the dark shadow of crime behind it. 

One other neighbour I have met since I 
wrote last. This is Mr. Frankland, of Lafter 
Hall, who lives some four miles to the south 
of us. He is an elderly man, red faced, 
white haired, and choleric. His passion is 
for the British law, and he has spent a large 
fortune in litigation. He fights for the mere 
pleasure of fighting, and is equally ready to 
take up either side of a question, so that- it 
is no wonder that he has found it a’costly 
amusement. Sometimes he will shut up*a 
right of way and defy the parish: to make 
him open it. At others he will with his own 
hands tear down some other man’s gaterand 
declare that a path has existed there from 
time immemorial, defying the owner to 
prosecute him for trespass. He is learned 
in old manorial and cémmunal rights, and he 
applies his knowledge sometimes in favour 
of the villagers of Fernworthy and some- 
times against them, so that he is periodically 
either carried in triumph down the village 
street or else burned in effigy, according 
to his latest exploit. He is said to have 
about seven lawsuits upon his hands at 
present, which will probably swallow up 
the remainder of his fortune and so draw 
his sting and leave him harmless for the 
future. Apart from the law he ‘seems a 
kindly, good-natured person, and I only 
mention him because you were particular 


that I should send some description of the | 


people who surround us. He is curiously 
employed at present, for, being an amateur 
astronomer, he has an excellent telescope, 
with which he lies upon the roof of his own 
house and sweeps the moor all day in the 
hope of catching a glimpse of the escaped 
convict. If he would confine his energies to 


this all would be well, but there are rumours 
Vol. xxii.— 64. 
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that he intends to prosecute Dr. Mortimer 
for opening a grave without the consent of 
the next-of-kin, because he dug up the 
neolithic skull in the barrow on Long 
Down. He helps to keep our lives from 
being monotonous and gives a little comic 
relief where it is badly needed. 

And now, having brought you up to date 
in the escaped convict, the Stapletons, Dr. 
Mortimer, and Frankland, of Lafter Hall, 
let me end on that which is most important 
and tell you more about the Barrymores, and 
especially about the surprising development 
of last night. 

First of all about the test telegram, which 
you sent from London in order to make sure 
that Barrymore was really here. I have 
already explained that the testimony of the 
postmaster shows that the test was worthless 
and that we have no proof one way or the 
other. I told Sir Henry how the matter 
stood, and he at once, in his downright 
fashion, had Barrymore up and asked him 
whether he had received the telegram him- 
self. Barrymore said that he had. 

“Did the boy deliver it into your own 
hands ? ” asked Sir Henry. 

Barrymore looked surprised, and considered 
for a little time. 

“ No,” said he, “I was in the box-room at 
the time, and my wife brought it up to me.” 

“ Did you answer it yourself ? ” 

“No; I told my wife what to answer and 
she went down to write it.” 

In the evening he recurred to the subject 
of his own accord. 

“ I could not quite understand the object 
of your questions this morning, Sir Henry,” 
said he. “I trust that they do not mean 
that I have done anything to forfeit your 
confidence ?” 

Sir Henry had to assure him that it was 
not so and pacify him by giving him a con- 
siderable part of his old wardrobe, the London 
outfit having now all arrived. 

Mrs. Barrymore is of interest to me. She 
is a heavy, solid person, very limited, in- 
tensely respectable, and inclined to be puri- 
tanical. You could hardly conceive a less 
emotional subject. Yet I have told you how, 
on the first night here, I heard her sobbing 
bitterly, and since then I have more than 
once observed traces of tears upon her face. 
Some deep sorrow gnaws ever at her heart. 
Sometimes I wonder if she has a guilty 
memory which haunts her, and sometimes I 
suspect Barrymore of being a domestit 
tyrant. I have always felt that there was 
something singular and questionable in this 
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man’s character, but the adventure of last 
night brings all my suspicions to a head. 

And yet it may seem a small matter in 
itself. You are aware that I am not a very 
sound sleeper, and since I have been on 
guard in this house my slumbers have been 
lighter than ever. Last night, about two in 
the morning, I was aroused by a stealthy 
step passing my room. I rose, opened my 
door, and peeped out. A long black 
shadow was trailing down the 
corridor. It was thrown by a 
man who walked softly down 
the passage with a candle held 
in his hand. He was in shirt 
and trousers, with no covering to 
his feet. I could merely see the 
outline, but his height told me 
that it was Barrymore. He walked 
very slowly and circumspectly, and 
there was something indescribably 
guilty and furtive in his whole 
appearance. 

I have told you that the corridor 
is broken by the balcony which 
runs round the hall, but that it is 
resumed upon the farther side. I 
waited until he had passed out of 
sight and then I followed him. 
When I came round the balcony 
he had reached the end of the 
farther corridor, and I could see 
from the glimmer of light through 
an open door that he had entered 
one of the rooms. Now, all these 
rooms are unfurnished and un- 
occupied, so that his expedition 
became more mysterious than 
ever. The light shone steadily 
as if he were standing motionless. 
I crept down the passage as noise- 
lessly as I could and peeped round 
the corner of the door. 

Barrymore was crouching at 
the window with the candle held 
against the glass. His profile was 
half turned towards me, and his 
face seemed to be rigid with expectation as 
he stared out into the blackness of the moor. 
For some minutes he stood watching intently. 
Then he gave a deep groan and with an im- 
patient gesture he put out the light. Instantly 
I made my way back to my room, and very 
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shortly came the stealthy steps passing once 
more upon their return journey. Long after 
wards when I had fallen into a light sleep! 
heard a key turn somewhere in a lock, but I 
could not tell whence the sound came. What 
it all means I cannot guess, but there is some 
secret business going on in this house of | 
gloom which sooner or later we shall get to 

the bottom of. Ido not trouble you with my 


theories, for you asked me to furnish you 


“(HE STARED OUT INTO THE BLACKNESS.” 


only with facts. I have had a long talk wit! 
Sir Henry this morning, and we have made é 
plan of campaign founded upon my observ# 
tions of last night. I will not speak about ' 
just now, but it should make my next repo" 
interesting reading. 


(To be continued.) 








A Queer Guide - Book. 


By LEONARD LARKIN. 


IXTY miles from Tokio, the 
Japanese capital, lies the vil- 
lage and district of Hakoné, a 
much-favoured holiday resort, 
with its mountains, its mineral 
springs, its great lake, and its 
magnificent scenery. But though the scenery 
is magnificent, the mountains magnificent, the 
lake, the springs, and the rest all equally 
magnificent, it may be doubted if Hakoné 
has ever produced 
anything else quite 
so magnificent as 
a certain little 
“Guide” to the 
district, which was 
published a year 
or two ago. The 
little manual is in 
English, in quite 
correct, gram- 
matical English, 
almost always, but 
in such English as 
you shall see, and 
shall read without 
a grin if you can. 
Come then, let us 
to Hakoné, under 
guidance of the 
accomplished 
Japanese gentle- 
man ¿who here 
makes his bow as 
a man of English 
letters. 

We must climb, it seems, to get to 
Hakoné. Many difficulties must be endured 
by travellers, we are told, but then—‘ the 
result of toleration is pleasure.” Just so. 
The phrase reads at first like a profound 
doctrine, needing much thinking out, but it 
only means that the fun is worth the trouble. 
The highest of the Hakoné mountains is 
Komaga-daké, once a flaming volcano ; “ but 
lately,” says the guide, “its activity became 
quite absent.” And the worst of it is that 
nobody seems to know where it has gone. 
But to come to the centre of the beauties of 
Hakoné, the village itself. ‘ Although the 
village has not so much population,” says 
Mr. Tsuchiya, the writer, “the degree of 
livelihood of the inhabitants is compara- 
tively excellent” ; and as you read it you are 
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inwardly delighted to find the population so 
excellently lively. But that is probably because 
of the air. “ Draught of pure air,” the report 
goes on, “ suspends no poisonous mixture, and 
always cleanses the defilement of our spirit. 
During the winter days the coldness robs up 
all pleasures from our hands, but at the 
summer months they are set free.” And here 
we perceive that gradual gliding into poetic 
enthusiasm that is to furnish us with the 





“DURING THE WINTER DAYS THE COLDNESS ROBS UP ALL PLEASURES FROM OUR HANDS.” 


purest delights of our little book ; and though 
one may be afflicted with some doubt as to 
whether it is our hands that are set free in 
the summer months, or merely the pleasures 
that have been robbed up from them, or 
whether it is our hands that have set free the 
defilement of our coldness because the spirit 
has been robbed up from all this poisonous 
mixture—but there, let us pass on to consider 
the scenery. 

“Whenever we visit this place”—I am 
quoting again—‘“‘the first pleasure to be 
longed is the view of Fuji Mountain, and its 
summit is covered with permanent undissolv- 
ing snow, and its regular configuration hanging 
down the sky like an opened white fan, may 
be looked long at equal shape from several 
regions surrounding it. Everyone who saw 
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it ever has nothing but applause. It casts 
the shadow in a contrary direction on still 
glassy face of lake... . Buildings of Im- 
perial Solitary Palace, scenery of Gongen, 
all are spontaneous pictures. Wind proper in 
quantity, suits to our boat to slip by sail, and 
moonlight shining on the sky shivers quartzy 
lustre over ripples of the lake. The cuckoo 
singing near by our hotel, plays on a harp, 
and the gulls flying about to and fro seek 
their food in the 
waves. All these 
panorama may 
be gathered only 
in this place.” 

There — isn’t 
it lovely? De- 
lighted as I was 
with Hakoné 
when I saw it 
myself, I confess 
I didn’t gather 
all these pano- 
rama. I fear I 
missed my oppor- 
tunities. It never 
struck me to sus- 
pect the moon- 
light of shivering 
quartzy lustre— 
or, indeed, of 
shivering at all — 
and not a sou! 
informed me of 
the accomplished 
cuckoo that plays 
on a harp. But 
I shall ever bit- 
terly regret that I 
never caught that 
cuckoo. 

A little later in 
the book we are 
told of various 
excursions in the 
district. Travelling towards Hata we come 
to Oidaira, the name meaning “ Old Man’s 
Plain.” And here we get a moral story. 
“There is a narrative now remained about 
the name Oida‘ra which I will tell you a little. 
Atan ancient period, a youth called Urashima 
Taro ever passed here, and rested himself 
from his labour. Within his baggages he 
had a box which he was left from his wife 
with whom he had lived happily, and which 
he was strictly decreed never to open what- 
ever be the case and that if it be opposed 
he will become old. But he forgot of his 
wifes decretive words. He opened the 
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box. The lid was cast into front mountain 
and the box into hind mountain. Suddenly 
his face wrinkled, his beard became white, 
his loins bent as shrimp, and all blessings 
disappeared at once. On that account, 
mountain to which he cast the. box. was 
called Bunko-yama which Japanese means 
‘Mountain of box’ and that of lid was 
called Futago-yama of which pronunciation 
is in like sound with ‘lid’ in Japanese, and 
this flat place was 
named Oidaira 
as I have just 
spoken.” A sad 
story, of which 
the chief morl 
is, no doubt, that 
you must nol 
forget of your 
wife’s — decretive 
words, especially 
in the matter of 
baggages ; and 
that, if you do. 
you must not be 
surprised if all 
blessings dis- 
appear at once, 
including the un 
shrimplike recti 
tude of your 
loins. 

But if we leave 
Hakoné in th 
opposite direc- 
tion to that lead 
ing to Oidaira we 
shall be on the 
road to Settai. 
“The more we 
go forward the 
lower the ground 
becomes.” Asto 
Settai, “in former 
ages the horses 
passing through this place received bestow 
ment of the bean ” (clearly a case of “giving 
’em beans”); “but at the present time the 
alms of tea are given to everyone who 
travels on this mountain instead of giving 
compassion to horses.” So that it woul 
seem that if you chose to travel on this 
mountain in preference to giving com 
passion (or beans) to horses, you maj 
legally claim “alms of tea.” ‘Though wh 
travelling on the mountains should be ir 
compatible with giving compassion (or eve" 
beans) to horses is not made quite clear 
“ However, Mishima” (a place farther on th 
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route) “is a small town busy of one’s own 
occupation, and there may be the perfect 
convenience of all wants desired for.” 

This latter route was westward ; but if we 
travel south of Hakoné, at about seven miles 
out we shall come to a high place where 
“unbounded prospects in every direction of 
land and sea may be looked down distinctly.” 
On the whole the beautiful views about the 
neighbourhood are summed up thus: “It 
was already described that all the mountain 
sceneries in Hakoné are very agreeable to us, 
but especially there may be eight sceneries 


picked out. 1. The snow-crowned view of 
Koma-ga-daké. 2. The evening twilight of 
Togashima. 3 The flowing lanterns on the 


waves of Ashi Lake.” (What is a flowing 
lantern, and how does it get on among the 
waves?) “4. The wild geese flying down 
near Sanada-yama. 5. The moonlight shin- 
ing upon kKurakaké-yama. 6. The wild 
ducks swimming about Kasumiga-ura in 
light-hearted manner.” (Perhaps they had 
been reading Mr. Tsuchiya’s guide-book.) 
“7. The blossoms of azalea or tsutsuji flower- 
ing upon Byobu-yama. 8. The ship putting 
fire- woods into when the weather snows.” 
Which last combined feat of nautical 
gymnastics and meteorological display ought 
to bring visitors from everywhere, stop the 
moonlight shivering, and even induce the 
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cuckoo to drop the harp on which he plays 
near our hotel. 

Hakoné is well provided with religious 
institutions. In addition to the Shinto 
temple where, a few years ago, two Royal 
princesses came “on their amusing excur- 
sion,” there are four Buddhist temples, while 
“for the Christian religion, there is a teaching 
hall to its devouts.” In the forest near the 
lake there is another Shinto temple, which 
has been instituted two thousand years. But, 
sad to relate, “seven hundred years ago the 
temples, halls, and other chambers were 
flamed up totally. After a few years all 
buildings are rebuilt as previous. ‘Two hun- 
dred years had elapsed without an accident, 
and then the battle of Odawara happened, and 
the solemn places were placed into fire.” But 
they were built once more, and stiil stand, 
and they contain many valuable and rare 
relics. “If you ask courteously to their 
keeper, you shall have an honour to look at 
them.” 

Speaking of the lake, our guide tells us (or 
asks us) this: ‘The old withered cedar-trees 
about 2ft. or 3ft. in diameter sink vertically 
or transversely on the bottom of the lake. 
Why are they immerging to the lake? A 
slight research will easily give you a reason.” 

As to the history of Hakoné, we learn most” 
as to what happened at the revolution. 
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“Frequently the violent wars were battled 
here in ancient times. I will only describe 
the latest battle struggled at Hakoné. At 
May of the first year of Meiji about thirty 
years ago from the present, two feudal and 
military chiefs engaged in battle on Hakoné 
mountain. One of them was Okubo Kagano- 
Kami the lord of Odawara-han, and other 
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(Poor chap! I have almost missed my own 
over that sentence.) ‘‘ He was defeated very 
badly, and retired to Yumoto. Secondly, he 
ran back to Hakoné, defeated by enemy. By 
violent pursuit of Imperial Army he was 
finally obliged to run to Ajiro about four 
miles south from Atami, and thence to 
escape to his own previous dominion. 





“ FREQUENTLY THE VIOLENT WARS WERE BATTLED HERE IN ANCIENT TIMES,” 


was Shonosuké Hayashi, lord of Boshu ; and 
the former belonged to Imperial Army and 
the latter was in Shogun’s side. One time, 
Hayashi staid at Numadzu and held a good 
many soldiers. Leading them, he passed 
Mishima and came to Hakoné.” ; 

Here, it seems, he wished to pass a certain 
barrier-gate, but Okubo wouldn’t hear of it. 
“He durst to pass through it by military 
power ” ; and at once, it would seem, all was 
gas and gaiters, so to speak. ‘Then the 
battle was instigated, and instantly guns were 
fired.” The civil population took to their 
heels and hid among the hills. The guardians 
of the gate were outnumbered and retreated 
to the castle of Odawara, followed by 
Hayashi. “Taking advantage of victory, he 
advanced his army to destroy them.” But, 
alas! the destruction failed to come off. 
“He missed unexpectedly his cogitation.” 
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Thenceforth the construction of perfect Im- 
perial government by the revolution of 
Meiji placed the nation out of impetuous 
struggles of Feudalism. And this ruin was 
remained to` endless fancy.” Well, well 
perhaps it was. 

‘In taking an affectionate leave of Mr. 
Tsuchiya and his guide-book, let us not seem 
too censorious. It is a terribly difficult thing 
for a Japanese to learn to write even 
moderately good English, and Mr. Tsuchiya 
(who is properly modest in his preface) bas 
made his meaning very clear through most of 
his little book, though, as we have seen, 
there are a few places here and there where 
he has missed unexpectedly his cogitation. 
And probably there are not a dozen English- 
men in the world who could have written 
the thing in Japanese half as well as Mr- 
Tsuchiya has written it in English. 
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The Friends’ Trysting-Place. 
By G. H. PAGE. 


3, AYMOND, the young English 
|| tourist, sat on the terrace of 
Jj the only hotel of Etréport 
| overlooking the sea, which, 
44 immeasurable, very calm, and 
of the positive blue which is 
never seen from our own shores, flowed in 
foamless and silent to press insatiable kisses 
upon a silver strand. 3 

He had driven over from _ Bellefonds, 
which he had reached by the afternoon boat, 
and while he drank a glass of lager beer old 
Dupont, the landlord, who remembered him 
from his previous visit of two years since, 
stood and chatted to him with French 
cordiality and 
ease. 

Dupont ex- 
pected a very good 
season, in antici- 
pation of which 
he begged Ray- 
mond to observe 
he had built an 
additional wing. 
But so far the 
season had not 
begun. Monsieur 
was the first 
English tourist to 
arrive. At pre- 
sent he had only 
French visitors— 
a family from 
Bellefonds and 
two or three r 
people from Paris. B- uigu 

As he spoke the je 
hotel omnibus — which goes when needed to 
meet the trains at Petit Charmettes—appeared 
round the corner of the house, and with 
tremendous whip-cracking, sharp and resonant 
as pistol-shots, drew up at the inn door. 

Arthur, the cook’s underling, climbed down 
from his seat behind the driver, who handed 
him from the roof two big baskets of food- 
stuff, while Dupont rushed over to open the 
omnibus door for the inside passengers. A 
gentleman and two ladies got out, and from 
their casual, unobservant manner, and the 
fact that they had no luggage, Raymond con- 
cluded these were some of the hotel guests, 
who had been away on a day’s excursion. 

. After a few words with Dupont the new 
arrivals went indoors, and Dupont returned 
to Raymond. 
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“ Your visitors?” inquired the young man. 

“ Yes, my Parisians,” said the landlord. 
“ They have been to-day into Gex on business, 
and terrible business, too. Ah, a sad tale!” 

He took a chair opposite Raymond and 
leaned his arms confidentially upon the 
table, while his puckered old face blossomed 
out with the pleasure of finding a fresh ear 
into which to pour an oft-told story. 

“You saw those two ladies in deep 
mourning, did you not? That is Mme. 
Maréchal and Mlle. Léonie, her daughter, a 
very beautiful girl, let me tell you, although 
at the present moment overwhelmed with 
crape and a natural grief. Why? For a 





“YOU SAW THOSE TWO LADIES IN DEEP MOURNING, DID 
you nor?” 


very good reason. ‘The only son of the elder 
lady, the only brother of the young one, dis- 
appeared six months ago—oh! but disap- 
peared so utterly and so incomprehensibly 
that his death is morally certain. Nothing 
but his death could have prevented ‘him ` 
during all these months from communicating 
with his family ; and, as you see, his mother 
and sister have given up all hope and have 
put on mourning for him. 

“ Now,” continued Dupont, moistening his 
lips to better relish that luxury of woe which 
the outsider enjoys in the tragedy which does 
not touch him personally, “ the worst of it is 
that I—I who speak to you—am in some 
degree responsible for the death of that 
young man!” 


Raymond took care to look suitably 
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astonished and impressed, and the other 
proceeded with his tale. 

“Six months ago Mr. Victor Maréchal 
was staying in this house, and I had given 
him No. 7, which is the room next to the 
one I have to-day given you. He was a 
charming young fellow, very gay and friendly, 
and just as fond of roaming in the forest as 
you are yourself, which ought to be a warning 
to you, if you'll excuse my saying so. He 
would be off at ten in the morning and not 
return till six at night, having had nothing 
but just a bar of chocolate and a hunch of 
bread taken with him in his pocket. And if it 
vexed me that he should miss his midday meal, 
it was certainly only for his own sake, since 
he paid me weekly full board at eight francs 
a day, wine included. But he would come 
home at six at night, as I have said, hungry 
as a wolf, and having dined, sipped a liqueur, 
and smoked a couple of cigarettes, would 
go to bed and sleep like one of God’s blessed 
saints until the short hand of the clock got 
round to six again, Then up to sort, and 
prepare, and classify the plants and insects he 
had brought in the day before—for he was an 
entomologist and botanist, was poor Mr. 
Victor—and so off again. 

“ Now, one night he didn’t return, and the 
rain having come on heavily in the afternoon 
—it was on the second Friday in October 
last year that this happened, and the 
thirteenth of the month too, as my wife after- 
wards pointed out to me—we supposed he 
had found himself weather-bound some miles 
away, and had sought shelter elsewhere. We 
didn’t begin to get uneasy until next day, but 
when another night passed, and we got no 
word of him, we naturally set inquiries on 
foot. All, however, to no purpose. Nota 
trace of him could be found. Finally, 
although the authorities took the matter 
up, nothing definite has been discovered 
concerning his fate from that day to 
this. 

“To be sure, very strong suspicions are 
entertained against a certain Leroy and his 
wife. Young Maréchal was last seen alive by 
a waggoner, going in at their door. In con- 
sequence the couple are this moment in 
prison at Gex, waiting their interrogations by 
the Public Prosecutor. And it is on this 
account that Mme. Maréchal and her 
daughter are here, while the gentleman whom 
you may have observed with them is Maitre 
Puivert, their advocate, and a nephew by 
marriage of the old lady’s.” 

“But who are these Leroys?” Raymond 
wanted to know. “And for what reason are 
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they suspected of murdering an inoffensive 
young entomologist ?” 

Dupont was only too pleased to explain. 

“During your wanderings in the forest,’ 
said he —‘‘ wanderings which, for the future, 
I should hope, you will not have the’ tementy 
to repeat, did you ever happen to come 
across a miserable little hovel of a dilapi- 
dated inn called by the sign of The Friends’ 
Trysting-Place ? A singularly inappropriate 
name surely, for the lair of such bandits as 
the Leroys! But although they have en- 
joyed a bad reputation for years, nothing so 
far has been proved against them. Ha! 
You do know them, I see?” 

For Raymond, with his glass at his lips 
suddenly placed it down upon the table, and 
was leaning forward with animation in his 
eyes. Yet he answered with assumed indif 
ference. 

“T seem to remember suchan inn. About 
five miles to the north-west of this, is it not, 
a whitewashed house, of two stories, stand- 
ing back from the road in a sort of little 
clearing ? ” 

“That’s it,” Dupont assented, and went 
on to give details of Leroy’s appearance, of 
the appearance of his wife, of the stones 
already current to their discredit, and of the 
probable motives for the crime, if crime !t 
was. 

“Mr. Victor carried his money always 
about his person in bank-notes. Inadvert- 
ently he may have allowed these to be seen. 
Anyhow, he has been traced to the door ot 
the inn. A wood-cutter has come forward to 
depose that he observed a young man 
answering to Maréchal’s description ¿nter the 
house on the night of October the 13ih. 1 he 
Leroys admit that a young man had of 
that evening dined there. But they insist 
that he left them, after dinner, in spite of the 
rain, because the house was full, and they 
have produced two persons, waggoners, whe 
have been able to prove that they actually 
occupied the only two guest-rooms which the 
inn contained on the night in question.” 

And Dupont divagated down this channel of 
surmise and that of suspicion, while Raymon¢ 
appeared to be giving him his whole attention. 
But in reality he was listening to another 
voice, an infinitely more engrossing voice, 
the voice of memory, which, bit by bit, w35 
bringing back to him every detail of a strange 
adventure, and of a still stranger dream, which 
he had experienced while staying in that pst 
of the country, over two years ago. 


Two years ago he was tramping throu; 
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the forest of La Lande, and wheeling before 
him his bicycle, which had come to grief. 
He had already ridden thirty miles out, and 
seventeen back towards Etréport, when the 
accident happened. He had walked another 
seven, and he was so utterly fagged out that 
had the night promised dryness he would 
have lain down there where he stood and 
slept till morning. 
But the evening was 
misty and cold; the 
early spring foliage 
was not sufficiently 
thick to afford any 
protection overhead ; 
and the ground, 
owing to rain on the 
previous day, was too 


damp for comfort 
underfoot. Besides, 
he was extremely 
hungry. The only 
thing to do was to 
plod on until he 
came to some 


human habitation 
where he could 
obtain food and at 
least a shake-down. 

The dusk deep- 
ened, the road 
seemed to stretch 
out to eternity, his 
leaden feet held him 
to earth, but he 
walked on determin- 
ately, nevertheless. 

All the same he was counting how many 
more steps he could take before giving in, 
when suddenly the forest trees seemed to 
draw together, to disclose a vacant space in 
which huddled some vague buildings, from 
one of which came a blessed gleam of 
light. 

As he approached this light he saw that it 
shone from the unshuttered window of a low 
house, which, if he did not mistake the signs, 
was a wayside inn. 

The discovery made him knock at the door 
with assurance, although he would have 
knocked with the resolution of having it 
opened to him in any case, for, with the 
rain beginning to fall again as the night 
advanced, it was no moment for standing on 
ceremony. 

When, therefore, the door was partially 
opened by a burly, swart-faced man, Raymond 
pushed in without waiting for the welcoming 


word which did not come. 
Vol. xxii.—65. 
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He leaned his cycle against the wall and 
looked round an apartment—half eating- 
room, half kitchen, and wholly unattractive. 

Some stained tables and wooden benches, 
a floor covered with grey dirt which once 
might have been clean sand, and a large 
number of spittoons comprised the entire 
furniture and decoration. A couple of logs 




















“HE LEANED HIS CYCLE AGAINST THE WALL AND LOOKED ROUND.” 


smouldered on the hearth, and an evil-smell- 
ing kerosene lamp, with an opaline shade, 
hung from the ceiling. 

Two persons occupied the room, the man 
who had opened the door—evidently the 
innkeeper—and a stout, dark, squat little 
woman of repellent visage. 

Raymond wondered what sort of a living 
these two could make, since surely direful 
necessity alone such as his was could ever 
keep them a customer. Even so, he hesitated 
a moment as to whether he would not merely 
ask for something to eat and take leave again. 

But a rain-gust flinging itself against the 
windows made him dismiss the fastidious 
idea. 

At his request the woman brought him 
food—of a sort—hesitated when he asked for 
a bed, and consulted her husband with 
furtive eyes. The couple had a most dis- 
quieting habit of speaking to each other in 
silence.” Most of the time they kept their 
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gaze suspiciously fixed upon their guest, but 
every now and then they turned to interlock 
glances, and it was impossible not to suspect 
that some unspoken communication passed 
between them. 

Now, after her pause, the woman, in- 
structed evidently by her husband, replied 
that if the gentleman could put up with a 
very poor bedroom they had one at his 
disposal, but that they did not lay them- 
selves out to accommodate visitors for the 
night, and the only decent room the house 
contained they occupied themselves. The 
one which they could give monsieur had 
a bed in it certainly, but it was over the 
stable, it was very bare, it was—— 

Raymond cut short her litany of its 
deficiencies by his cheerful assurance that it 
would do perfectly well, and having finished 
his supper announced his desire to go to 
bed at once. 

Taking the lamp out of its swinging ring 
and leaving the room and her husband in 
more than semi-darkness, the woman led the 
way upstairs, then through a long and narrow 
passage, which now mounted a step or two, 
now descended again, to a small room at the 
farthest end of it; a lonely and dilapidated 
little room with a dormer window and a 
slanting roof. 

There was no curtain to the window, no 
carpet on the floor, no furniture but one 
rickety, rush-bottomed chair, a pedestal 
table, a washstand holding a chipped basin 
and a handleless ewer, and a pallet bed. 
But Raymond noticed that the sheets were 
exquisitely white and clean, while the room 
was rain-proof at least. So, well disposed to 
make the best of the circumstances, he bade 
the woman a pleasant “ good-night.” 

It was not until her retreating footsteps 
were no longer heard along the passage that 
he realized she had left him neither matches 
nor a candle, but had set the lamp down 
upon the table and gone away in the dark. 
However, it did not signify, since matches 
he had in his own pocket, and should he 
need the lamp again after extinguishing it, it 
would not be an affair of much difficulty to 
re-light it. , 

But first, by an instinct of prudence which 
surprised himself, he began by carefully 
examining the room and turning the key in 
the door. 

The examination of the room led to the 
finding of a cupboard in which hung some 
frouzy garments, and on pushing these aside 
Raymond was startled to discover that in the 
back of the cupboard there was a second 
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door. To this door there was a lock, but no 
key or any other means of fastening it, and 
it opened inwards, though with difficulty, on 
account of the heavy winter clothes hanging 
over it. 

Where it led to he felt too tired to investi- 
gate, almost too tired to care ; yet he carried 
the washstand inside the cupboard and set 
it against the inner door, arranging the 
crockery in such a manner that the door 
could not be opened without causing clatter 
sufficient to awaken him, and then, satisfied 
with his precautions, he turned the lamp- 
flame down, let it flicker out, and in two 
minutes was fast asleep. 

He awoke very suddenly. 

For how long he had slept he could form 
no idea. The room was completely dark 
and the silence was profound. 

Yet he had a conviction that he had been 
awakened bya noise within the cupboard. 
He listened attentively, and surely heard 
someone gently trying the handle of the 


, inner door. 


“Who's there?” he shouted, and struck 2 
match. 

All was still. 

With some difficulty he removed the lamp’s 
chimney, re-lighted the wick, and when it 
burned steady took it over to the cupboard. 
Everything remained as he had arranged it— 
not a sound broke the silence, not a mouse 
stirred. 

He came to the conclusion that he had 
dreamed the noise of the turned handle, and 
with sufficient vividness to wake himself up. 

Nevertheless, he now added the table and 
chair to the barricade within the cupboard, 
put the lamp down on the floor by the 
window to burn itself out, and went back to 
bed, to again fall asleep. 

But now he dreamed a dream which was 
so consequent in its happenings, and which 
remained so clearly impressed upon his mind 
next morning, that he could call it up with 
absolute accuracy of detail across the inter- 
vening years. f 

In this dream he stood in the sordid attic, 
and a man, either himself or another, lay 
sleeping in the bed. And while he looked 
curiously at the sleeper, trying to make ou! 
his identity, there came again the noise al 
the cupboard’s inner door. 

Raymond fixed his eyes upon the door 
and saw it begin to move slowly inwards, 
until it stood wide open. Now a flash 0! 
yellow light showed the top rungs of @ 
ladder leading up to the threshold, and 4 
black abyss beyond. The innkeeper’s head 
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appeared, then his shoulders ; then he stepped 
through the aperture and, treading softly on 
list slippers and carrying a stable-lantern in 
his hand, came out into the room. Follow- 
ing him, equally soft-footed, came his sinister- 
looking wife. 

The two went over and stood together by 
the bed, and the woman, taking the lantern 
from her husband’s hand, held it so that its 
light streamed down upon the sleeper, and 








the man, drawing a knife from his belt, 
leaned over the unconscious victim and 
drove it into his heart. 

Now the man and woman, taking up the 
corpse by the head and feet, prepared to carry 
it down the way they had come up; but 
because they needed light, yet neither had 
a hand free, the man took the slender ring 
of the lantern between his teeth, and thus the 
two murderers lighted themselves down the 
ladder. 

Next Raymond heard the sound of a pick, 
pick, pick, picking on the stones in the stable 
below preparatory to digging the victim’s 
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grave, and he awoke in cold sweats of terror 
to find the sun streaming in through the 
curtainless window, and the innkeeper’s wife at 
the door with his morning coffee. gra he 
had no doubt that it was the sunlight upon 
his eyelids which had caused him to dream 
of the lantern, while the woman’s preliminary 
rap upon the door had been the stimulating 
cause of the entire dream. 

However, she was as repulsive-looking in 
the gay light of 
morning as she 
had been the night 
before. The coffee 
was vile and the 
appointments 
dirty. 

Raymond hur- 
ried through his 
dressing, paid his 
bill without com- 
ment on its extor- 
tionate items, and 
gave a prolonged 
whistle of relief 
when he got away 
into the road. 

Turning back to 
give a last look at 
the horrible inn, 
he now read its 
name, which he 
had not been able 
to do in the 
obscurity of the 
previous evening. 
And this name, 
painted in great 
brown letters from 
end to end of the 
whitewashed front, 
was “ The Friends’ 
Trysting-Place.” 





; “ But monsieur 
is not listening to me?” complained old 
Dupont, somewhat piqued. 

“On the contrary,” Raymond replied, 
courteously, “I have listened with the 
deepest attention, since I have reason to be 
extremely interested in what you have told 
me. But there comes Maître Puivert from 
the house. You would do me a service in 
introducing me to him.” 

It was not difficult to get the young 
barrister to talk of the case which was 
engrossing his whole attention and that of 
the entire countryside, and Raymond listened 
so intelligently, and showed so much genuine 
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sympathy with the bereaved relatives, that 
Puivert insisted on making him known to 
Mme. Maréchal and her daughter. 

The elder lady was gentle, faded, and 
broken with grief. The young girl was 
beautiful, poignantly sad, yet at the same 
time full of energy and fire. 

The mother had resigned herself to the 
mystery which shrouded her son’s fate. The 
daughter rebelled against it. 

“ The Leroys are suspected by the police,” 
Mme. Maréchal explained as she talked 
the affair over with Raymond and her 
nephew on the terrace after dinner. ‘ But 
after all, it is a mere suspicion. And, indeed, 
how is it possible to believe that that man 
and his wife could have been guilty of so 
cold-blooded a crime?” 

“I shall never have a moment’s happiness 
again,” said the girl, “until we have proved 
that Victor has neither deserted us nor com- 
mitted suicide. These suggestions have been 
made. They are horrible. Victor adored 
us. He would never voluntarily have given 
those he loved one moment’s anxiety. Why 
should he abandon us? And he was happy, 
honourable, prosperous. Why should he 
take his own life ?” 

“This gentleman,” remarked Puivert, indi- 
cating Raymond, 
“has been telling 
me that he knows 
the inn, and that 
he fancies he 
knows the 
Leroys. It seems 
that he passed a 
night there him- 
self a few years 
ago.” 

“Ah, mon- 
sieur!” cried 
Léonie, clasping 
her hands, “if 
you could help 
us!” 

“My testi- 
mony, such as it 
is, only tells in 
the inn’s favour, 
since I slept 
there, had money 
in my pocket, yet 
came away next 
morning un- 
scathed.” 

He related the 
adventure over 
again as he had 
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already told it to Puivert, but neither then 
nor now did he touch upon the dream. 

“I think I should like to see these Leroys,” 
he said, aside, to Puivert, before parting that 
night, “If I were to come into Gex with 
you to-morrow, would it be possible to 
manage it for me?” 

“Not only possible, but easy.” And it 
was arranged that he should accompany the 
advocate into the examining judge’s room, 
and be present at the interrogation of the 
Leroys. 

Mlle. Léonie spoke to Raymond as the 
two men set off next morning. She and her 
mother, not being wanted in Gex, were 
going to spenda quiet day at Etréport. 

“If you can help us in any way to solve 
this dreadful mystery,” she told him, with 
swimming eyes, “you may reckon on our 
eternal gratitude.” 

“You may believe that I would do every- 
thing a man can,” Raymond assured her, 
“merely to win from you one kindiy 
thought.” 

He spoke so earnestly that she was 
surprised into a blush. 

He referred enthusiastically to Mlle. 
Léonie when he and Puivert were in the 
train together on the way to Gex. 
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“A very beautiful creature!” he said. 
“ But for a young girl her face is too sad.” 

“Ah! You should have known her before 
this affair,” answered the other. “Full of 
vivacity, blooming and smiling as Hebe. 
Well, we can do little for her but trust to 
time.” 

Raymond told himself he should like to 
aid time in winning her back to lighthearted- 
ness. 

Arrived at Gex he was enabled, through 
the influence of Puivert, to slip into the 
judge’s room, amongst the reporters and 
other minor officials, whence he might assist 
at the interrogations, himself unobserved. 

How well he remembered the man who 
was now brought in between two prison 
warders! The burly, swart-faced man with 
the bulls throat, the small, suspicious 
pig’s eyes, the muscular, hairy hands, every 
detail of whose appearance struck Raymond 
familiarly, as if not two years but two hours 
only lay between then and now. The rough 
voice in which Leroy answered the questions 
put him seemed never to have ceased snarling 
at Raymond’s ear. 

But the judge extracted nothing from these 
answers beyond a repetition of the already 
admitted facts. 

Yes. A gentleman Aad visited the inn on 
the night in question, had asked for a bed, 
and had been refused it, as the only two 
rooms available were already occupied by 
two waggoners (whose separate testiniony had 
confirmed the statement’s truth). The gentle- 
man, therefore, having eaten his supper, had 
paid and gone away, and that was all Leroy 
knew, so help him God ! 

He was removed that his wife might be 
introduced, and, brute-beast as was the man, 
about the woman there was something still 
more sinister. This stout, squat, dark little 
woman with the eyes set too close together, 
and the loose, cruel mouth, might well have 
served as the evil spirit of even such a ruffian 
as Leroy. If his was the hand to carry out 
their crimes, hers was the turpitude to 
suggest them. 

But the story concocted to save their 
necks from those crimes’ consequence had 
evidently been well rehearsed. Point for 
point, word for word, the woman repeated 
the asseverations of the man. The couple 
had been separated over two weeks, but not 
the discrepancy of a pin’s head could be 
found between the two tales. 

“No, my good monsieur,” she whined, 
“we had no bed to give the gentleman. 
Besides our own room we have but two 
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others, which were occupied on that night by 
two waggoners, Hugues and Rebelle. This 
is God’s truth, and they will tell you so 
themselves.” 

At this moment there was a movement 
among the reporters on the judge’s left. 
Raymond had pushed back his chair, risen, 
and now came forward. 

“ Pardon me, monsieur,” he said, bowing 
to the judge, “will you allow me to ask a 
question ? ” 

Then, turning to the woman, “ But your 
third room, the attic over the stable? Did 
you not put Victor Maréchal to sleep 
there ? ” 

Her mouth fell open as she stared at the 
speaker, but no word came. 

Raymond, however, answered for her, 
emphatically and fluently, as though he were 
become the mouthpiece of some superior 
force. 

“Yes!” he cried, “you put the un- 
fortunate young man to sleep in that little 
lonely attic room, separated from the rest of 
the house by a long passage, with nothing 
below him but the disused stable, so that his 
cries, if he should cry out, would not be 
heard. 

“ But you gave him no opportunity of 
crying out. You waited until he slept pro- 
foundly, and then you and your husband 
came up through the stable by the ladder 
leading to the cupboard’s secret door, and 
while you held the lantern to guide the blow, 
Leroy stabbed the victim in his sleep. 

“ After which the two of you carried the 
body down the way you had come to bury it 
beneath the flags of the stable floor; but 
because you needed light on the way down, 
and neither of you had a hand to spare, 
Leroy carried the lantern by holding the ring 
between his teeth.” 

The woman’s face had chanyed to the 
colour of ashes during this denunciation, 
while her eyes, globular and ringed with 
white, seemed to move forward from their 
sockets. 

“What! You were there, then?” she 
exclaimed. ‘You saw everything? But 
how is that possible?” 

A thrill ran through the room as these 
incriminating words were uttered and written 
down. 

Recognising the next instant her fatal 
blunder, the woman now took refuge in a 
savage silence, except when refusing in violent 
language to sign her deposition presently 
read over to her. 

But when it was read over to Leroy, 
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brought back to hear it after his wife’s 
removal to the cells, he, believing that she 
had betrayed him, fell into such red fury, and 
swore such horrible oaths that he would do 
for her when he got out, that he had to be 
gagged and manacled. 

He never, however, got out, for the charge 
was proved convincingly. The stable floor 
was taken up and the body of the victim 
discovered, as well as the bones of another 
unknown previous victim which had lain 
there for apparently four or five years. Leroy 
finished his career on the scaffold. His wife, 
the more guilty of the two, has also the harder 
doom, for she still lives in the convict prison 
for women at Noirlieu. 

These events, of course, followed later. 

The rest of the day on which Raymond 
had brought home the crime to its per- 
petrators was spent in animated discussion of 
the extraordinary means by which he had 
been enabled to do so. 
As he and Puivert were 
on their way back to 
Etréport the barrister 
could talk of nothing 
but the dream which he 
had heard for the first 
time narrated by Ray- 
mond before they left 
the court-house. 

“ Do you suppose that 
they intended to 
murder you too ?” 
he queried. 

“T have never 
been able to 
decide. Did I 
frustrate their 
plans by my barri- 
cade at the cup- 
board-door or did 
I merely dream the 
attempted eœn- 
trance, as I 
certainly dreamed 
the accomplished 
crime ?” 

“Then, again, 
was it a dream of premonition?” debated 
Puivert. “ Was it my poor cousin whom you 
fore-saw in the bed? Or was it the spirit of 
the earlier victim still haunting the place, and 
communicating itself to your spirit ? ” 

“Or mightn’t it simply be that the evil 
intentions brooding in the Leroys’ own 
minds, their mental rehearsal of the already 
familiar procedure, radiated out and entered 
my mind,” Raymond suggested, “as the wire- 
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less message enters the receiver? In these 
days of wireless telegraphy, of the Rontgen 
rays, and of the still more wonderful 
Becquerel rays, I don’t see how we are going 
to deny the possibility of telepathy too.” 

“Oh, we live in a world of marvellous 
possibilities,” Puivert conceded. “And no 
one can say what hitherto undiscovered 
powers and properties are nof lying close a 
hand. Indeed, the sum total of what we 
know, compared to all that is knowable, 
about equals, I suppose, the chicken’s know- 
ledge of the poultry-yard before he has 
chipped his way out of the shell!” 

Raymond sat wrapped in thought, and 
Puivert confidently expected something stimu- 
lating and abstruse to be contributed to the 
subject. But when he did speak it was with 
surprising irrelevancy. 

“Do you think,” said he, “that Mlle 
Léonie will ever recover her good spirits?’ 












‘f RAYMOND SAT WRAPPED IN THOUGHT.” 


Puivert was intensely disappointed, Jt 
bore up gallantly. 

“You and I will help my cousin to reco" 
them,” said he; and it would appear tha! 
Raymond’s thought did here radiate out m° 
the other’s mind, for Maitre Puivert receive? 
at that moment a clear mental picture of the 
not distant day when this pleasant-facet 
young Englishman would be able to claim 
him as cousin too. 
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7, HEN any great matter affecting 
a nation’s welfare arises it is 
sure to stir into action the 
p| latent potency of many indi- 
¥ vidual minds. So it has proved 





able war which has for so long a period 
ravaged South Africa. As fast as disasters 
or inconveniences accumulated men were 
ready with schemes by the adoption of which 
future misfortunes of a like character might 
be avoided. 

In the mechanical and inventive aspects 
of the matter keen and wonderful projects 
have been laid before 
military officers and 
others in kindred employ- 
ment, patent agents, and 
journalists who interest _ 
themselves in these sub-- 
jects. It has been my 
purpose to bring together 
for survey many objects 
of which the germs have | 
proceeded from a variety ` 
of minds, and I think | 
that the series embraces 
quite a unique assort- 
ment of ideas, to which 
without further prologue 
I will devote some atten- - 
tion. 

In the natural course 
of things the outfit of 
Tommy Atkins acquires 
first importance, and per- 
haps boots might be 
regarded as deserving 
of initial consideration, especially as it was 
once reported that many soldiers were prac- 
tically barefooted during certain periods of 
their protracted wanderings. 

In Nos. 1 and 2 we have a boot which can 
claim many merits. Consisting essentially 
of a pivoted and detachable sole, furnished 
with springs at the front and back, it is sup- 
posed .to reduce materially the exertion 
demanded in marching and to enable worn- 
Out soles to be easily and quickly replaced 
by others. Between the proper and the 
extra heels is a coiled spring, whilst a horse- 
shoe spring occupies a portion of the area 
between the toes. As the boot stands when 
off a foot it would appear as in No. 1, both 
heel and toe being slightly elevated above 
the additional sole. In use the hinder spring 
would tend to soften the tread as the heel 
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I AND 2.—A SPRING-BOOT FOR MAKING MARCHING 
EASY. 


met the ground, and. during the lifting of the 
heel the expansion of the spiral would help 
to relieve the tiresome weight occasioned 
when the body is supported merely on- the 
toes and a clear space necessarily exists 
below the heel. The effect of the front 
spring would be to lend assistance during 
the movements of the foot. Regarded from 
the cobbling point of view, it appears to offer 
substantial advantages. It is a weary and 
often impossible matter to attend to the 
repair of footgear during a march ; and here 
we have a neat solution of the difficulty. A 
stock of extra soles of various sizes should be 
selected for transport, and 
as fast as they became 
destroyed through hard 
wear they could be im- 
mediately replaced by 
new ones pivoted into 
proper position. 

Having dealt briefly 
with the feet we will 
ascend to a discourse 
concerning a quaint 
helmet. 

One of the acutest 
sufferings to which fight- 
ing men are subjected is 
undoubtedly the pro- 
longed deprivation of 
that essentially necessary 
commodity, water. The 
awful parched throat is 
a most agonizing thing 
for a marching soldier to 
endure. The wounded 
warrior, too, knows how 
frightful is the experience of an absence of 
water, for usually his first call is for some- 
thing to quench his intolerable thirst. This 
being the case, all ideas which have for their 
object the alleviation of this form of suffer- 
ing deserve due attention, however far- 
fetched they may appear at first sight. 

The suggestion embodied in Nos. 3 and 4, 
for instance, appears at first to be an 
outrageous and ludicrous one; but the 
apparently repellent features disappear when 
we fully consider its claims. 

The helmet may be so constructed that the 
lower portion of it really represents a narrow 
reservoir, this effect being produced by the 
addition of a secondary connection which 
fits over and outside the fundamental head- 
gear, being joined to it only along the base 
line, thus providing an intervening space. 
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Midway down this cunningly con- 
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during a review, and mere outward appearance 
should be regarded as trifling compared with the 
opportunities offered by the provision of a shield of 
some kind or other, however grotesque it might be. 
After all, a living soldier, however ludicrous he 
might appear to the caricaturists and other people 
with an eye for comicalities, would be far more 
valuable to those whom he served than a dead one. 

It may be argued that the use of shields would 
tend to diminish a soldier’s personal courage; but 
I think we need fear no effects of this kind. Asa 


matter of fact, 
the recipient of 
a bullet does not 
know who fired 
it (as a rule), so 
that the pluck 
required to face 
a shower of 
bullets is far 


trived cavity is to be a ring of 
carbon (or similarly suitable sub- 
stance) entirely surrounding the 
helmet. 

In districts where, during long 
marches, it was the exception to 
meet with water, but where an 
occasional shower of rain presented 
itself, a sufficiency of the liquid, in 
a purified condition, would be 
secured automatically, and without 
detrimental halting of the troops. 





different from 
that demanded 
to meet a bayo- 
net charge. This 
being a feature 
concerning 
which many 
arguments for 
and against 
could be ad 
duced, I will 








There is another merit borne 





by the contrivance, which is not WATER. 


an inconsiderable one. 


be accessible by means of 
a tiny tap inserted beneath 
the under-rear of the helmet. 
If the device be regarded 
impartially I think that it 
may justifiably be said to be 
worthy of adoption, either as 
it stands or in a modified 
form. A cup to hold the 
water might be screwed on 
to the top of the helmet, 
from which position it would 
be readily detachable. 

Why the soldiers body 
should not be amply pro- 
tected where possible, even 
at the sacrifice of dignity, is 
a question presenting a queer 
phase of mystery. Warriors, 
during battle, are not seen 
by spectators as they are 
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countries a helmet so partially filled. with 
water would serve as a_benefigiak cooling 
agent to the throbbing head of the soldier 
wearing it. The life-sustaining liquid would 





5.—A SPRING-FITTED WIRE SHIELD. 


47-THE HELMET GIVING OUT PURE FILTERED 


refrain from con- 
tinuing my 
meditations, and 





take the illustration No. 5 in hand. 

There, tha, shield buckled to the front of 
the soldier’s:body covers the most vulnerable 
spots, and, if the surmise of the inventor be 


correct, would prove a most 
beneficial protection. It 1s 
not intended to be composed 
merely of a sheet of netting, 
but is to be provided with 
small spiral coils at the 
junctions of the wires, the 
whole apparatus being ovet- 
laid with fine wire. The 
impact of the bullet would be 
toned down immediately 1t 
touched the resilient surface 
of the shield. In other 
words, the bullet would be 
thrust back by the springs. 
The climbing of forts and 
steep declivities is one € 
the most dangerous and 
hazardous tasks which fll 
to the lot of soldiers dut 
ing war time, and any ideas 
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which might be available for reducing diffi- 
culties of this nature deserve a warm 
welcome. Whether the strange notion 
pictured in No. 6 comes into a useful cate- 
gory or not is a point around which much 
difference of opinion will probably arise. 

The leather belt now 
used by a military man 
acts as an indispensable 
adjunct to his outfit, 
enabling many articles 
to receive a secure and 
steady attachment, which 
would be impossible in 
the case of its absence 
from the fighter’s waist. 
We will, therefore, regard 
the suggested item as a 
kind of secondary belt, 
to be composed of some 
strong and light metal. 
It is intended to be a 
kind of circular spring 
(somewhat similar to 
many patterns of ladies’ 
bracelets) fitted so that 
its ends, when united, 
could be locked im- 
movably together. The 
formation of the trellis- 
ladder would proceed by 
one belt or hoop being linked into a fellow 
one, and, after having been brought round 
as flat as possible with it, to be screwed up 
tight. In this manner each hoop would 
interlace with others in its own immediate 
vicinity, and, when several dozens had been 
so treated, a tolerably firm and convenient 
ladder would result, 
up which several 
men at once could 
swarm. Used as 
belts, extreme porta- 
bility would, of 
course, be insured, 
in contradistinction 
to the nuisance occa- 
sioned by cumbrous 
ladders. An addi- 
tional advantage 
may be cited on 
behalf of the contri- 
vance. Being worn 
continually upon the person, no delay would 
be caused, as might happen when ladders 
went astray, or failed to be brought up in 
time to the spot where they were required. 
We will suppose that under cover of the 


darkness the troops had successfully reached 
Vol. xxii.—66. 
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a coveted portion of the exterior of a fort. 
Silently the belts would be detached from 
the waists, and each soldier, would quickly 
interweave his belt into position with those 
adjacent to him. When men had been 
efficiently drilled into the methods of attach- 
ment the task of build- 
ing up a trellis-ladder 
many feet high and 
several yards long-would 
occupy only a few mo- 
ments of time, and dozens 
of attackers be enabled 
to ascend to advantageous 
positions along the battle- 
ments. 

Important and power- 
ful improvements are 
continually being effected 
in rifles, and it may be 
reasonably expected that 
at some time in the near 
future the long range 
attainable will exceed 
the limit to which clear 
vision will be enabled to 
seek an object to aim 
at. In sucha case some- 
thing similar to the pecu- 
liar device illustrated in 
No. 7 may be used. It 
consists, as will be seen, merely of a tele- 
scope affixed in an uplifted position to the 
rifle, so that sight and aim may be taken 
simultaneously at the otherwise invisible 
enemy. Of course, other parts of the rifle 
would need careful development in order to 
meet the alteration caused by the added 
features ; but this 
would not prove a 
very formidable task 
for inventors of mili- 
tary contrivances. 

While on the sub- 
ject of rifles I should 
like to direct the 
reader’s attention to 
a notion for. the 
existence of which, 
in a materialized 
form, there wouid 
seem to be scarcely 
any justification, 
even when judged from the brutal point of 
view. It is suggested that an object like 
that depicted in No. 8, having barbed 
frontal extensions, should be placed loosely 
over the muzzle of a rifle preparatory to 
firing it. The conical portion of it would . 
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come immediately over the muzzle of the 
gun. It is anticipated that a discharged 
bullet, as it sprang from the rifle, would carry 
the object impaled upon it, and impart 
equivalent energy to it. Seeing that a bullet 
itself can inflict effectual damage upon 
arriving at its desired destination, such an 
addition appears to be somewhat superfluous ; 
but it has been added to this catalogue on 
account of its unique formation and purpose. 

The crossing of streams is one of the most 
formidable obstacles encountered during an 
army’s progress, and the delay caused by the 
incidental awkwardness of the experience 
oftentimes results disastrously, giving un- 
desired oppor- 
tunities to the 
enemy. 

Much inge- 
nuity has been 
developed in 
efforts having 
for their object 
the provision 
of some worthily 
serviceable con- 
trivance with 
the aid of which 
quick, safe, and 
easy passage 
may be made 
across rivers ; 
but I think that 
the suggested. 
balloon bridge (No. 9) can claim novelty 
as a predominant feature of itself. 

Let us examine the thing thoroughly. To 
small balloons would be suspended strong 
and light, open-ended, oblong cars, instead 
of circular ones, built in such a way that one 
could be bolted and locked to a companion 
car, which in its turn could be similarly 
treated in connection with a third car, and so 
on. Upon the arrival of the troops at a spot 
suitable for the purpose the balloons would 
be inflated and the cars attached. Ex- 
tremely careful ballasting would necessarily 
be a most important requirement on the 
part of the operators ; but such capabilities 
are not impossible. When one car had been 
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so securely and properly fixed to the river's 
bank that the floor of the car was tolerably 
steady and level, the operators would guide a 
second balloon into position, and rigidly fasten 
its car to that already prepared for use. At 
this point there would be practically a single 
car, twice the size of the normal ones, 
supported by zwo balloons. In like manner 
a third one would be joined in line with 
the first two ; and then a fourth, fifth, sixth, 
and others successively until the opposite 
bank was reached, when the last one 
would require firm attachment to the land. 
During the construction of this quaint 
bridge the flooring or roadway, as it became 
resolved into shape, could be utilized as 4 
platform for the continuance of the work. 
The very delicate and varying ballasting 
required could be considerably aided by 
means of ballast-bags suspended from the 
balloons and resting on the river’s bottom, 
serving really as anchors. In this way % 
would be: possible to hold a balloon station- 
ary at any desired altitude. If needed a 
few feet higher, 
the mooring- 
rope would be 
allowed to 
lengthen ; whilst 
if the men 
wished to reach 
a lower eleva 
tion, the rope 
would be 
gathered in. 

Once formed, 
there would 
exist a solid, 
compact gang 
way over the 
river, the gas- 
bags having 
sufficed instead 
of scaffolding to support the various sections 
of the bridge during their manipulation. Tor- 
rential currents, which render pontoon bridge 
building unmanagable, would not prove very 
serious in connection with the kind of 
work with which I am now dealing, and this 
fact alone is warth some consideration. 
With modifications, not only rivers, but 
ravines, and gorges, and similar geographical 
torments, which are now regarded as absolutely 
impassable, could be negotiated. Strategical 
movements would thereby receive an advan 
tageous impetus. 

It would need actual experiment to demon 
strate the efficiency or futility, as the case 
might be, of the extraordinary contrivance 
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depicted in No. 10, and naturally such experi- 
ments would demand a risk to which few 
people would care to voluntarily expose them- 
selves. Theoretically, however, the inven- 
tion seems to possess unusual merits, being 
destined to serve as an obstructor to sundry 
bullets whose billets would otherwise be the 
human body in proximity to the apparatus. 
It is a very simple affair—nothing more, 
indeed, than a rapidly rotating wheel. It is 
supposed that should a soldier occupying a 
position behind it be fired at, the bullet 
would, immediately upon arrival at the wheel, 
be struck aside by the revolving fans. Whether 
such a desirable result would really ensue in 
connection with such a thing as a swiftly 
travelling bullet cannot be definitely declared ; 
but that apparently it would be quite possible 
may be understood by a simple experiment. 
If the reader will remove one of the wheels 
{rom a discarded clock (or, in fact, use any 
kind of open wheel), and spin it briskly upon 
a table, he will find that when a small object 
is dropped down on to 
the rotating wheel it is 
thrust violently aside, 
instead of falling through 
the meshes of the wheel. 
From analogy, something 
similar in effect might be 
expected on the part of a 
bullet coming into contact 
with one of the revolving 
wheels illustrated in No. 
10, provided that the 
motions of the latter were 
made with extreme speed. 
The motive force operat- 
ing a series of these 
barriers might reasonably 
be electricity, a power 
which will undoubtedly 
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be extensively utilized in future 
warfare. When quickly revolving 
this contrivance would not interfere 
with the view of a soldier, as there 
would appear before him seemingly 
a mere circular mist. His own bullet 
would, of course, be fired from be- 
tween a pair of the wheels, in the 
angle caused by their close proximity 
one to the other. 

Here, finally, is a newly devised 
shell of extreme originality. When 
fired from the gun it would resemble 
the object portrayed in No. rx. It 
consists of a hollow cone, to which 
are hinged a number of tubes like 
miniature cannons, each capable of 
discharging an explosive shell on its own 
account. Upon the shell arriving at its des- 
tination it would fall point downwards, the 
tubes would open out and point in every 





11.—A NOVEL COMPOUND SHELL. 


direction, and from them would issue the 
explosive shells scattering to all points of 
the compass, as shown in No. 12. In this 
manner a more disastrous result could be 
secured than by using a 
single large shell to ex- 
plode where it fell, for a 
vast area could be swept 
by these means. 

A soldier fully equipped 
in a uniform comprising 
the helmet, belt, shield, 
and bootsillustrated would 
certainly present a curious 
spectacle ; but from a 
utilitarian aspect there 
can be no denying his 
increased efficiency, and, 
after all, the soldier 
exists for quite a dif- 
erent reason than that 
of gratifying the eyes of 
artistic people. 
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BA OOD-BYE, darlings; I am so 
sorry to leave you on your 
holiday.” 


down to kiss a pair of rosy- 

70H cheeked boys. They hung 
round her neck affectionately. She did not 
seem to fear their little brown fingers would 
soil her immaculate lace dress. The kisses 
had an evil effect on her large picture-hat, 





but she soon rectified the trouble before a ` 


mirror in the hall. 

The day-school Teddy and Roy attended 
economized its holidays—a whole one proved 
a great event. 

Mrs. Stuart’s dainty little feet stepped into 
the victoria ; Teddy caught a glimpse of very 
high bronze heels, the colour of his mother’s 
hair in the sunlight. 

“You have a treat in store to-day,” she 
said. “ Don’t forget you lunch with Uncle 
Robert.” 


? 


Digitized by Goc gle 


a a ae 


LAB 


A very pretty woman bent - 
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Sir Robert Dunbar was seldom at home; 
he lived in a great house a mile distant. 
The boys were devoted to him—perhaps the 
proverbial love of the cow for the haystack 
had something to do with their devotion. 

As the carriage drove away Teddy followed 
the large picture-hat shielding its wealth of 
red-gold hair with big, wistful eyes. ; 

“Isnt she pretty?” he said, sighing 
deeply. 

Roy nodded assent, as he stooped to pat a 
shaggy poodle, whose thick winter coat gave 
him a hot, unfashionable appearance on this 
glorious spring morning. 4 

“I wish we could do something for her,’ 
went on Teddy, contizuing his line of 
thought. “I don’t belicve she wanted to 
go to that wedding--she would rather have 
been with us on our holiday, but the wedding 
was settled a long time ago. I wonder why 
people get married !” 

Roy considered a moment. 
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“Oh, it is because they are in love,” he 
said, proud of his superior knowledge on 
the subject. ‘When a man loves a girl, I’ve 
heard he always wants to do something to 
please her, so I suppose he marries her 
because girls like to get married.” 

“Then I expect I’m in love with mother,” 
replied Teddy, with childish logic. ‘ Roy, 
I’ve vot an idea !” 

He fixed his eyes on the chocolate-coloured 
poodle basking on the sunny steps. 

“ Mother said only yesterday she did want 
Pompey shaved. He feels the heat and 
looks so wintry. She asked father to do it, 
but he had not time. | You remember how 
smart Pompey looked last year with half his 
back bare, and two little rosettes of hair left 
on each side? The horse-clippers are in the 
stables—suppose we do it for a surprise. 
Mother likes to take him out driving, with 
ribbons on his head to match her dress, when 
his coat is cut—she would be awfully 
pleased !” 

Roy thought it a wonderful idea ; in fact, it 
amounted to inspiration, and together they 
journeyed in search of the beautifying 
instrument. 

Enticing with biscuits the unsuspecting 
poodle to a distant shed, the two amateur 
hair-dressers consulted seriously together. 

“Tt was this half of his back that was 
shaved last year, from the middle to the tail,” 
said Roy. “I suppose it would not do to 
have it the same two years running.” 

“ No, I suppose not,” murmured Teddy. 
“Mother likes change ; she says fashions alter 
very quickly. The things in our house are 
not a bit like other people’s, that is why 
visitors so often walk round, as if they were at 
a bazaar, and call out: ‘Oh, what an original 
room !’ when they ought to sit down and 
drink their tea. I guess mother would be 
quite grateful if we could make Pompey look 
“original. ” 

“ Well, why not begin the other end; clip 
his head and the first part of his back, letting 
the last half hang long? It will be very hard, 
because the hair is so thick, but we must use 
the scissors first.” 

With many coaxing words and a renewed 
supply of biscuits Pompey was induced to 
submit to their well-intentioned operations. 
In deep earnest the small fingers set to work 
with astonishing skill. Love gave them 
patience, defying weariness, though their faces 
flushed hotter and their arms ached, while 
the boyish curls grew damp from the moisture 
on their foreheads. The horse-clippers were 
not easy weapons to wield, but Teddy 
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mastered the difficulty with a success that 
surprised himself and filled Roy’s soul with 
reverent admiration. 

Before the task was half finished the loud 
ringing of a hand-bell resounded through the 
garden. Roy let go of Pompey and danced 
to the door. 

“Irs Maria ringing for us to come in and 
wash our hands. It must be time for us to 
start for Uncle Roberts! It wouldn’t do to 
be late; we want to be there as early as we 
can. Iam longing to see the great big live 
monkey he has brought from Australia and 
the baby kangaroo.” 

Teddy did not stir. His face was very 
grave, and he looked Roy up and down with 
an expression of fine contempt. 

“If we go out to lunch,” he said, “ we shall 
not have time to finish Pompey, and mother 
will come home to find—¢/us /” 

He gazed sadly at their incomplete work. 

“Uncle Robert promised me cherry-tart, 
with cream on it,” said Roy, convinced so 
strong an argument would justify desertion. 
The thought gave Teddy a pang, which he 
knew to be unworthy. 

“So you wouldn’t sacrifice a. helping of 
cherry-tart—for—for mother’s sake?” he 
muttered, growing very red. 

“I should be sure to have two helpings, 
and perhaps three,” answered Roy, stub- 
bornly. 

“ But we started our work to please her,” 
said ‘Teddy. “I can’t possibly finish alone, 
without you to help me. Only think what a 
tame ending! You would go away—now, 
in the very middle—and_ spoil everything. 
Because you want to amuse yourself you are 
willing to leave Pompey in patches, with one 
side of his head bare as my hand and 
the other just like a mop. It’s a wicked 
idea! really could not get on by myself, you 
know that—it would not be possible for one 
person to manage. See, Pompey won’t stay 
still an instant! Instead of good, all we 
have done up till now will turn to harm. 
How can Pompey go out driving in such 
a state? Mother would not be the least 
proud of him. We are doing this to please 
her—you can’t have forgotten that. Of course 
I want to go to Uncle Robert’s just as much 
as you do, but we mustn’t think of ourselves 
now. I did not know it would take so long ; 
but if you love mother you will give up every- 
thing to get finished.” 

Roy still kept his hand on the door. 

“ Uncle Robert always gives us a shilling 
each. I had meant to buy a kite with mine,” 
he said. 
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Teddy did not mention his intended pur- 
chase, though he knew it well enough, and 
the memory brought a wave of temptation 
which seemed calling him from his labour of 
love, from work-alluring pleasure. On one 
side he saw an unselfish task to please his 
mother, on the other hand rose visions of 





UNCLE ROBERT ALWAYS GIVES US A SHILLING EACH. 
` ¥ 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


“Yes, she knows we may do exactly what 
we like all to-day for a treat. Maria mus 
walk to the hall and say we are too busy 
to come to lunch. She might tell Unde 
Robert we are sorry, and give him our bes 
love.” 

Roy obeyed, leaving Teddy in charge o 





I HAD MEANT TO BUY A KITE 


WITH MINE, HE SAID. 


gilded halls and cherry-tarts, of delightful 
gallops round the park mounted on the same 
horse with Uncle Robert. 

He stood his ground staunchly. Roy must 
not see how great an effort it was for him to 
stick to his guns. 

Teddy’s unrelenting attitude had a strong 
effect upon Roy. He suddenly felt ashamed 
of himself. It was not a pleasant sensation 
to know his brother despised him. 

The older boy’s influence told on the 
younger. His example stood out clearly as 
a thing that must be followed. Ahead lay 
the path of sacrifice, and there could be no 
turning aside. It meant a holiday spoilt, 
but what matter? It was to please mother, 
to give her a happy surprise who so often 
arranged unexpected delights for them. 

“P’raps Id better tell Maria we are not 
going,” he said. 

His voice shook slightly, and he stared 
through the open door very hard. 
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Pompey. The dog sat up and shook = 
self. Teddy put a small arm caressing! 
round his neck. y 

“You'll be so cool and comfortable, 0! 
chap !” he said, and Pompey licked his 2 
in canine worship as the boy gently scratch 
him with a broken piece of comb. 

The shed appeared to grow suddenly Vè" 
misty as Teddy hummed a little defiant tu” 
to try and keep up his spirits. n 

Roy heard it as he came slowly back-" 
seemed to give him fresh heart. He tn s 
pretend he was not disappointed ; at any a 
he would do his best to make Teddy 
so. His quivering lips found it very bard ® 
smile, and something in his throat m 
speech impossible. He paused outside '™ 
shed, bending down to tie the lace of j 
little canvas shoe. A hot tear dropped ‘ 
his hand, a tear he brushed hastily asé 
“I won't cry,” he thought ; “it isn't ma 
Father never cries; but then, perhaps,’ 
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never disappointed. When I am grown up 
I shall arrange that these sort of troubles 
don’t happen.” 

With set lips and only a few suspicious 
sniffs, which might possibly be put down to a 
slight cold, Roy returned to his post, holding 
his head very upright and keeping his childish 
features rigid as a mask. Only, now and 
again, an unaccountable moisture upon his 
eyelashes had to be reckoned with. 

Teddy, for some unknown reason, kept his 
eyes turned away. Roy supposed it was from 
consideration. 

So together they recommenced their 
arduous task without exchanging a word— 
each hoping the other did not notice the 
signs of emotion which were so difficult to 
control. 

For quite a long 
time Teddy went on 
humining. What 
was a sacrifice worth 
unless it could be 
undertaken cheer- 
fully ? 


“At last!” cried 
Roy, stretching his 
arms, as Pompey 
sprang from the 
table, gleefully revel- 
ling in freedom. 

A shower of brown 
fluff and loose curls 
fell to the ground. 
The boys appeared 
almost as pleased to 
be released as the 
dog himself. ‘The 
three bounded out 
to the garden for a 
wild race round the 
lawn. They ex- 
panded their 
cramped lungs by 
shouting as they ran, 
Pompey joining in 
with shrill barkings. 
He apparently forgot 
that flower-beds were 
made for ornament 
and borders de- 
manded respect, for in the new glory of 
his hairless state he became like a puppy 
again. 

It had seemed an eternity—those hours 
in the shed. The boys were reminded of it 
by aching muscles and strained nerves. 
Pompey’s unwillingness to assist by lying 
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still made the labour momentarily more 
arduous as the afternoon advanced. Only 
very stubborn determination could have 
completed a task the magnitude of which 
they fully realized as difficulties increased 
and physical fatigue supervened. Now 
they flung themselves down on the grass, 
breathless and relieved, to survey their 
handiwork. 

“ I never imagined it could have taken so 
long!” said Teddy. “I think, don’t you, 
it’s a great success ?” 

“Yes,” a little doubtfully from Roy. ‘I’m 
not quite sure I did not like last year’s fashion 
best.” 

“But that was just the same as every 
other poodle.” 





“MARIA GREETED THE BROWN APPARITION WITH A SCREAM OF DISMAY.” 


“ Suppose we go and show him to Maria. 
It must be tea-time, and I am awfully 
hungry.” 

They scampered back to the house, ac’ 
companied by a strangely grotesque object. 
The victin of their attentions suggested 
a poodle as seen in a nightmare, or the 
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illustration of some weird fairy tale on 
“ topsy -turvydom !” Maria greeted the 
brown apparition with a scream of dismay, 
and shook her apron at him as he tried to 
jump up and lick her hands. 

“Lor! Master Teddy—what have. you 
been up to?” she cried, in accents of horror. 

Teddy tried to look unconcerned as he 
answered, with pride :— 

“We did it all ourselves, and we never 
hurt him once.” 

“ Well, of all the 
hideous sights — 
but, there! You 
wait till your ma 
comes home! I 
cant think what 
she will say, for 
she is such a one 
to take a pride in 
the dog, dressing 
him up with rib- 
* bons and the like! 
I should guess it 
will go near to 
break her heart.” 

“Don’t you 

think — er — he 
looks nice? ” 
* “Nice! Well, I 
never——if that’s 
your taste!” and 
a jeer cut the sen- 
tence short. “I 
don’t know whether 
to laugh or cry, but 
to see a dog look- 
ing such a caution 
is enough to send 
a body into hys- 
terics !” 

“Come away,” 
whispered Teddy 
to Roy. “She 
does not under- 
stand. We know 
mother likes un- 
common things; I 
will try and explain 
it to Maria after 
tea.” 

But no amount of explanation had any 
effect upon Maria. She was “bourgeoise ” 
to her finger-tips, and could see no beauty in 
the unique. 

The boys quictly pitied her, happy with 
the delightful consciousness that they had 
triumphed over their natural desires and 
sacrificed their holiday for a great result. 
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Roy leant against a tree and stared at the 
sunset. 

“ But fancy if mother wasn’t pleased, after 
all,” he said, his lips trembling slightly. 

The lugubrious suggestion sent queer little 
shivers down Teddy’s spine. 

“Oh! it couldn’t be,” he replied, stoutly. 
His young heart defied the first breath of 
misfortune, allowing the mere idea no place 
in his calculations. He felt the bitterness 
would be too great 
to bear, sucha 
thing was impos- 
sible in this bright 
world of spring: 
The very atmo- 
sphere was full of 
sweetness, and the 
promise of summer 
hovered round 
them like some 
unseen magic pres- 
ence. The gold 
sun sinking slowly 
shed a benediction 
on the garden. 
“ You'll see, it will 
be all right,” he 
declared, with un 


‘OH, ALFRED, JUST LOOK AT POMPEY!” 


limited faith in the future, and Roy readily 
believed him. 

When Mrs. Stuart returned the boys were 
having their supper upstairs. Lights had 
been lit in the hall, and Pompey, who barke 
loudly on principle whenever the front doc: 
bell rang, gave forth his noisy welcome, this 
forcing attention instantly to his grotes;* 
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personality. Husband and wife came together 

into the light. A cry of horror escaped Mrs. 

Stuart ; her eyes dilated as she pointed to her 
et. 

“ Alfred!” she gasped. 
look at Pompey !” 

Maria answered their startled questions in 
hushed accents. There was a funereal air 
about her, as if a death had taken place in 
the house. 

“Tt was the young gentlemen’s doing,” she 
said, severely ; “it kept them busy all day. 
They gave up going out to lunch, and told 
me, ma’am, it was to please you! Nothing 
I could say would persuade Master Teddy 
it wasn’t a very good piece of work, and 
they are proud as peacocks, for all I’ve 
scolded them!” 

Maria looked terribly forbidding as she 
gave the story. 

Mr. Stuart was kneeling down examining 
the poodle. 

“The young rascals,” he said, as Maria 
retired, “they deserve a good whipping—and 
they shall get it, too—spoiling the dog for the 
whole season !” 

As Mrs. Stewart gazed at the brown poodle 
his hideous appearance became suddenly 
transformed to her eyes, and she saw in the 
piteous object only a living monument of her 
boys’ very genuine, though ill- expressed, 
affection. 

“It was to please you!” Even the irate 
Maria had owned as much. Mrs. Stuart 
guessed with all a mother’s intuition the 
kindly motive which inspired them, involving 
the sacrifice of their longed-for outing. They 
had talked for weeks of what they would do 
at the Hall when Uncle Robert returned 
from one of his many foreign tours. 


“Oh, Alfred, just 
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She bent down over the dog and looked 
at Alfred from under her big picture-hat. 
One hand lay on Pompey’s shaven head, the 
other rested detainingly upon her husband's 
arm. 

“ Dearest,” she whispered, “I want you to 
do me a favour.” 

“What is it?” he asked, smiling. 
serious expression puzzled him. 

“Those small creatures meant so well. 
Will you leave it in my hands? Will you 
rely on my judgment just this once ?” 

The pleading blue eyes were irresistible. 
Such eyes were made to gain their way. 

“ Of course, darling, you shall do as you 
like,” he replied, gently, touched by the 
earnestness of her words. “Women, I know, 
have strangely keen intuitions, and if you feel 
strongly on any subject always follow your 
instinct, it is bound to be right.” 

She left him with a light laugh. 
are a dear!” she said. 

Very softly she stole upstairs, but the boys 
heard the rustle of her dress and came 
running out to the passage. 

In a moment her arms were round them 
both, and she was listening to the history of 
their love labour with smiles that spoke 
gratitude. 

“Tt was a delightful surprise,” she cried, 
“to find you had been thinking of me.” 

“We knew you would be pleased,” de- 
clared Teddy, radiantly. “We don’t mind 
anything now, only Maria could not under- 
stand.” 

“But I understood!” said the sweet, low 
voice. 

And as she spoke all the relinquished 
pleasures of the day were a thousandfold 
repaid. 


Her 
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Things of Most Price in the British Museum. 


By RUDOLPH DE CORDOVA. 


HILE gathering the informa- 
į tion for this article I met a 
couple of American acquaint- 
ances in one of the Egyptian 
galleries of the British Museum. 
They had what has been called 
the typical museum expression on their 
faces—a combination of enfeebled interest 
and intellectual dulness, in curious contrast 
to what I knew was their vital temperament. 

“ Rather a depressing sort of an entertain- 
ment this,” said one ; “but you have to do 
it all the same when you come to Europe.” 

Here I thought was an opportunity to try 
whether the article I was contemplating 
would interest other people. Without seem- 
ing to have any set purpose I led the way to 
the case in which the mummy of Menkaura, 
that King of the Fourth Egyptian Dynasty 
who built the third of the pyramids of Gizeh, 
and who lived B.c. 3633, reposes with a 
publicity which His Majesty never dreamed 
of in his most imaginative moments. “If 
that specimen could be put up to auction,” 
I said, “the best judges believe that it would 
fetch a sum not less than £75,000. If you 
look at the knee-joints you will find that they 
are very much enlarged and thickened, 
proving that his defunct Majesty suffered 
very badly from gout or chronic rheumatoid 
arthritis.” 

The effect was almost electrical. In an 
instant my two comrades had lost their 
listlessness and were all attention. I now 
felt certain that I was on the right track. 

In the next case is an object not less 
remarkable, though it is no crumbling dust of 
King, but merely the remains of some un- 





known, unrecorded son of earth who has. 


become immortal by the divine right of time. 
Placed on his left side, with knees drawn up 
to his chin, his hands before his face, this 
body was found in a grave hollowed out of 
sandstone, which the irreverent have called 
a “pie dish.” A dead body in a grave does 
not seem at first sight a valuable possession, 
yet this is the only one in so complete a 
form in Europe, and indeed, so faras experts 
know, in the whole world. It was found 
on the western bank of the Nile in Upper 
Egypt, and is all that remains of a man of 
the Neolithic age. 

How many centuries ago that dead body 
was inspired with the breath of life and lived 
and moved and had its being on this earth 
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he would be a bold man who would dog 
matize. Certain it is he lived thousands 
of years before the dawn of Egyptian history, 
long before the rule of Menes, the first 
historical King. 

What price shall be set on such an 
object? Fifteen thousand pounds would be 
dirt cheap, for were it possible to put it up 
to auction, with all the adventitious aids of 
modern advertisement, representatives would 
come from every museum in the world, to 
say nothing of private collectors from 
America, to whom money is as water to 
be poured out in the acquisition of really 
valuable “ things.” 

The result of ten minutes with my friends, 
“ spotting ” various items in the gallery from 
their pecuniary point of view, convinced me 
of the enormous advantage it would be if 
the Museum authorities could be got to con- 
sider the advisability of putting a price on 
the most notable articles in the National 
Collection. That course would appeal with 
undoubted force to every visitor, though ant- 
quarians may gnash their teeth and scientific 
men write homilies against the barbarism of 
appraising unique articles like an auctioneers 
clerk. 

Auctioneer’s clerk, however, I propose to 
be in regard to the treasure store of the 
Museum, and to suggest the enormous source 
of wealth which lies within the walls of the 
stately building in Great Russell Street. One 
word only by way of preamble—though in 
this article one can necessarily touch only 
the fringe of the subject, so to speak—one 
word of assurance and good faith that the 
greatest pains have been taken to obtain 
something like an approximate value which 
the articles would fetch could they come inte 
the market under favourable conditions. To 
get them into the market is, however, 1m- 
possible, for, as most people know, anything 
which gets into the National Collection 
remains there, and can never afterwards bè 
sold. 

But, the question of good faith apart, the 
serious consideration of this subject is 1m 
perative, for £ s. d. crystallizes sentiment 
and long after this article and its writer have 
been forgotten the figures quoted are, I have 
been assured, certain to be remember 
by experts, and used in appraising the valu? 
of other treasures which may come into th 
market. 
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Perhaps the most universally-known of the 
great art treasures are the Elgin Marbles, 
those wonderful evidences of the skill of the 
immortal Phidias, whose career was cut short 
by death while he lay in prison under gross 
suspicion charged with stealing the gold 


intended to adorn the great ivory statue of . 


Athena, and who was rendered further 
unpopular by the fact that he had introduced 
portraits of himself and Pericles on the 
shield of the statue of Athena. Evidences 
of the ehormous value of the marbles, as of 
the fact that “doctors differ,” is certainly to 
be found, in that they have been variously 
estimated as being worth £ 1,000,000, 
42,000,000, and £ 3,000,000 — in other 
words, they are price- 
less ; although in 1816 
the Government paid 
Lord Elgin only 
435,000 for them. Yet 
to-day the single figure 
of Theseus would fetch 
at least some three 
times that sum could it 
be put up to auction. 

Obtained from 
Greece by what foreign 
nations, doubtless in- 
spired by jealousy at 
not possessing them, 
called “theft,” the 
question was at one 
time raised by Mr. 
Frederic Harrison and 
other writers in the 
Nineteenth Century as 
to whether the marbles 
should not be restored 
to the country to whose 
genius they are an ever- 
lasting monument and 
an unexampled glory. 

Another famous and 
popular object in the : 
Museum is the Portland Vase, to see which 
Americans come in hundreds and indeed 
thousands every year, so well known is its 
fame across the Atlantic. About roin. high, 
made of glass of a wonderful deep blue, 
ornamented in relief with a series of figures 
of opaque white glass, it was found in a 
marble sarcophagus under the Monte del 
Grano, some two and a half miles from Rome 
on the way to Frascati. 

For a long time it was the chief ornament 
of the great Barberini Palace at Rome, but 
towards the end of the eighteenth century it 
was bought by Sir William Hamilton, who in 
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his turn sold it to the Duchess of Portland 
in 1785, and by the then Duke of Portland 
it was deposited in the British Museum in 
1810. The Museum did not then occupy its 
present building, and in 1845, while it was 
still in Montague House, the vase was 
broken by an act of vandalism. 

A man named William Lloyd, who was 
employed in the Museum, got drunk one day 
in the February of that year, and, picking up 
a Babylonian stone which lay on the ground, 
he shied it at the vase, which was placed 
under a glass case. There was a crash, and 
the case and the vase fell shattered to the 
ground. The Museum authorities approached 
the Duke of Portland with a view to 
prosecuting the man, 
but, for reasons of his 
own, the Duke refused 
to appear, and the only 
thing the Museum 
could do was to bring 
the culprit before a 
magistrate on a charge 
of wantonly breaking 
the glass case! The 
magistrate fined him a 
couple of pounds, and 
the fine was consider- 
ately paid by an old 
lady with more sym- 
pathy than sense, so 
that the man got off 
scot-free. The pieces 
were put together 
again, and perhaps the 
romance which has 
thus clustered around 
the vase may have en- 
hanced its value. 

Certain it is that, 
could the United States 
get the opportunity, it 
would think nothing of 
paying anywhere from 
£10,000 to £12,000 to possess it to-morrow. 

In the same department of Greek and 
Roman antiquities are some of the objects 
which illustrate this article, the beautiful 
winged head of Hypnos (Sleep), the Siris 
bronzes, and the great cameos of Augustus. 
The Hypnos, which is one of the finest 
pieces of bronze in the world, has been 
said by a critic to “reveal the qualities of 
Praxiteles” perhaps better than any other 
ancient work. As will be seen, the Hypnos 
is merely the head which once belonged to a 
statue. It was ornamented with wings rising 
from the temples. Now, however, only the 
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wing on the right side remains, though the 
base by which the left wing was soldered on 
may be distinctly seen. It is worth recording 
that the head was made separate from the 
statue, and was soldered on to the trunk, 
while the wing has been clearly recognised as 
that of the night hawk, and is therefore 
peculiarly applicable to a statue of 
Sleep. This head has been valued at 
£5,000, about £1,000 more than the 
bronzes of Siris, which derive their 
name from the fact that they were 
found in or near the River Siris, in 
Southern Italy. These two pieces, 
which are said to be the finest examples 
extant of toreutic or highly finished 
metallic work in relief, are respectively 
64in. and 7in. high, and were intended 
for the shoulder-piece of a cuirass. 
They represent a combat between a 
Greek warrior and an Amazon, and 
some people have endeavoured to 
identify the Greek as Ajax, but no 
definite decision has been arrived at 
on this point. Bronsted, in describing 
them, says that while “the relief is 
extremely prominent, so that some of 
the most salient parts, as the hands, 
the thighs, the knees of the figures, the 
shields, and some portions of the dra- 
peries, appear to be almost detached 
from the ground; nevertheless, all is 
gained upon the plate itself.” The 
relief is so strong in places — for 
example, in the heads—that the plate 
is only as thick as thin note-paper, and 
on the reverse side cavities may be 
seen nearly an inch deep. ‘The beauty 
and value of these two pieces were 
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sufficiently recognised at the time of their 
finding to induce several people to band 
together to purchase them in 1835 for 
£1,000, a price considered enormous in 
those days, and to present them to the 
National Collection. They have since greatly 
appreciated in value, as all other great 
bronzes have, and it is probable they would 
each fetch from £2,000 to £3,000 could 
they be sold to-morrow. At a rough estimate 
one might certainly put down the Museum 
collection of bronzes at a round million 
sterling, without any fear of being found to 
overstep the bounds of propriety or exactness. 

Another of our illustrations is the famous 
Marlborough Cameo, which has the reputa- 
tion of being the third largest in the world, 
being exceeded in size only by one specimen 
in the museum at Vienna and one in the 
Louvre. When some few years ago the 
Blenheim collection was sold this was, it is 
understood, one of the chief articles desired 
by the Museum authorities, who evertually 
paid £3,500 for it. A bargain it must 
certainly be held to be, since there is a story 
told that until a day or two before the sale 
one of. the richest collectors in the world was 
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anxious to purchase it, and was prepared to 
pay no less than £7,000 to secure it. What 
caused the change of mind no one knows, 
but the collector stood aside and allowed the 
treasure to be bought for the nation. 

This cameo represents an Emperor 
and Empress. The white of the stone 
is one of the finest ever seen in such 
a gem, while its treatment is brilliantly 
correct in its detail and in showing the 
different layers of the sardonyx. It is true 
to the best traditions of the cameo-maker’s 
art, but it was undoubtedly executed by a 
workman who, finished as he was, had not 
the genius of him who carved the other 
and better-known cameo of Augustus, which 
ignores the coloured layer of the sardonyx 
entirely, and relies for its effect on the keep- 
ing only of the white part of the stone, which 
is treated with a skill which baffles the 
imitation even of the workers of to-day. 
Indeed, all the great cameo work belongs to 
the Augustine age, as the large cameos were 
executed either in his day or in those 
of his immediate successor. Near the 
cameo is a relic of the great Napoleon 
which is worth many thousands of pounds — 
the snuff-box whose general outlines are suffi- 
ciently shown in the illustration. Its history 
is told by the inscription on the lid of the 
gold box in which it was contained. This 
box was given by the Emperor Napoleon 
of France to the Hon. Anne Seymour 
Damer as a “souvenir,” the word he used, 
in consequence of her having presented him 
with a bust of Mr. Fox executed in marble 
by herself. The bust had been promised at 
the peace of Amiens, was finished in 1812, 
and sent to France, where it remained, but 
was not presented till May 1st, 1815, when 
by command of His Imperial Majesty Anne 
Seymour Damer had an audience for that 
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purpose at the Palais Elysée, where the 
Emperor then resided. 

Downstairs, near the centre of one of the 
chief galleries, is the Rosetta Stone, whose 
value, measured by its scientific worth, must 
be acknowledged even by the most practical 
to vastly exceed any money which could be 
paid for it. As most people know, it 
furnished the basis of our present imperfect, 
but nevertheless great, knowledge of the life, 
civilization, and history of Ancient Egypt. It 
came into our possession as the result of 
one of those accidents which have so often 
favoured us, for it was !oaded on to a French 
vessel which sailed from one of the Egyptian 
ports in the last year of the eighteenth. 
century. On the way, so the story goes, 
the vessel was boarded and captured by 
one of our frigates, and the Rosetta Stone 
was sent home by the captain, who did a- 
greater deed than he imagined, for his act 
opened up an unknown store of knowledge 
to the world—the Rosetta Stone having on 
one surface the same inscription in Egyptian - 
hieroglyphs, demotic or cursive Egyptian > 
writing, and Greek characters. 

I have to acknowledge a difficulty in 
appraising its value, for one expert smiled at 
my idea of £50,000, while another voted 
for £100,000, and a third for a quarter 
of a million sterling, to which last figure 
it is by no means improbable the bidding 
could be forced. f 


; 
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Some little distance away are the great 
Nineveh Bulls with human heads. One of 
these, as is seen in the illustration, is repre- 
sented with five feet, not because of any my- 
thological idea that these bulls were endowed 
with an extra leg, but in order to increase the 
symmetrical appearance when viewed from 
the front or side. 

These bulls, which have under their bodies 
cuneiform inscriptions recording the name 
and title of Sardon, King of Syria (B.c. 722 


— 
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ESTIMATED VALUE 


to 705), and briefly describe certain of his 
building operations and his wars and con- 
quests, were supposed to represent super- 
natural beings, and were erected at the doors 
of palaces to “protect the footsteps of the 
King their builder,” to quote the inscription. 
They would, undoubtedly, be cheap at 
£50,000; and the Assyrian lions with 
wings and human heads, which may be seen 
not far off, would undoubtedly bring as much. 
The great Sarcophagus of Nectanebus, 
made of black basalt, would fetch at least 
450,000, while that of Ankh-nes-ne-fer-a-bra 
is even more valuable still—coffins expensive 
enough to satisfy even the yearnings of a 
multi-millionaire with Oriental tendencies. 
Upstairs, in the rooms next to that in 
which the mummies are exhibited, there is a 
wealth of millions in the cylinders of various 
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sorts, and in small articles to which most 
people give a cursory glance and pass on, 
merely because they have no knowledge of 
what they represent. } 

In the Nineveh Gallery downstairs are 
the Creation TaBlets, as they are called, 
which record the history of the Creation 
and caused so much excitement when 
they were discovered by the late George 
Smith. One comes to them as to 2 
dead wall of value, for they represent a 
wealth of civilization and 
knowledge in rational 
thought which no mere 
consideration of money 
can possibly appraise. 
Whoever would buy them 
at the auction of the world, 
which may possibly take 
place when Macaulay's 
New Zealander comes on 
his memorable sketching 
tour, must bring with him 
a blank cheque and have 
a certified balance at his 
bank running into millions 

Upstairs another set of 
exceedingly valuable 
cylinders is a series of 
five, which cover a hun- 
dred years of the most im- 
portant part of the second 
Assyrian Empire, and are 
certainly worth not less 
than £100,000. All the 
cuneiform tablets in the 
Museum are said te 
number at least 100,000, 
and, excluding the Creation 
Tablets and taking the big 
with the small, could not be averaged at less 
than £10 each, so that their value is at least 
a round million. A quarter of this sum 
would in addition be probably fetched by the 
Egyptian Papyri of the Books of the Dead, 
of which there are at least twenty good 
ones dating back to 1500 B.c. Of the other 
papyri the Harris Papyrus, which records the 
reign of Rameses III. and is 13oft. long, 's 
certainly worth £25,000. 

In a large case along one side of the wall 
may be seen a lot of blue Egyptian porcelain. 
It covers a development in the art of at least 
a couple of thousand years, and is worth not 
less than £200,000. It is difficult to avoid 
the appearance of a catalogue when each 
article has an almost unique interest, but the 
seeker for the curious should certainly not 
omit to notice the model of a granary of the 
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Sixth Dynasty, which dates back to 3500 B.c., 
and is the only specimen to be found in any 
of the museums of Europe ; while there is a 
weight in the shape of a bull with the name 
of a King of an early dynastic era engraved 
on it, for which one is compelled to decline to 
set any value, as it also is unique. A gate- 
socket of King Entemena, who reigned 4500 
years B.C., must startle those who adhere to 
the strict chronology of the Bible. His record 
carries us beyond the Bible days, and many 
people have stood aghast at the hardihood of 
the authorities in thus putting themselves in 
conflict with Archbishop Usher, even though 
the mummied remains of the neolithic man 
are cause for still greater wonder. 

In the Library, with 
its forty miles and 
more of bookshelves, 
no one even to-day 
has the faintest idea 
of the exact number 
of books. They cer- 
tainly number at least 
two millions, and year 
by year they increase 
at a well-nigh in- 
credible rate, seeing 
that close on, if not 
quite, 10,000 pieces 
of printed matter, 
using that objection- 
able term to cover all 
the books received by 
the department, are 
added every month 
to the collection. Its 
great glory—certainly 
the most valuable 
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in quarto form, 123{in. high by 10% in. broad, 
and consists of 773 leaves, of which 639 
contain the Old Testament. Each page 
contains two columns of fifty or fifty-one 
lines; each line has in it twenty or more 
letters, which are written without any 
space between the words, and the only 
punctuation is a point at the end of a 
sentence, with a vacant space at the end of a 
paragraph. The value of the Codex would 
be at least half a million sterling, and there 
is no knowing but that the bidding might 
force it to an even larger figure than the 
conservative one I have named. i 

From half a million sterling to £5,000 
may seem a ridiculous drop, but when one 
thinks of that sum as 
the price of a single 
book it is sufficiently 
startling even in these 
days of high prices. 
At that sum is valued 
the “Mainz Psalter,” 
the second book 
known to have been 
printed that bears a 
date. 

Caxton’s “Game 
and Playe of Chesse,” 
which was supposed 
to have been the first 
book printed in Eng- 
land, is now believed 
to have been printed 
in Bruges about 1475, 
and the “ Dictes and 
Sayengs of the Philo- 
sophers,” which is not 
accepted as having 





book in the almost THE COOEX 
priceless list of the 

possessions under the control of the Chief 
Librarian —is the “ Codex Alexandrinus,” one 
of the three great codices of the world, the 
other two being the “Codex Vaticanus,” in 
the library of the Vatican, and the “ Codex 
Siniaticus,” at St. Petersburg. 

The Alexandrinus, whose name was derived 
from the fact that it was brought from 
Alexandria by Cyril when he was Patriarch of 
the See, an office he held from 1602 till 1621, 
was a present from the then Sultan of Turkey 
to Charles I. It is a wonderful piece of 
work, and the manuscript is now bound in 
four volumes. Three of them contain the 
Septuagint version of the Old Testament, in 
an almost complete form, while the fourth 
volume contains the New Testament, with, 
however, “ several lamentable” defects. It is 
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been the first book 
printed in England 
after Caxton’s removal from Bruges in 1477, 
would be cheap at £1,000 each. At the 
same price the “ Life of Our Lady,” by John 
Lydgate, dating back to 1484, and “ Godfrey 
of Boulogne,” to 1481, are set down, while 
the “ Fifteen Odes and Other Prayers,” the 
only one printed with ornamented borders, 
would fetch from £200 to £500 more. The 
Mazarin Bible would cost anyone £4,000, 
while Coverdale’s Bible, though valued at 
only a quarter of that sum, would need a 
pretty rich man to add it to his collection. 
The books printed by Caxton, the father 
of printing in England, it need hardly be 
said, represent to the Museum a fortune in 
themselves, seeing that the “ Recuyell of the 
Historyes of Troy,” the first book printed in 
the English language, is valued at £2,000, 
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And what shall I say of the autograph 
collection of the Museum, with its examples 
of the writings of practically all the great 
names in the world’s history? The gem of 
the collection, as will be universally admitted, 
is the autograph of 
Shakespeare, the 
greatest name in the 
whole of England’s 
history. The Museum 
boasts only one indis- 
putable specimen of 
the writing of him 
who wrote more than 
most men in his life, 
and yet, of all that 
writing, only five or 
six specimens of his 
name are extant, one 
of which is at the 
Guildhall and three 
are at Somerset 
House. A copy of 
Montaignes Essays, 
1603, with an auto- 
graph of Shakespeare 
is also preserved 
here, but although its 
genuineness has been 
strenuously defended, 
among others by the 
late Sir Frederick 
Madden, it is not 
now believed to be 
genuine, as is cer- 
tainly the signature 
of Ben Jonson in 
another copy of the 
same book. Could 
one imagine an auctioneer in his pulpit saying 
to the assembled multitude, ‘The next lot 
is the autograph of William Shakespeare,” 
the excitement in the room would be extra- 
ordinary. Indeed, were such a sale probable, 

it would no doubt have 
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to be conducted in the 
Albert Hall, or some 
similar place, in order to 
accommodate not only 
the bidders from all over 
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bidding would begin at not less than £1,000, 
and when one reflects that Stratforc-on-Avon 
is the Mecca of thousands of rich Americans 
every year, because it contains the—to them 
—most hallowed dust in the world, it needs 
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no imagination to see the richest men com- 
bining to secure so unique a treasure for one 
of the museums on the “other side,” and 
running the bidding up to £10,000 or 
£15,000, or more—unless some of the multi- 
millionaires conceived the idea of purchasing 
it for themselves, in which case there is no 
knowing to what limit sentiment would lead 
them. 

Among the more ordinary mortals, the 
writing of the Hero of the Nile probably 
occupies the second place, for an autograph 
of Nelson would fetch from £50 to £200 or 
so, while £100 would be the market value of 
Cardinal Wolsey, from £50 to £60 a fair 
price for Swift, at which figure might be 
placed two such dissimilar personages as 
Shelley, the sweet singer, and George 
Washington, the father of his country, whose 
juvenile veracity has passed into a proverb by 
reason of its uniqueness. Of the authors of 
our own time, autograph letters of Dickens and 
Thackeray are each worth-about £14, while 
Sir Walter Scott is valued at rather less 
and Lord Byron at about £10. Among 
the painters, Gainsborough, Hogarth, and 
Reynolds each fetch from £40 to £50, 
while the autographs of the famous diarists 
Pepys and Evelyn would command from 
£10 to £20. 

Among the Sovereigns of England there 
are no autographs before the time of Henry 
V., for the monarch’s seal was the equivalent 
of his signature, which historians assure us 
could not, in those pre-School Board days, 
always be written with pen and ink even by 
those who ruled over the dynasties of the 
Empire. Of the other Sovereigns, the best- 
known signatures are those of Henry VIII., 


Elizabeth, and Charles I., which would bring 
Vol. xxii.---68, 
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from £10 to £50 each ; while, by reason of 
the sentiment which clusters around her 
name and her unfortunate end, the writing of 
Marie Antoinette is valued at £70. 

Already the space allotted to an article has 
been filled, and yet no mention has been 
made of the collection of prints, the Rem- 
brandts alone of which are worth £100,000 ; 
the glass and china, in which one 
single tea-cup and saucer, known as the 
Bristol Cup, cost £100, so that the whole 
set would make a nice little present; the 
helmets, armour, and articles of vertu, 
among which a pair of stirrups made for a 
King of Hungary have been priced at 
42,700; the enamels, some specimens of 
which are worth anywhere up to £10,000; 
or the manuscripts, among the treasures 
of which may be named the Bedford 
“ Book of Hours,” which a man would be 
reasonably lucky to buy for £10,000; or 
the coins, of which there are at least a 
quarter of a million sterling. ‘The most 
valuable of these last is probably the Juxon 
Medal, which was given by Charles I. on the 





THE JUXON MEDAL, GIVEN BY CHARLES I. TO BISHOP JUXON 
ON THE SCAFFOLD— PURCHASED FOR £700. 


scaffold to the Bishop who attended him on 
that occasion, and was bought for £700. 
Perhaps the most valuable of the rest is the 
Petition Crown, as it is called, a specimen of 
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THE PETITION CROWN—VALUE UNKNOWN. 


the work of Thomas Simon, who submitted 
it to Charles II. as being better work than 
that produced by the officer who was then 
at the Mint, and at the same time petitioning 
to be restored to the office he held under 
Cromwell, 
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By FRANK SAVILE. 


any trace of a sneer. He was 
cock-sure, that was all, but 
| none the less irritating. I 
pulled him up sharply. 

“You are only bluffing,” I 
said. “You may know about our guns at 
home ; all the world does, I suppose, since 
nowadays half of them come from Ger- 
many ; I daresay you have plans and specifi- 
cations of our ships—we have of yours ; but 
there are still a few secrets that Britain keeps 
to herself—just a few.” ; 

He only laughed again and lit a cigarette. 
He was quite pleasant about it, but still most 
annoyingly confident. ` 

“Not one!” he declared, “not a single 
one! We know you inside and out. 








“WE KNOW YOU INSIDE AND OUT.” 
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Harbours, ships, railways, batteries, rifles, 
and men-—we have information of everything, 
down to the boots and clothing in store. I 
believe I could tell you within a hundred 
pairs how many “ bullswools,” as you call 
them, have been returned as imperfect within 
the last month to your army clothing depart- 
ment. I'll inquire when I get back and 
write to you if you like. You can compare 
and see how near I come.” 

“ Oh, hang your statistics!” said I. “ You 
can get those from any clerk, who may or 
may not be a foreigner, and in the clothing 
depét often is. Numbers of saddles and 
horses and men and rifles are not hard to 
come at. London is a sieve of information. 
But here in Gibraltar things are a tnifle 
different. Could you give me the armament 
of Battery 15 in the second 
gallery, upper tier, for 
instance ?” 

He didn’t answer me at 
once. He looked at me 
with a sort of meditative 
inquiry. 

“I dare say I could— 
if you gave me time,” he 

said, slowly. “ But, then. 

you couldn’t check the 
information yourself.” 

“Oh, but I could” 
said I. 

“You could ?” 

“ Yes—with infinite 


exactness.” 

He stared at me 
choughtfully. 

“I thought the in 
formation was kept 
secret even in your own 
army. We know, œ 


course ; we make it ou! 
business to know. But 
I understand that the 
upper tier armament ! 
entirely in the hands o 
the superior officers œ 
the artillery and engi 
neers. I will flatter you 
by saying that they, 3 
a rule, are not to b 
corrupted.” 

I nodded and grinneé. 

“We are not flatte 
ed,” I answered, “bu: 
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we take your compliment in the spirit in 
which it is offered. As a member of the 
incorruptible body I thank you.” 

“ But how will you check my information, 
then ?” he asked. 

“It’s my own battery,” said I, simply. 

Ferrers and Thring laughed, for I certainly 
had scored. Birvaneff was not put out. 

“ That, of course, is conclusive,” he agreed. 
“But all the same, when I return home I’ll 
see if I can’t surprise you with my accuracy. 
I have not the information at my fingers’ 
ends, and can’t give it off-hand. We don’t in 
the least mind you’re knowing how much we 
know. It is because we can gauge your 
strength so exactly that we don’t pick a 
quarrel. But it must come in time, you see. 
We are growing steadily. We shall be ready 
one day. Then——” 

“Then ?” said Ferrers. 

“Well, let us hope it will mean promotion 
for us all,” answered Birvaneff, sweetly. 

He settled down to play sixpenny nap with 
three of the fellows after that, and as one of 
my sergeants was ill in hospital I strolled 
over to see after him. When I got back an 
hour later Birvaneff was gone and the chaps 
were discussing him. 

“I see you propose him as honorary 
member of the mess?” said the Colonel. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Where did you pick him up, Strange ?” 

I explained that he was in the Prince’s 
suite, and that he brought a letter from my 
brother in England. “You will see for your- 
self, sir,” said I, as I drew it from my pocket- 
book and handed it to him. 

‘The letter said that the bearer, Hetman 
Birvaneff, of the 31st Regiment of Oural 
Cossacks, had been attaché at the Russian 
Embassy, was everybody’s friend, and a 
thorough sportsman. He spoke English like 
a native, liked a good dinner, and knew a 
horse and a cigar. He had given my brother 
famous introductions last winter in St. 
Petersburg, and the former therefore hoped 
that I would return this hospitality vicariously 
for him while the Cossack captain, who was 
attached to Prince Basil’s staff during his 
Mediterranean tour, sojourned at Gibraltar. 
Anything that I could do to give Boris 
Birvaneff a good time would be thoroughly 
appreciated by the writer, who trusted I kept 
fit, was seeing good sport with the Calpe, 
and remained my affectionate brother, Ninian 
Strange. 

The Colonel handed it back with a nod of 
approval. 

« Why, certainly,” he said. 
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So for the next fortnight we saw a good 
deal of the Hetman of the 31st Regiment of 
Oural Cossacks, and the more we saw of him 
the less reason we had to dislike him. For 
a Russian, as the Colonel put it, he seemed 
a thoroughly good sort. He talked, he 
thought—apparently—and, lastly and especi- 
ally, rode like an Englishman. He got two 
days’ leave from his Prince, and we took him 
over to the Tent Club camp at Tangier. 
The next day he took “ first spear” out of 
Ferrers’s mouth, so to speak, with a hoary 
old grey back of a boar in a decisive 
fashion that made us fairly blink. “Good 
Lord!” was the only remark Ferrers made ; 
but he looked from Birvaneff to the boar 
and from the boar to Birvaneff as if 
he thought there was some extraordinary 
mistake somewhere. Ferrers is rather our 
topline man at pig-sticking, and got un- 
mercifully chaffed for many days after. 

But what we liked particularly about 
Birvaneff was that with all this sort of thing 
he carried no side. He treated his own 
riding and our riding—we had all been 
members of the Tent Club for over a year, 
you must remember—as a: simple matter of 
course. 

“ Ride?” he said, with a sort of wonder, 
when somebody hinted that his horsemanship 
was something above the average. “ Why, of 
course I ride! I am a soldier—a cavalry 
man.” 

We pondered that if the God of Battles 
ever sent the 31st Regiment of Oural 
Cossacks full tilt against one of His Majesty’s 
batteries of R.H.A. there would be some fine 
swordsmanship—that is to say, if the troopers 
rode like their Hetman. . 

We liked him even better after that, and, 
in some ways, I think he returned the liking. 
He wandered in and out of the ante-room 
of the mess all day long. Most evenings 
found him there, unless the Prince had need 
of his society, or when he dined with the 
Governor, which he did once or twice. 
He was good enough to take a special 
interest in me, and was always darting 
professional questions at me. Some of these 
were a bit awkward to answer. 

“T can’t see how you can keep a very tight 
supervision over your guards and sentries 
through all those miles of galleries,” he 
remarked one evening. “You come in at 
the gates with a rattle of keys. The guard 
turns out. Of course the sentries pass the 
word along that the officer of the day is 
on his rounds. He must be signalled from 
post to post long before he gets to them. 
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Between whiles they must do much as they 
like.” 

I grinned. 

“ Yet we do prevent it,” I said. 

“ How?” 

“ I thought you knew as much about these 
things as we do?” said I. 

He laughed good-naturedly. 

“Yes, you score there,” he answered. “I 
spoke too confidently. Still, I don’t see how 
you can avoid the thing happening as I say.” 

“Well, we don’t go in with a rattle of keys 
and turn out the guard, that’s all,” said 
Ferrers, who should have known better. I 
saw the Colonel frown. 

Birvaneff stared at him with that look of 
musing inquiry 
which he often 
wore. Then he 
nodded. 

“Why, of course,” 
he said. * I should 
have thought of 
that. There are 
secret entrances 
known to certain 
of the officers 
alone?” 

We all laughed 
at his artless way 
of putting it. 

“I think a hand 
or two of nap will 
be better than all 
this professional 
shop,” said the 
Colonel, quietly. 
“Have you time 
for a „game before 
you go, Strange 2?” 
For I was officer 
of the night. 

When I left for 
my rounds an hour 
later Birvaneff 
came with me. We 
walked for a few 
hundred yards to- 
gether before we 
reached the point 





“You are confirming my hypothesis, my 
dear Strange,” said Birvaneff as we shook 
hands. * Where is the guard that accompanies 
the officer of the day? You are going to sut- 
prise these dear gunners of yours, as I said.” 

“I don’t think I am ever much of a sur- 
prise to them,” said I. 

“ I should like to come with you and prove 
it,” he mused. 

I laughed. “Good-night,” said I. “See 
you to-morrow ?” 

He seemed lost in a fit of meditation. 

“Good-night,” he answered, looking up 
with a start. ‘‘ Yes—to-morrow, if you're not 
tired of my ceaseless company. Halloa*” 
He was staring out seaward, pointing to 

something over my 

shoulder. “What 
can that be?” 

I wheeled round, 
gaping southward 
towards Africa. In 
the misty darkness 
I saw nothing but 
the twinkle of the 
stars and the riding 
lights of the ship 
ping in the bay. 
They were dim 
and growing dim- 
mer. A heavy fog 
was closing in from 
the Atlantic. 

Two hands whip- 
ped sharply past 
my cheeks, and 
something soft 
stuffy, and smell- 
ing sickly sweet 

© was pressed over 
my mouth and 
nostrils. I strug 
gled, I fought, ! 
choked; the 
breath seemed t0 
drown my lung 

in a flood o 

molten lead. ! 

kicked convul- 
sively with my 


vhi 7 t SOMETHING SOFT, STUFFY, AND SMELLING SICKLY SWEET WAS N ` mê 
at which we had Re EOP ENCARRAR ES heels behind 


to separate — he 

for the town and I for—well, for a point on 
Flagstaff Hill, which many field officers (but 
none below that rank) know well. Itis rather 
lonely there on the plateau where the roads 
divide, one going down past Ragged Staff 
towards the Alameda, the other turning along 
towards Europa Point and the Monkey Cave. 
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but nothing 
loosened by a hairsbreadth the grip of the 
strong arms that were locking my head and 
shoulders. I might have been clamped bY 
iron bands. Then a sort of weakness, ê 
deadening paralysis, seized my muscles. M! 
arms fell against my sides. My head droop 
to my chest. There was a rushing murmu 
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like the drone of a torrent in my ears. 
I slept. 

I woke reluctantly and drowsily. I tried 
to mutter words, but my tongue refused its 
office. There was a terrible pulse of pain at 
its tip. It was skewered—by a silver tooth- 
pick, I afterwards found—to my lips outside 
my teeth, I was dumb, and the dull pres- 
sure that was at my wrists and elbows told 
me that I was bound. A dead weight was 
pressing my ankles to earth. 

My eyes grew accustomed to the darkness 
and I realized my position. We were in the 
shadow of the cliff beside the private entrance 
to the galleries. 

Sitting across my legs, Birvaneff was 
leaning forward to peer into my face. I saw 
that he was examining me to discover if I 
had regained consciousness. His lips dropped 
to my ear and he whispered :— 

“ Are you awake? Move your right foot 
if you are.” 

For a moment I hesitated, but what was 
the good of deceiving him? I shuffled my 
tight foot. 

I could tell by the gleam of his teeth that 
he grinned. 

“You see, Z know the secret of the 
entrance,” he said. “My question in the 
mess was to find out if you did. But un- 
fortunately I do not know the key-word to 
this lock. You must open it, my friend.” 

The blood flushed to my face with rage. 
I shook my head violently. The wicket lock 
is opened by a different word every night, 
known only to the Governor, the town major, 
and the officer of the day. The scoundrel ! 
I open it! Td see him most particularly 
and completely hanged first ! 

His right hand moved towards my breast. 
Something gleamed silkily in the dull shadow 
and I felt a sharp prick of pain. 

“ This stiletto is exactly over the centre of 
your heart, my good Strange,” he whispered, 
quietly. ‘Think, if you please, a little 
more discreetly. Life is good—very, very 
good. You stand well in your profession. 
The Calpe are showing capital sport. It 
would be dark and squalid and unnecessary 
to end it all here. Think of the warmth 
and the light and the jollity of the Tent 
Club campings for instance. And they 
tell me, too, that you are going to get 
married.” 

A vision of Nellie’s face seemed to rise 
from the darkness to tempt me. Oh, it 
was a dark and terrible trap in which I 
was taken. You who hear my tale in 
the light, and with not an hour of your 
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life at stake, can hardly understand the 
agony of that moment. To be flung out 
of life suddenly, treacherously ; to die, not 
like a man, but like a cornered rat; to 
have no time to think, to drop as in 
a moment into the abyss of eternity— 
eternity. God forgive me. I shuffled my 
foot again. 

He nodded as he rose warily off my 
legs. 

“T had a notion you would think better of 
it,” he whispered, and propped me against 
the rock behind us, my bound hands touch- 
ing the stone. “Scratch the word in the 
dust with your finger,” he commanded. 

I scratched patiently, wearily, but not the 
word. 

“You will only kill me after all,” he 
spelled, as he bent down to read it. 

“You fool!” he muttered, savagely. 
“What good is the word to me without you ? 
You are going to guide me through the 
galleries, which, I don’t mind owning to you, 
I know absolutely nothing about. But make 
no mistake, my friend. That stiletto will 
never leave my hand; so do your best to 
avoid guard-houses and sentries. I am 
going to wear your overcoat, and my English 
is quite good enough to pronounce the word 
of the night ; so if we must pass one or two,. 
as I suppose we must, there is no need for 
any explanation. No; I am not going to 
kill you if you are sensible. When we get 
back I shall send you to sleep again—for 
four and twenty hours. By the time you 
wake I shall be half-way to Madrid by way of 
Algeciras. I swear to give you your life—-on 
the honour of a soldier I swear it—if you 
behave well. But let me repeat again very 
distinctly, that that stiletto will always be 
within twelve inches of your heart.” 

“It will be utter ruin,” I scratched, 
laboriously. 

He snarled liked a disappointed wolf when 
he saw that I still hesitated. His cruel 
Tartar blood was up, and he took me by the 
hair and drew back my head till the torture 
of my tongue was inexpressible. 

“Ruin!” he hissed. “Isnt death ruin 
too? Give me the word on the instant or 
by all the saints Pll stab you where you 
lie!” 

And then—but only because an idea, a 
tiny hope—had begun to sprout in my heart, 
I did it. For I knew by the face of the man 
that he would not keep his oath. He would 
glean his information, he would escape by 
my means, and then he would stab me and 
leave me dead and dishonoured out there in 
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the dark on the cliff-side. “Sevastopol,” I 
dinted slowly into the dust—was ever such a 
coincidence as that being the word of the 
night ?—and I heard him swear again as he 
read it. He clicked the letters as he framed 
them together on the dial and swung back 
the door. 

He thrust me in front of him as he closed 
it. One hand he placed upon my sword- 
belt, one he held with the stiletto in it 
against my back beneath my shoulder-blade. 
So we marched forward, with death cease- 
lessly pricking at my heart, and dishonour— 
unless I carried out the wild plan I had 
matured—my only goal. 

Ah, that long walk through those gloomy 
galleries! The stoppages, the examinations, 
the notes he made! The questions he 
asked which I had to answer laboriously by 
tracing in the limestone dust! The thrill 
of desperate fear that pulsed through my 
brain when we passed a sentry or a guard- 
room! Sometimes yet I rise from nightmare 
in my sleep, groaning and catching my 
breath as I tread that awful road in dreams. 
I feel the prick of the stiletto. The torture 
of my skewered tongue throbs again. Bir- 
vaneff is behind me. Death beckons me on. 
Despair is about me, black as the silent 
night. 

One thing I had made up my mind to. 
He should not escape—no; he should not 
escape. My life might have to go; but I 
swore that my honour should be left 
unstained. There was one hope. Somehow 
I must get him undiscovered to my own 
battery—to that range of portholes that 
grinned upon the north-western face of rock, 
which I knew as the palm of my own hand, 
and which contained the one chance of 
escape from this net of cruel cunning which 
had me enmeshed. So on we drifted silently 
through the corridors of rock, avoiding as 
far as possible the fighting galleries, and 
using only the communication tunnels. 
Villain that he was, Birvaneff had nerve. 
Muffled in my overcoat he gave the word 
of the night to sentry after sentry in faultless 
English, and without having turned out a 
single guard we arrived at last in that stretch 
of gallery where my 6in. beauties grin at 
Spain. 

I stopped slowly. I did not want that 
stiletto through my heart before I made my 
one bid for life and honour. 

“What is this?” he asked. He put 
the flat of his palm against my forefinger. 
“Draw the letters against my hand,” he 
axplained. 
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“MINE,” I dinted slowly against his 
flesh with my nail, and I could see the gleam 
of his teeth again as he grinned. His hand 
found and fondled the breech of the nearest 
gun. He patted it appreciatively. 

“Yours!” he said, with the ghost of a 
chuckle in his whisper. “Well, my friend, I 
have answered your question already. How 
many of this calibre in the gallery ?” 

I drew a number against his skin again, 
lying stolidly. I was going to give him no 
opportunity to count. 

“We have twice as many in Kronstadt, 
besides our 135-ton gun,” he whispered, boast- 
fully. I knew then for a certainty that he 
meant to kill me at the last. Would he have 
told as much to one to whom he was going 
to allow life ? 

He passed his hand here and there across 
breech and muzzle. He fingered the levers. 
He satisfied himself that they were what I 
described them to be. Then he whispered 
“Lead on,” and with the blood pulsing up 
from my heart in great throbs I led on—to 
Death. 

Outside on the great sheer face of lime- 
stone that hangs above the town my gunners 
had cut a ledge a hand’s breadth wide from 
porthole to porthole. For hand-hold they 
had scooped a groove 3ft. above it. They 
had learned to scamper like monkeys across 
this perilous path from gun to gun. Our 
practice fire, in consequence, beat the other 
batteries by fifty seconds or more. The 
other men saw, swore, and in spite of what 
their officers said, did not imitate. It was 
hardly to be wondered at. Before enlistment 
they had been only ordinary earth-walking 
mortals. 

To dance 8ooft. above nothing at all, 
as one of them expressed it, was more than 
they could stomach. But in my battery 
a dozen men were Northumbrians, trained 
cragsmen, educated to every trick of fowl- 
ing and climbing along their wild coasts. 
It was they who had conceived this device 
for swift travelling from gun to gun, and to 
avoid returning from the casemate into the 
gallery after each discharge. I had reaped 
many compliments on the smartness of my 
team that were due to them alone. 

I could feel Birvaneff start slightly and 
hesitate as I led forward towards the port- 
hole instead of back into the gallery. His 
grasp upon my sword-belt tightened. I held 
it tight, also, in my manacled hands. During 
the long journey down the dark aisles of rock 
I had managed to pick at the buckle. It was 
loose in my grip. 
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He breathed a doubting question into my 
ear. 

“Secret exit” I drew painfully upon his 
palm, fearful that he could not help noticing 
the trembling of my finger. He nodded, 
and I stepped forward again towards the 
porthole. 

The mist was closing up to it like a very 
blanket—a curtain of night and fog that 
seemed almost palpable to the touch, and 
only I could tell that: where mist met rock 
the drop was sheer into the abyss. 

I drew a deep breath and breathed a 
prayer. A second more and 
it would be decided one 
way or another. A rush of 
sudden fear surged up to 
my brain; I hesitated. 
God be thanked I had the 
manhood to thrust it back. 
I stepped forward reso- 
lutely over the edge, turned 
my foot sharply, and— 
found the ledge. By 
God’s providence, too, my 
chained hands fell upon 
the grooved hold. I 
dropped the sword - belt 
from my grip. 

At the very last I think 
he must have grown sus- 
picious, but too late. As 
he put his foot over that 
great step of 8ooft. and 
more he staggered and his 
hands caught at the empty 
air. As his sole met 
nothingness he shrieked. 
For one terrible second his 
fingers clutched my tunic, 
but my hold was good. He 
jerked me, it is true; I 
swayed as the cloth tore 
in his grasp, but my feet 
were firm. I looked over 
my shoulder to see him 
pass with outflung arms 
into that fathomless well 
of night. 


It was an hour later 
that I staggered into the 
Colonel’s quarters to tell 
him, with bleeding lips and 
tongue, my tale of peril. 
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He is a man of cool nerve. With me alone 
he sought the rubble slope beneath the 
northern cliffs, found the shapeless thing 
that had once been Birvaneff, and went with 
me to rouse the Governor. What expla- 
nation those two offered to Prince Basil when 
the bearer party laid that shattered body 
down in the hotel I never knew. One thing 
was told me not long after. The “Official 
Gazette” that announced the death of 
the Hetman of the 31st Oural Cossacks 
did so in the simple words, “killed in 
action.” Would they claim that as an 
honour due 
to a man 
who died 
trying to do 
what he 
conceived 
was even 
more than a 
duty? Per- 
haps so. But 
I think that 
we who 
serve the 
King of 
England in- 
terpret both 
honour and 
duty other- 
wise. 





“I LOOKED OVER MY SHOULDER TO SEE HIM PASS WITH OUTFLUNG ARMS 
INTO THAT FATHOMLESS WELL OF NIGHT.” 
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Confesstons of a Caricaturist. 


By Harry Furniss. 


The “ Confessions” of Mr. Harry Furniss, which are to appear in two handsome volumes in thé course of the 
present month, comprise the richest assortment of personal experiences, anecdotes, gossip, and good stories 
about well-known people that has been set before the public for many a long day. We have made 


arrangements to quote from the advance sheets of these volumes for the entertainment of our readers, and to 

reproduce a selection from their scores of illustrations. We should like to recount at length the very interesting 

narrative of Mr. Furniss’s early life and experiences, but in these pages we must be content with a few 

characteristic specimens of his work with pen and pencil, which may be left to tell their own story without 
comment. 
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THE poor Saxon “ towrist ”— 
what he may suffer in the 
Emerald Isle! There is a story 
on record of three Irishmen 
rushing away from the race meeting at 
Punchestown to catch a train back to 
Dublin. At the moment a train from 
a long distance pulled up at the station, 
and the three men scrambled in. In the 
carriage was seated one other passenger. 
As soon as they had regained their breath 
one said :— 

“ Pat, have you got th’ tickets ?” 

“What tickets? I’ve got me loife; I 
thought Id have lost that gettin’ in th’ 
thrain. Have you got ’em, Moike ?” 

“Oi, begorrah, I haven't.” 

“Oh, we're all done for thin,” said the 
third. ‘They'll charge us roight from the 
other soide of Oireland.” 

The old gentleman looked over his news- 
paper and said :— 


A SPECIMEN 
ANECDOTE. 
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(Mr. Barnett, Falk Studio, Melbourne, 


“You are quite safe, gintlemen; wait till 
we get to the next station.” 

They all three looked at each other. 
“Bedad, he’s a directhor—we’re done for 
now entoirely.” 

But as soon as the tra.n pulled up the 
little gentleman jumped out and came back 
with three first-class tickets. Handing them 
to the astonished strangers, he said, “ Whist, 
I'll tell ye how I did it. I wint along the 
thrain-—‘ Tickets, plaze; tickets, plaze, I 
called, and these belong to three Saxon 
towrists in another carriage.” 


Sir Henry Irving, like his dear 
TOOLE’s old friend Mr. J. L. Toole, has 
PENCIL. found relief in occasional harm- 
less fun. Toole, however, was 
irrepressible. 
I was one day walking with him in Leeds 
(where he was appearing in the evening on 
the stage and I on the platform). A street 
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hawker proffered the comedian a metal pencil- 
case forthe sum of ahalfpenny. ‘Toole made 
this valuable purchase. As soon as I left the 
platform that night I found a note for me, 
inviting me to the theatre directly after the 
performance. ‘Toole came back on to the 
stage and, making me an elaborate and com- 
plimentary speech, referring to me as “a 
brother artist in another sphere,” etc., 
presented me with the pencil! I made an 
appropriate reply, and we went to supper. 

The following paragraph from the pen of 
Mr. Toole appeared in the 
Press the next day in 
London as well as in the 
provinces :— 

“ Brother artists, even 
when working in different 
grooves, do not lack appre- 
ciation of each other’s work. 
After Mr. Harry Furniss’s 
lecture in Leeds the other 
night he and Mr. Toole 
foregathered; and the 
popular and genial actor 
presented the ‘comedian of 
the pencil’ with a very neat 
and handsome pencil-case, 
just adapted for the jotting 
down, wherever duty takes 
him, of those graphic 
sketches with which the 
caricaturist amuses us week by week.” 


I recollect, when I first saw him 
in Waterloo Place, I had just 
read an article of his in which 
he gave a recipe for getting 
rid of callers, which was to bring the con- 
versation to an abrupt termination, say 
absolutely nothing, but steadfastly stare at 
your visitor until he left. I can vouch for 
its being a simple and effective plan. 

When I entered his editorial sanctum the 
genial essayist received me most cordially, 
and looked the picture of comfort, sur- 
rounded as he was by a heterogeneous collec- 
tion of pipes. Presently he knocked the 
ashes out of his finished pipe and mutely 
stared point-blank at me till I, like the 
pipe, went out also. But before making 
my exit I reminded him that I had read 
the article I refer to, and up to which 
he was no doubt acting, and that I was 
pleased and interested that he practised 
the doctrine he preached. Possibly 
this remark of mine was unexpected, and 
therefore somewhat disconcerted him for a 


moment, for he quickly replied, “ Not at all ! 
Vol. xxii. —69. 


JAMES 
PAYN. 
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Not at all! Fact is, I was rather upset before 
you came in by a miserable man who called 
to see me, and at the moment I was, à propos 
of him, thinking of a funny story about 
Theodore Hook I came across last night I 
never heard of before. Poor Hook was at 
a smart dinner one evening, but instead of 
being as usual the life and soul of the party, 
he proved the wet blanket on the merry 
meeting, despite the fact that he, in all 
probability, had imbibed his stiff glass of 
brandy to get him up to his usual form before 
entering the house at which 
he was entertained. This 
most unusual phase of 
Hook’s character surprised 
everybody present, so much 
so that his host ventured 
to remark that the volatile 
Theodore did not seem so 
merry as usual. 

“*Merry? I should 
think not! I should like 
to see anyone merry who 
has gone through what I 
have this afternoon !’ 

“What was that?’ asked 
everyone, with one. voice. 

“*Well Vl tell you, 
said Hook. ‘I have just 
come up from York in 
the stage coach, and I 
was rather late in taking my seat; the 
top was occupied to the full, so I had no 
alternative but to become an inside pas- 
senger. The only other occupant of the 
interior was a melancholy individual rolled 
up in a corner. He had donned his great- 
coat, the collar of which was turned right 
up over his ears. He stolidly sat there, 
never uttering a word, until I became fasci- 
nated by his weird appearance. By-and-by 
the sun sank below the western horizon, the 
inside of the coach became darker and 
darker, and more ghastly seemed the cadaver- 
ous stranger as the blackness increased. The 
strain was too much for me. I could not 
keep silent another minute. 

“< My good sir,” I said, “ what ever is the 
matter with you ? ” : 

“<« PII tell you,” he slowly muttered. “Some 
months ago I invested in two tickets in a 
great lottery, but when I told my wife of the 
speculation I had indulged in she nagged 
and nagged at me to such a frightful extent 
that at last I sold the tickets.” 

ace 6c Well ? » 

“«“ Well, do you know, sir, to-day those 
two numbers won the two first prizes, and 
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‘THAT'S JUST WHAT I HAVE DONE.” 


those two prizes represent a sum of money 
of colossal magnitude ! ” 

“© Goodness gracious me!” I shouted. 
“If that had happened to me it would have 
driven me to desperation! In fact, I really 
believe that I should -have been frantic 
enough to have cut my throat!” 

“««Why, that’s just what I have'done!” 
replied the stranger, as he turned down his 
collar. ‘ Look here !”’” 


A stoutly-made little fellow of 

AN APT eight, to his mother, who hap- 
QUOTATION. pened to be extremely thin: 

“Oh, mother, I do believe you 
must be the very sweetest woman in the 
world !” 

“Thanks, very much, Lawrence. But why 
so affectionate? What do you want?” 

“I don’t want anything. I only know you 
must be the very sweetest woman in the 
world.” 

“ Really, you are too flattering. 
sudden outburst of affec- 
tion?” 

“Well, you know, I’ve 
been thinking over the 
old, old saying, ‘The 
nearer the bone the 
sweeter the meat.’” 


Why this 


There are a 
ARTISTS’ number of 
MODELS. girls who go 
the round of 
the studios, but have no 
right whatever to do so. 
They generally hunt in 
pairs, and this habit 
surely distinguishes them 
from the real model. 
They are more easily 
drawn than described. 
Two of this class once 
called on Barnard. 
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“ What do you sit for? ” he asked. 

“Oh, anything, sir.” i 

“ Ah, I am a figure man—you are no use to 
me; but there is a friend of mine over there 
who is now painting a landscape —I think you 
might do very well 
for a haystack; and 
your friend might try 
studio No. 5 and sit 
for a thunder-cloud, 
the artist there is 
starting a stormy 
piece —oh, good 
morning.” Tableau ! 

A wretched indi- 
vidual once called 
upon me and begged 
me to give him a sit- 
ting. I asked him 
to sit for what I was 
at work upon: this 
was a wicket-keeper 
in a cricket match 


bending over the 
wicket. I assured the 
man he need not 


apologize, as he had 
really turned up at 
an opportune 
moment; the draw- 
ing was “news,” and 
it had to be finished 
that day. When I 
had shown my model 
the position and made him understand 
exactly what I wanted, I noticed to my 
surprise that he was trembling all over. 1 
immediately asked him 
if he were cold. 

(13 No.” 

“Nervous?” 

“cc No.” 

“Then why not keep 
still ?” 

“ Well, that’. just what 
I can’t do, sir! I had 
to give up my occupation 
because, sir, I am_hafflic- 
ted with the palsy, and 
when I bend I do tremble 
so. I only sit for ’ands, 
sir — for ’ands to por- 
trait painters. I close 
’em for a military 
gent; I open ’em for 
a bishop; but when the 
hartist is hin a ‘urry 
I know as ’ow to ‘ide 
one ’and in my pocket 





“1 SIT FOR 'ANDS, SIR.’ 
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CONFESSIONS OF 


and the hother hunder a cocked 
at.” 

Hiding hands recalls to me a fact I may 
mention in justice to our modern English 
caricaturists. We never make capital out of 
our subjects’ deformities. This I pointed 
out at a dinner in Birmingham a few years 
ago, at which I was the guest of the evening, 
and as I was addressing journalists I men- 
tion this fact in justice to myself and my 
brother caricaturists. It so happened that 
afternoon I had heard Mr. Gladstone making 
his first speech in the opening of Parliament, 
1886, after being returned in Opposition. 
Turning round to his young supporters, he 
used for the first time the now famous ex- 


pression, “an old Parliamentary hand,” hold- 
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the same benches, for years, assured me that 
they had never noticed his hand before I 
made this matter public. So that when I 
am told that I misrepresent portraits of 
prominent men I always point to this fact. 

Mr. Gladstone was careful to hide the 
deformity in his photographs, but in his 
usual energetic manner in the House the 
black patch in place of the finger was on 
many occasions in no way concealed. 


The first house I occupied after 
I married faced one occupied by 
a well-known and worthy, fiery- 
tempered man of letters, and it 
so happened that one evening my wife and I 
were dining at the house of another neigh- 


A DIS- 
AGREEABLE 
NEIGHBOUR. 


THE GRAND OLD HAND AND THE YOUNG 'UNS. 


“I stand here as a Member of the House, where there are many who have 
taken their seats for the first ume upon these benches, and where there may 





counsel, and reserve my own freedom, until T see the occasion when there ma 
be a prospect of public benefit in endeasouring to make a movement forward, 


be some to «hom possibly I may avail myself of the privilege of old age to | and I will veuture to recommend theni, as an old Parliamentary haad, to, do 
, 


offer a recommendation. 


I would tell them of my owa intention to keep my 


the mme, (Lavghter.)"—Fiom Gladstom's Speech, 


BY SPECIAL PERMISSION OF THE PROPRIETORS OF ‘‘ PUNCH.” 


ing up at the same time a hand on which 
there were only three fingers. Now, what 
if I had drawn that hand as it was minus the 
first finger, showing the black patch? It 
would have been tempting on the part of a 
foreign caricaturist, because it had a curious 
application under the circumstances. (But 
it would be noticed that in my sketch in 
Punch the first finger, which really did 
not exist, is prominently shown.) This 
was the first time the fact was made public 
that Mr. Gladstone had not the first finger 
on the left hand; since then, however, all 
artists, humorous or serious, were careful: to 
show Mr. Gladstone’s left hand as pointed 
out by me. 

Now, I had noticed this for years in the 
House, and I hold as an argument that men 
are not observant the fact that members who 
had sat in the House with Mr. Gladstone, on 
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bour. We were gratified to learn that our 
celebrated w7s-a-vis, hearing we had come to 
live in the same square, was anxious to make 
our acquaintance. On our return home that 
night we discovered the latch-key had been 
forgotten, and unfortunately our knocking 
and ringing failed to arouse the domestics. 
It was not long, however, before we awoke 
our neighbours, and a window of the house 
opposite was violently thrown open, and 
language all the stronger by being endowed 
with literary merit came from that man of 
letters, who in the dark was unable to see 
the particular neighbours offending him, and 
he referred to my wife and myself in a way 
that could not be passed over. A battle 
of words ensued, in which I proved the 
victor, and my neighbour beat a hasty retreat. 
Before retiring I wrote a note to our friend 
we had just left to say that under the circum- 
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Alm at the win- 
dow of my studio 
facing the oppo- 
site house, now 
and then sending 
him down to the 
front door to 
stand on the 
footstep to await 
some imaginary 
person, and to keep his eye on the house 
opposite. I went on with my work in peace. 
Presently a note came :— 

“ Dear Furniss,—Your neighbour has sent 
round to ask me what you are like. He has 
never seen you till this morning, and he is 
frightened to leave his house. He implores 
me to apologize for him.” 

He departed from the 
shortly afterwards. 





MY FIGHTING DOUBLE, 


neighbourhood 


my Dank, and the money was paid. 1 

probably unique in the history of ning 
A propos of writing backwards, in 

when artists made their drawings on w 


everything of course had to be reversed, 


MR. J. Le TOOLE’S FIRST ATTEMPT. 


so writing backwards became quite easy. To 
this day I can write backwards nearly as 
quickly as I write in the ordinary way. ere 
night at supper I was explaining this, an 
furthermore told my friends that they them- 





mau 
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|, but it is—it must be of consequence. 
of—such a private nature, and so 
I feel extremely awkward in having 
owledge I read it—a pure accident, I 
rou!” 

anded me the note 
; running away, when 
d him back, It 


ət me under the 
8.— Lucy.” 
ust introduce you to 


no! not for worlds.” 
did. Here he is. 





It was not until Tom Taylor had 
passed away that Mr. Punch 
would deign to give me a chance. 
„ I bad then been seven years in 

London hard at work for the 

vagazines and illustrated papers, and 
ily say that my work was the only 
on I ever had to Mr. Burnand. 
{ first entered the goal of my boyish 
—that is to say, the editorial sanctum 
inch—I had never met the gentle- 
fora number of years afterwards, 
ned to be my chief, and I fully 
ʻo see the editor turn round and 
e with that look of irrepressible 
ad in that habitually jocose style 
ad so often heard described. I 
vain for the geniality in the editor’s 
ì there was a remarkably complete 
absence of the jocose in 
the sharp, irritable words 
which he addressed to 
me. 

“Really,” said he, 
“this is too bad! I 
wrote to you to meet 
meat the Surrey Theatre 
last night, and you never 
turned up. We go to 
press to-day, and the 
sketches are not even 
made.” 

“ I don’t quite under- 
stand you,” I re- 
plied, “for I never 
heard from you in my 
Jon’t think that you ever saw 


yy 


z ENY 
= 





ly you are Mr. ?” (a con- 

had been drawing for Punch for 
“ Are you not?” 

id. ‘ My name is Furniss, and 

that you wanted to see me.” 
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par M a CE A r oe nee an \ Lec 
personally conducted up ` j 
to bed by his nurse, in- SX : 
quired where I was going. ae ona 

“To dine with Mr. lA 
Punch,” I replied. —— 


“ Oh, haven’t you eaten 
all his hump ye/, papa? It 
does last a long time!” 
And the little chap con- 
tinued his journey to the 
arms of Morpheus, evi- 
dently quite concerned about his father’s act 
of long-drawn-out cannibalism. 


It is a curious fact that I really 

DU never had a seat allotted to me 
MAURIER. at the Punch table. I always 

sat in du Maurier’s, except on 

the rare occasions when he 
came to the dinner, when I 
moved up one. It was always 

a treat to have du Maurier at 
“the table.” He was by far 

and away the cleverest con- 
versationalist of his time I 
ever met—his delightful re- 

Fi afe, neat and effec- 
PONR RENS e chaff and 


Pt a e e S 






LEWIS CARROLL'S SUGGESTION. 







as Charles the First's to 
Mr. Dick in “ David Cop 
'perfield,” for I find in 
several letters references 
to Sir William. “Re Glad- 
stone’s head and its recent 
growth, couldn't you make 
a picture of it for h 
‘Essence of Parliament’? 
I would call it ‘Toby 
Dream of A.D. 1900, 
have Gladstone addressing the Hous, 
with his enormous head support Y 
Harcourt on one side and Parnell on 
other.” 
This suggestion is the only one I i 
Strange to say, neither Gladstone, 
nor Lewis Carroll lived to see 1900 
His gees 
THUR was acomblir 
pe of absent-minded: 
ness and irritable- 
ness. The latter failing, he 
told me, would at times ee 
complete control of him. A 
gt ‘rom instance, he had to leave 


NIVE his journey W35 
x train’ before h he felt it 10 
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ad better steer clear 
s, with hands thrust 
strides from one end 
x during the course 
It is on record that 
duals, edging up to a 
> was going on to the 
s gathering and the 
v as customary when 
fog, remarked :— 

n’t you see that it is 


n his heel to ascend 
fully rejoined :— 

wut can’t you see that 
[ am not navigating a 
dalloon ? ” 

On one occasion 
the captain had been 
through a terribly 
stormy afternoon and 
night and had not 
quitted his post on 
the bridge for one 
minute, the weather 
being awful. Fogs, 
icebergs, and the ele- 
nents all combined 
o make it a most 
inxious time for the 
me man in charge of 
the valuable vessel 
and her cargo of 1,700 
souls, and during the 
whole period the un- 
not tasted a mouthful 
s boy, feeling for his 
to time endeavoured, 
norsel, to make him 
t the firm face of the 
es were fixed straight 
sre deaf to the lad’s 
ist time when the boy 
ask the captain if he 
thing to eat. This 


captain, “bring me 
ppe 

tains of the older 
and humorous lot of 
story of their eccen- 
One in particular of 
: the terror of the 
lat nervous ordeal of 
r the first time with 
ld salt, after a painful 
young man and said, 
’ much impressed by 
: about you—in fact, 
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unaffected manner. 
Our English girls 
wre very carefully 
srought up, and are 
‘ontinually warned 
hat this thing or 
hat is “bad form.” 
\s a result, when 
hey enter society 
ney are more or 
25S in fear of saying 
r doing something 
iat will not be con- 
dered suitable. As 
matter of fact they 
e not lacking in 
ergy or vivacity, 
it these qualities 
e suppressed in 
iblic, and only 
me to the surface 
the society of in- 
nates. American 
ls from childhood 
wards are much 
we independent ; 
y have much more 
dom and en- 
rward than ours. 
expected of an 
ercourse are con- 
n for our girls. 
will, if an artist, 
lat the face of an 
he voice, is often 
f one were not 
sunderstood, and 
rude, one could 
e American girl 
has a baby’s face 
dy than by any 
brush - painting 
forehead, round 
| and round lips 
in; and, as the 
o dress the hair 
the fashion of 
s complete. 
merican girl are 
n those of her 
q are smaller ; 
ler, too, and so 
neither are SO 
inglish girl’s. 
h girl from her 
t is the baby, 
iore expression 
1; little older, 
ged, made to 
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1n one season, Nappens What IM thik ana 
English matron would take ten. The bubble 
bursts, the baby face collapses, just as if you 
pricked it with a pin, and she is left sans 
teeth, sans eyes, sans beauty, sans every- 
thing. This is the American girl in a hurry, 
and these remarks only apply to the ex- 
hausted New York, the sensational Chicago, 
the anxious Washington, and the over- 
strained child of that portion of America in 
a hurry. 


I was once obliged to deliver a 
THE TRIALS lecture” on ry in a rough 
eS tweed suit. It so happened 
ENTERTAINER. ae : 
that I was giving a series 
of lectures in the 
vicinity of Bir- 
mingham, and I 
was stopping with 
a friend of mine, 
the Curator of 
the Art Gallery 
and Museum 
there. He sug- 
gested my leav- 
ing my Gladstone 
bag,  containtingized by Goi gle 


my change of 













EOE Se a 


doors between him and the private office 1 
which my coveted bag was lying, and wound 
up with the cheering ‘announcement that my 
case was hopeless. Shes 

I had only a few minutes left in which to 
catch my train. A glance at my cuffs show 
me that one’s linen has to be changed pretty 
frequently in a Midland town, 50 I made 4 
frantic dive into a shirt-makers. ' i 

“White shirt, turn-down collar! Loo 
sharp !” h 

ay es, sir. Size round neck, sir? a 

“ Oh, thirty, forty—anything you like, onl} 
look sharp!” ‘Time was neary up. ese 


fully. 
He measured my neck canoa Wee onde? 


my estimate, 50 
I got the shirt, 
bolted for the 
station, an 
jumped into the 
train as it wa 
oing of, MY 
ea luggase 

: ecen 


» 


ee meppens tO De much un 
height, and rather broad 
Would warn 
to buy his shirts 
T cannot 


na the idea of 















“ay 





mm not to buy his shirts 
ready - made. I cannot 
understand the idea of 
measurement that leads a 
shirtmaker to cut out a 
shirt, taking the circum- 
ference of the neck as a 
basis. I knowa man about 
six feet high who has a neck 
like a walking-stick. If he 
bought a shirt on the shirt- 
makers’ system it would 
barely act as a chest-pro- 
tector; and, on the other 
hand, this shirt in question, 
as I said before, certainly 
fitted me round the neck, 
but I nearly stepped on the 
Sleeves as I went off the 
platform at the close of my 
ecture, and so of t 

audience must thi KOR 


cay, that Tama eon uee ana that An ics 





THE FLY IN THE LANTERN. 









y SS ee. en EAN 


troubled to look round to 
see if the picture was all 
right. But for a second it 
struck me that by some 
mischance he might be 
showing the caricatures in 
place of the serious por- 
traits. Quickly I turned 
round, and the sight that 
met my eyes made me at 
once join in the general 
roar. There was a gigantic 
fly promenading on the 
nasal organ of the Grand 
Old Man, unheeding the 
attempts which were being 
made on its life by the 
professor, armed with a long 
pointed weapon. It had 
walked into the professor's 
parlour—that is to say, into 
saitérn—and taken up 


INIVER 
JN. 


it’ Uieiparaty residence 
= ap ee ee ee ”- r 


SALA’S. Were plentiful, jokes in 
TOES. “burlesque and on the 
-music - hall stage were 


Ne Nas an eA oe ee ee 
once to be the unfortunate layman 

when a budding and inexper! i f 

introduced as a matter of course, and barber practised his art ornate k j 

private chaff in letters was kept up for some sat in the chair of a hairdresser’s ae ied A 

time. One private letter I wrote du Maurier: miles from Regent Street. I hai ah ay ‘ 

“Sala has no sole for humour—you have highly respectable, thoroughly maT rh 

made me put my foot in it,” and added the lishment, as I was tired of being od with re 

Six Toes signature sketch. In this no doubt nose by foreigners fingers aes oi 

du Maurier found inspiration for “ Trilby.” nicotine of bad cigarettes. Mente British 

and to my delight a fresh-looking jor 


THE SIX-TOES 
SIGNATURE. 





otis RECT a tugung 


I recollect an incident the youth tied me up. in the Car ! 

WHISTLER’S mention of which will, I fear, torture, lathered my chin, and began ie ya 

LOLLIpops. send a cold tions. I was not CPA ade a My 
shudder through fact that I we the iin 

any worshipper of “ Nubian” chopping - bloc A 

nocturnes and incomprehen- youth, agitated T'a huge piett 

sible “arrangements.” On nervous, produce dabbing 

one occasion after leaving the of lint and omnea counten- 

banquet of the Guild I patches of it upon Mt 


beheld Whistler — “ Jimmy ” 
of the snowy tuft, the martyred 
butterfly of the “ peacock 
room ”-—to whose impression- 
able soul the very thought 
of a sugar-stick should be 


eee et haa wl aih nane: I 





ance. Then I looked at mse 
in the glass. G hea’ a 
Was I gazing upon wee 
was it some German grey 
lacerated a ri 
uina uel 

/ ee pes and called for the 
inal ffo ietor, who was gë : 
Na NERIS and apologeti and eF 


Fa ee ak Bett Oe boy must 





ar so ae 
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S large as 


olly said : 
there is a 
re helped. 


y 


F arda 


you are 
ect any- 
qurrican 


y wife’s 
ing at 
u must 


nevur 


1 right 





vinute. 
tizen : 
that I 
u my 
you-— 


these 
—my 
does, 
, the 
and 
and 
ifes- 
and 











Digitized by Gog gle 











Digitized by 








By RicHARD MARSH. 


OU cannot keep on meeting 
the same man by accident— 
not in that way. ‘To suggest 
such a possibility would be to 
carry the doctrine of proba- 
bilities too far. Miss Donne 
began herself to think that such might be 
the case. She had first encountered him 
at Geneva—at the Pension Dupont. There 
his bearing had not only been extremely 
deferential, but absolutely distant. Possibly 
this was in some measure owing to Miss 
Donne herself, who, at that stage of her 
travels, was the most unapproachable of 

ng leines During the last few days 
of h 


$ t 
stay he had sat next to her HAN CEABNedhiner stor granted—-not ati 


EE A E 


began to assume a really curious phase 
Miss Donne left Lausanne On a pda 
On the day before she told Mr. nde 
she was going, and where she int aa 
to stop. Mr. Huhn made no conn) 


F i ; ven 
on the information, which was 8 


casually while they waited among 4 on 
of other persons for the eee 
one could have inferred from a 3 
that it was not his intention 

days at Lausanne. When, badon a 
the morning after her arrival, she por 
seated by her side at lunch she : 
into a flurry of surprise. P ae bë 
chioweverin to conclude that she w pis 


S F Ww 1I 
“Et the slightest explanation of bon ah 
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a ilaty. at 
even two hundred—pounds! At the thought 
she burned. Who was she and what had 
she done that wandering males—the merest 
casual acquaintances—should feel themselves 
at liberty to throw bank-notes into her lap? 
As if she were a beggar—or worse. There 
was a moment in which she was inclined 
to throw the bracelet out of the carriage 
window. | 

The mischief was that she did not know 
where to return it. She had Mr. Huhn’s 
own assurance that he also was leaving 
Lucerne on that same day. Where he was 
going she had not the faintest notion. At 
least, she assured herself that she had not the 
faintest notion. To return it, by post, to 
Ezra G. Huhn, America, would be absurd. 
She might send it back to the person whose 
name was on the case—to Tiffany. She 
would. 

Then there was the portrait—hidden in 
the bracelet—which he had had the capital 
audacity to palm off on to her under cover of 
a box of chocolates. It was excellent—that 


ee See eS ee Cor nee ae a a 


was certai 
Googles face, with the kindly eyes in 
which t&ere always seemed to be a twinkle? 


breathe in. They made her heag ame ~ 
longed for the sea. Within three days of 
her arrival she was hurrying towards Dieppe. 
In Dieppe she alighted at the Hotel de 
Paris, The first person she saw 3s she 
crossed the threshold was Annie Moriatty— 
at least, she used to be Annie Moriarty until 
she became Mrs. Palmer. ‘The two rushed 
into each other’s a eae avg 
upstairs with Miss Donne to 4 l 
AKNE When they descended ra 
Donne was introduced to” Mr. Palmer, w 
had been Annie’s one topic M, the epistolary 
communications with which Miss Donne was 
regularly favoured. Mf. Palmer, who was £ 
husband cf twelve months’ standing, pr 
to be a sort of under-study for a giant, we 
ing above Miss Donne’s head in tne 
which inspired her with awe. dies 
was wondering whether, when he desire 
kiss his wife and retain bis perpen 
position, he always lifted her upon a A 
| for Annie was a mere pigmy 1m See the 
who should come down the staircase 10) 
hall but Mr. Hubn! Pi! à 
a Aivithatosight not only did Miss ih 
l üy she was 0 X 
NGFECRS ABER aii an extent that It p 





aw T CEA N 


er 








Mi ’, s. Pi hi Se "m =e Saa Shien 
Kondistne eee discovered herself hazily 
Haat a ae this Was the same world 
sider ie mg been living all these years, 
A a € was awake in it or dream- 
ane er all the miracles which had lately 
ged the whole fashion of her life, was the 
Breatest still upon the way? i 
my fre 
ane oe was thirty-eight and three- 
raat. the children say. For over 
-y years she had been a governess — 


witl i i 
Ries ch kin. All the time she was 
with her ya tar that the fat season was 


eis coming ang that the lean one 
shea ae Gas She was not a scholar ; 
ut While ef ree woman in the world. 
notion, of H ne second fact she had no 
She had gene rst she was hideously sure. 
rained every nerve to improve her 


mental equi 


ment: to kee i 
Vol one ; to keep herself abreast of 
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MYHSCUUMYC JOaIS Was tO NCF, indeed, a 
mystery. That Miss Law should consider it 
well worth her while to retain in her estab- 
lishment a well-mannered, dainty lady ; 
possessed of infinite patience, kindliness, 
and tact; the soul of honour; considering 
her employer’s interests before her own ; 
willing to work late and early ; who was 
liked by every pupil with whom she came 
into contact, and so was able to smooth the 
head mistress’s path in a hundred different 
ways; that the shrewd proprietress of St. 
Cecilia’s College should esteem these qualifi- 
cations as a sufficient set-off for certain 
scholastic deficiencies never entered into 
Miss Donne’s philosophy. Therefore, though 
she said not a word of it to anyone, she was 
tortured by a continual fear that each term 
would be her last. Dismissed for ineffi- 
ciency at her age, what should she do? For 
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not turned quite grey, after the racking 
anxieties of the sleepless night. 

And then the miracle came—the god 
out of the machine. A cousin of her 
mother, of whom she had only heard, died 
in America, in Pittsburg—a bachelor, as 
alone in the world as she was—and left 
everything he had to his far-off kinswoman. 
Eight hundred sterling pounds a year it came 
to, actually, when everything was realized, 
and everything had been left in an easily 
realizable form. What a difference it made 
when she understood that the incredible had 
come to pass, and what it meant. She was 
rich, independent, secure from want and 
from the fear of it, thank God. And she 
thanked Him--how she thanked Him !— 
pouring out her heart before Him like some 
simple child. And she ceased to grow old ; 
nay, she all at once grew young again. She 
was nearly persuaded that the greyness had 
vanished from behind her ears; her hair 
certainly did seem thicker. The wrinkles 
were so faint as to be not worth mentioning, 
while, as for the stiffgess of her joints, she 
was sudderitytzeohsiiaO OlQa absurd and 
even improper inclination~to run up the 


Was it possibler äi MIMS ony 
avoided? An inevitable consequence? 
course, Mr. Huhn was an Amencan; she 
did know so much. And _although—as 
had gathered—this was by no means a 
visit to Europe, it might reasonably b 
imagined that he spent most of his time m 
his native country. It was equally fair t0 
assume that his wife would be expected to 
stop there with him. Would she, men 
perforce lose her nationality, her birt might, 
her title to call herself an Englishwoman 
To say the least of it, that would an 
extraordinary position for—for an Eng 
woman to find herself in. Nore i 
Annie could not have succeeded better : 
it been her deliberate intention to m 
Miss Donne’s confusion worse confoun sn 

She dined with the Palmers at ne 
table by themselves. Mr. Huhn a ate 
long table round the corner, hidden b 
sight by the peculiar construction j 
room. Mrs. Palmer announced that ail 
gone there before she entered. Miss 


ore he Te 
took care that she went bef in her bed 


; ‘covering’ 
appeared. She nt _thecevening: 
room, in spite of Mis. Patera igno if 


“ne OF One 
OE Was a 
ns 


Par nice 
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but in the hearing of severa: others, 
Jonne was so distressed that she found 
physically incapable of telling the 
r that, as she was perfectly aware, she 
ly disliked personal remarks, which 
\ways in the very worst possible taste. 
uing was seen of Mr. Huhn. She went 
e Palmers to the market ; to the man 
who carved gro- 
tesque heads out 
of what he called 
vegetable ivory; to 
watch, the people 
bathe, while listen- 
ing to the band 
upon the terrace ; 
then to lunch. All 
the time she had 
that bracelet on her 
person. After lunch 
she accompanied 
her friends on a 
queer sort of 
vehicle, which was 
not exactly a break 
or quite anything 
else, on what its 
proud proprietor 
called a “ fashion- 
able excursion” to 
the forest of Arques. 
It was nearly five 
when they returned. 
The Palmers went 
upstairs. She sat 
down on one of the 
chairs which were 
on the pavement 
in front of the hotel. 
She had been there 
aya” for some minutes 
in a sort of waking 
when someone occupied the chair 
er. 
as Mr. Huhn. His appearance 
unexpected that it found her 
ss. The foolish tremors to which 
ned to have been so liable of late 
to paralyze her. She gazed at 
by theatre on the other side of the 
trying to think of what she ought to 
1 failed. No greetings were ex- 
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she was growing old; she knew she was. 
She was grey—almost !— behind the ears ; 
her hair was thinner than it used to be; there 
were tell-tale wrinkles about her eyes; she 
was conscious of a certain stiffness in her 
joints. A governess so soon grows old, 
especially if she is not clever. Many a time 
she lay awake all through the night thinking, 
with horror, of the future which was in store 
for her. What should she do? She had 
saved so little. Out of such a salary how 
could she save? — with her soft, generous 
heart which could not resist a temptation to 
give. She sometimes wondered, when the 
morning dawned, how it was that she had 
not turned quite grey, after the racking 
anxieties of the sleepless night. 

And then the miracle came—the god 
out of the machine. A cousin of her 
mother, of whom she had only heard, died 
in America, in Pittsburg—a bachelor, as 
alone in the world as she was—and left 
everything he had to his far-off kinswoman. 
Eight hundred sterling pounds a year it came 
to, actually, when everything was realized, 
and everything had been left in an easily 
realizable form. What a difference it made 
when she understood that the incredible had 
come to pass, and what it meant. She was 
rich, independent, secure from want and 
from the fear of it, thank God. And she 
thanked Him--how she thanked Him !— 
pouring out her heart before Him like some 
simple child. And she ceased to grow old; 
nay, she all at once grew young again. She 
was nearly persuaded that the greyness had 
vanished from behind her ears; her hair 
certainly did seem thicker. The wrinkles 
were so faint as to be not worth mentioning, 
while, as for the stiffness of her joints, she 
was suddenly conscious of an absurd and 
even improper inclination to run up the 
stairs and down them. 

Then there came the wonderful journey. 
She, a solitary spinster, who had never been 
out of England in her. life, made up her 
mind, after not more than six months’ con- 
sideration, to go all by herself to Switzerland. 
And she went. After the strange happenings 
which, in such a journey, were naturally to 
be expected, to crown everything, here, on the 
terrace at Dieppe, sat Annie Moriarty that 
was—and a troublesome child she used to 
be--telling her—her!—the young woman’s 
former and ought-to-be-revered preceptress— 
that a certain person—to wit, an American 
gentleman—was in love with her—with her! 
Miss Eva Donne. Not the least extra- 
ordinary part of it was that, instead of 
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correcting the presumptuous Annie, Miss 
Donne beamed and blushed, and blushed 
and beamed, and was conscious of the most 
singular sensations. 

A remark, however, which Mrs. Palmer 
apparently inadvertently made, brought her 
back to earth with a sudden jolt. 

“I suppose that whoever does become 
Mrs. Huhn will become an American.” 

It was just a second or so before she com- 
prehended. When she did it was with a 
quick sinking of the heart. Something, all 
at once, seemed to have gone out of the 
world. Perhaps because a cloud had crept 
over the sun. 

Was it possible? A thing not to be 
avoided? An inevitable consequence? Of 
course, Mr. Huhn was an American ; she 
did know so much. And although—as she 
had gathered—this was by no means his first 
visit to Europe, it might reasonably be 
imagined that he spent most of his time in 
his native country. It was equally fair to 
assume that his wife would be expected to 
stop there with him. Would she, therefore, 
perforce lose her nationality, her birthright, 
her title to call herself an Englishwoman? 
To say the least of it, that would be an 
extraordinary position for—for an English- 
woman to find herself in. Mischievous 
Annie could not have succeeded better had 
it been her deliberate intention to make 
Miss Donne’s confusion worse confounded. 

She dined with the Palmers at a little 
table by themselves. Mr. Huhn was at the 
long table round the corner, hidden from her 
sight by the peculiar construction of the 
room. Mrs. Palmer announced that he had 
gone there before she entered. Miss Donne 
took care that she went before he re- 
appeared. She spent the evening in her bed- 
room, in spite of Mrs. Palmer’s vigorous pro- 
testations, writing letters, so she said. It is 
true that she did write some letters. She 
began half-a-dozen to Mr. Huhn. Among a 
thousand and one other things that bracelet 
was on her mind. Her wish was to return it, 
accompanied by a note which would exactly 
meet the occasion. But the construction of 
the note she wanted proved to be beyond her 
powers. It was far from her desire to wound 
his feelings ; she was only too conscious how 
easy it is for the written word to do that. At 
the same time it was necessary that she 
should make her meaning plain, on which 
account it was a misfortune that she herself 
was not altogether clear as to what she did 
precisely mean. She did not want the 
bracelet; certainly not. Yet, while she did not 
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wish to throw it at him, or lead him to suppose 
that she despised his gift, or was unconscious 
of his kindness in having made it, or liked 
him less because of his kindness, it was not 
her intention to allow him to suspect that 
she liked him at all, or appreciated his kind- 
ness to anything like the extent she actually 
did do, or, indeed, leave him an excuse of 
any sort or kind on 
to which he might 
fasten to ask her to 
reconsider her re- 
fusal. How to com- 
bine these opposite 
desires and inten- 
tions within the 
four corners of one 
short note was a 
puzzle. 

It was a nice 
bracelet—a beauty. 
No one could call 
it unbecoming on 
her wrist. She had 
had no idea that a 
single ornament 
could have made 
such a difference. 
She was convinced 
that it made her 
hand seem much 
smaller than it 
really was. She 
wondered if he had 
sent for it specially 
to New York, or if 
he had been carry- 
ing it about with 
him in his pocket. 
But that was not 
the point. The 
point was that, since 
she could not frame a note which, in all 
respects, met her views, she would herself 
see Mr. Huhn to-morrow and return him his 
gift with her own hands. Then the incident 
would be closed. Having arrived at which 
decision she slept like a top all night, with 
the bracelet under her pillow. 

In the morning she dressed herself with 
unusual care—with so much care, indeed, 
that Mrs. Palmer greeted her with a torrent 
of ejaculations. 

“You look lovelier than ever, my dear. 
Just like What’s-his-name’s picture, only ever 
so much sweeter. Doesn’t she look a darling, 
Dick ?” 

“Dick” was Mr. Palmer. As this was 
said not only in the presence of that gentle- 
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man, but in the hearing of severaı others, 
Miss Donne was so distressed that she found 
herself physically incapable of telling the 
speaker that, as she was perfectly aware, she 
intensely disliked personal remarks, which 
were always in the very worst possible taste. 

Nothing was seen of Mr. Huhn. She went 
with the Palmers to the market ; to the man 
who carved gro- 
tesque heads out 
of what he called 
vegetable ivory; to 
watch, the people 
bathe, while listen- 
ing to the band 
upon the terrace ; 
then tolunch. All 
the time she had 
that bracelet on her 
person. After lunch 
she accompanied 
her friends on a 
queer sort of 
vehicle, which was 
not exactly a break 
or quite anything 
else, on what its 
proud proprietor 

_»2 called a “ fashion- 
able excursion ” to 
; the forest of Arques. 
> It was nearly five 

when they returned. 

The Palmers went 

upstairs. She sat 

down on one of the 
chairs which were 
on the pavement 
in front of the hotel. 

She had been there 

for some minutes 

in a sort of waking 
dream when someone occupied the chair 
beside her. 

It was Mr. Huhn. His appearance 
was so unexpected that it found her 
speechless. The foolish tremors to which 
she seemed to have been so liable of late 
seemed to paralyze her. She gazed at 
the shabby theatre on the other side of the 
square, trying to think of what she ought to 
say—and failed. No greetings were ex- 
changed. 

Presently he said, in his ordinary tone of 
voice :— 

“Come with me into the Casino.” 

That was his way ; a fair example of his 
habit of taking things for granted. She felt 
that if, after a prolonged absence, she met him 
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on the other side of the world, he would just 
ask if she liked sugar in her tea, and discuss 
the sugar question generally, and take it 
for granted that that was all the situation 
demanded. That was not her standpoint. 
She considered that when explanations were 
required they ought to be given, and was 
distinctly of opinion that an explanation 
was required here. She intended that the 
remark she made should be regarded as a 
suggestion to that effect. 

“ I didn’t expect to see you at Dieppe.” 

He looked at her—just looked—and she 
was a conscience-stricken wretch. Had he 
accused her, at the top of his voice, of de- 
liberate falsehood, he could not have shamed 
her more. 

“I meant to come to Dieppe. 
you knew it.” 

She had known it; all pretence to the 
contrary was brushed away like so much 
cobweb. And she knew that he knew she 
knew it. It was dreadful. What could she 
say to this extraordinary man? She blun- 
dered from bad to worse. Fumbling with 
the buttons of her little jacket she took out 
from some inner receptacle a small, flat 
leather case. 

“I think this got into that box of choco- 
lates by mistake.” 

He glanced at it out of the corner of his 
eye, then continued to draw figures 
on the pavement with the ferrule 
of his stick. 

“No mistake. I put it there. I 
thought you’d understand.” 


I thought 


Thought she would 
understand! What did he 
think she would under- 


stand? Did the man sup- 
pose that everyone took 
things for granted ? 

“I think it was a mis- = 
take.” a 
“How? When I sentto `= ~ 
New York for it specially 
for you?” So that question 
was solved. She was con- 
scious of a small flutter of 
satisfaction. ‘Don’t you 
think it’s pretty ?” 

“Its beautiful.” She 
gathered her courage. “ But 
you must take it back.” 

“Take it back! Take it 
back! I didn’t think you 
were the kind of woman 
that would want to make a 
man unhappy.” 
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Nothing was farther from her desire. 

“I am not in the habit of accepting 
presents from strangers.” 

“That’s just it. It’s because I knew you 
weren’t that I gave it to you.” 

“ But yov’re a stranger to me.” 

“I didn’t look at it in just that way.” 

“I know nothing of you.” 

“Im sorry. I thought you knew what 
kind of man I am, as I know what kind of 
woman you are—and am glad to know it. 
If it’s my record you'd like to be acquainted 
with, I’m ready to set forth the life and 
adventures of Ezra G. Huhn at full length 
whenever you’ve an hour or two or a day or 
two to spare. Or I can refer you for them 
to my lawyer, or to my banker, or to my 
doctor, according to what part of me it is 
on which you'd like to have accurate 
information.” 

She could not hint that she would like to 
listen to a chapter or two of his adventures 
there and then, though some such idea was 
at the back of her mind. While she was 
groping for words he stood up, repeating his 
original suggestion. 

“Come with me into the Casino.” 

She rose also. Not because she wished 


to; but because—such was the confusion of 
her mental processes—she found it easier to 
agree than to differ. 


They moved across the 
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square. The flat leather case was in her 
hand. 

“ Have you found the locket?” 

“Ves.” 


She blushed; but she was a continual 
blush. 

“ Good portrait of me, isn’t it?” 

“ Excellent.” 

“I had it done for my mother. When 
she was dying I wanted it to be buried with 
her. But she wouldn’t have it. She said I 
was to give it to—someone else one day. 
Then I didn’t think there ever would be a 
someone else. But when I met you I sent 
it to New York and had it mounted in that 
bracelet—for you.” 

It was absurd what a little self-control she 
had. Instead of retorting with something 
smart, or pretty, or sentimental, she was 
tongue-tied. Her eyes filled with tears. But 
he did not seem to notice it. He went on. 

“ You'll have to give me one of yours.” 

“ T—I haven't one.” 

“Then we'll have to set about getting one. 
Tl have to look round for someone who'll 
be likely to do you justice, though it isn’t 
to be expected that we shall find anyone 
who'll be able to do quite that.” 

It was the nearest approach to a compli- 
ment he had paid her; probably the first 
pretty thing which had been said to her by 
any man. It set her trembling so that, for 
a moment, she swayed as if she would fall. 
They were passing through the gate into the 
Casino grounds. He looked at the case 
which she still had in her hand. 

“ Put that in your pocket.” 

“I haven’t one.” 

She was the personification of all meek- 
ness. 

“Then where did you have it?” 

“Inside my jacket.” 

“Put it back there. I can’t carry it. 
That’s part of the burden you'll have to carry, 
henceforward, all alone.” 

She did not stop to think what he meant. 
She simply obeyed. When the jacket was 
buttoned the case showed through the 
cloth. Even in the midst of her tremors she 
was aware that his eyes kept travelling towards 
the tell-tale patch. For some odd reason she 
was glad they did. 

They passed from the radiance of the 
autumn afternoon into the chamber of the 
“ little horses.” The change was almost dra- 
matic in its completeness. From this place 
the sunshine had been for some time excluded. 
The blinds were drawn. It was garishly 
lighted. Although the room was large and 
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lofty, owing to the absence of ventilation, the 
abundance of gas, the crowd of people, 
the atmosphere was horrible. ‘There was a 
continual buzz; an unresting clatter. The 
noise of people in motion ; the hum of their 
voices ; the strident tones of the fourneur, as 
he made his various monotonous announce- 
ments : all these assisted in the formation of 
what, to an unaccustomed ear, was a strange 
cacophony. She shrank towards Mr. Hubn 
as if afraid. 

“What are they doing ?” she asked. 

Instead of answering he led her forward 
to the dais on which the nine little horses 
were the observed of all observers, where the 
tourneur stood with his assistant, with, in 
front and on either side of him, the tables 
about which the players were grouped. At 
the moment the leaden steeds were whirling 
round. She watched them, fascinated. 
People were speaking on their right. 

“ Cest le huit qui gagne.” 

“ Non; le huit est mort. C'est le six? 

Someone said behind her, in English :— 

“ Jack's all right; one wins. Confound 
the brute, he’s gone right on !” 

The horses ceased to move. 

“ Le numéro cing!” shouted the fourneur, 
laying a strong nasal stress upon the numeral. 

There were murmurs of disgust from the 
bettors on the columns. Miss Donne per- 
ceived that money was displayed upon baize- 
covered tables. ‘The croupiers thrust out 
wooden rakes to draw it towards them. At 
the table on her right there seemed to be 
only a single winner. Several five-franc 
pieces were passed to a woman who was 
twiddling a number of them between her 
fingers. 

“ Are they gambling ?” asked Miss Donne. 

“Well, I shouldn’t call it gambling. ‘This 
is a little toy by means of which the pro- 
prictor makes a good and regular income out 
of public contributions. These are some of 
the contributors.” 

Miss Donne did not understand him—did 
not even try to. She was all eyes for what 
was taking place about her. Money was 
being staked afresh. The horses were whirl- 
ing round again. This time No. 7 was the 
winning horse. There were acclamations. 
Several persons had staked on seven. It 
appeared that that particular number was 
“overdue.” Someone rose from a chair 
beside her. Mr. Huhn made a sudden 
suggestion. 

“Sit down.” She sat down. “Lets con- 
tribute a franc or two to the support of this 
deserving person’s wife and family. Where’s 
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your purse?” She showed that her purse— 
a silver chain affair—was attached to her 
belt. “Find a franc.” Whether or not she 
had a coin of that denomination did not 
appear. She produced a five-franc piece. 
“ Thats a large piece of money. What 
shall we put it on?” 

Someone who was seated on the next 
chair said :— 

“The run’s on five.” 

“Then let’s be on the run. That’s it, in 
the centre there. That’s the particular 
number which enables the owner of this 
little toy to keep a roof above his head.” 

As she held the coin in front of her 
with apparently uncertain fingers, as if still 
doubtful what it was she had to do, her 
neighbour, taking it from her with a smile, 
laid it upon five. 

“Le jeu est fait/” cried the sourneur. 
“ Rien ne va plus |” 

He started the horses whirling round. 

Then, with a shock, she seemed to wake 
from a dream. She sprang from her chair, 
staring at her five-franc piece with wide-open 
eyes. People smiled. The croupiers gazed 
at her indulgently. There was that about 
her which made it obvious that to such a 
scene she was a stranger. They supposed 
that, like some eager child, she could not 
conceal her anxiety for the safety of her 
stake. Although surprised at her display of 
a degree of interest which was altogether 
beyond what the occasion seemed to warrant, 
Mr. Huhn thought with them. 
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“ Don’t be alarmed,” he murmured in her 
ear. ‘You may take it for granted that it’s 
gone, and may console yourself with the 
reflection that it goes to minister to the wants 
of a mother and her children. That’s the 
philosophical point of view. And it may be 
the right one.” 

Her hand twitched, as if she found the 
temptation to snatch back her stake before 
it was gone for ever almost more than she 
could bear. Mr. Huhn caught her arm. 

“Hush! That sort of thing is not allowed.” 

The horses stopped. The sourneur pro- 
claimed the winner. 

“ Le numéro cing |” 

“ Bravo!” exclaimed the neighbour who 
had placed the stake for her. “You have 
won. I told you the run was on five.” 

“Shorn the shearers,” commented Mr. 
Huhn. “You see, that’s the way to make a 
fortune, only I shouldn’t advise you to go 
farther than the initiatory lesson.” 

The croupier pushed over her own coin 
and seven others. Her neighbour held them 
up to her. 

“ Your winnings.” 

She drew back. 

“Tt’s not mine.” 

Her neighbour laughed outright. People 
were visibly smiling. Mr. Huhn took the 
pile of coins from the stranger’s hand. 

“They are yours; take them.” Him 
she obeyed with the docility of a child. 
“Come; let us go.” 

He led the way to the door which opened 
on to the terrace. 
She followed, 
meekly. It seemed 
that the eight coins 
were more than she 
could conveniently 
carry in one hand; 
for, as she went, she 
dropped one on to 
the floor. An 
attendant, 
picking it up, 
returned it to 
her with a 
grin. Indeed, 
the whole 
room was on 
the titter, 
the incident 
was so very 
amusing. 
They asked 
themselves if 
she was mad, 
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or just a simpleton. And, in a fashion, 
considering that her first youth was 
passed, she really was so pretty! Mr. 
Huhn was more moved than, in that place, 
he would have cared to admit. Something 
in her attitude, in the way she looked at 
him when he bade her take the money, had 
filled him with a sense of shame. 

Between their going in and coming out the 
sky had changed. The shadows were lower- 
ing. The autumnal day was drawing to a 
close. September had brought more than a 
suggestion of winter’s breath. A grey chill 
followed the departing sun. They went up, 
then down, the terrace, without exchanging a 
word ; then, moving aside, he offered her one 
of the wicker-seated chairs which stood 
against the wall. She sat on it. He sat 
opposite, leaning on the handle of his stick. 
The thin mist which was stealing across the 
leaden sea did not invite lounging out of 
doors. They had the terrace to themselves. 
She let her five-franc pieces drop with a 
clinking sound on to her lap. He, conscious 
of something on her face which he was un- 
willing to confront, looked steadily seaward. 
Presently she gave utterance to her pent-up 
feelings. 

“I am a gambler.” 

Had she accused herself of the unfor- 
givable sin she could not have seemed more 
serious. Somewhere within him was a laugh- 
ing sprite. In view of her genuine distress 
he did his best to keep it in subjection. 

“You exaggerate. Staking a five-franc 
piece—for the good of the house—on the 
petits chevaux does not make you that, any 
more than taking a glass of wine makes you 
a drunkard.” 

“ Why did you make me, why did you let 
me, do it?” 

“ I didn’t know you felt that way.” 

“ And yet you said you knew me!” 

He winced. He had told a falsehood. 
He did know her—there was the sting. In 
mischievous mood he had induced her to do 
the thing which he suspected that she held 
to be wrong. He had not supposed that she 
would take it so seriously, especially if she won, 
being aware that there are persons who con- 
demn gambling when they or those belonging 
to them lose, but who lean more towards the 
side of charity when they win. He did not 
know what to say to her, so he said nothing. 

“ My father once lost over four hundred 
pounds on a horse-race. I don’t quite know 
how it was, I was only a child. He was in 
business at the time. I believe it ruined 
him, and it nearly broke my mother’s heart. 
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I promised her that I would never gamble— 
and now I have.” 

He felt that this was one of those women 
whose moral eye is single—with whom it is 
better to be frank. 

“T confess I felt that you might have 
scruples on the point; but I thought you 
would look upon a single stake of a single 
five-franc piece as a jest. Many American 
women—and many Englishwomen — who 
would be horrified if you called them 
gamblers, go into the rooms at Monte Carlo 
and lose or win a louis or two just for the 
sake of the joke.” 

“For the sake of the joke! Gamble for 
the sake of the joke! Are you a Jesuit?” 
The question so took him by surprise that 
he turned and stared at her. “I have always 
understood that that is how Jesuits reason— 
that they: try to make out that black is white. 
I hope—I hope you don’t do that ?” 

He smiled grimly, his thoughts recurring 
to some of the “deals” in which his success 
had made him the well-to-do man he was. 

“Sometimes the two colours merge so 
imperceptibly into one another that it’s hard 
to tell just where the conjunction begins. 
You want keen sight to do it. But here 
you're right and I’m wrong ; there’s no two 
words about it. It was I who made you 
stake that five-franc piece; and Id no right 
to make you stake buttons if it was against 
your principles. Your standard’s like my 
mother’s. I hope that mine will grow nearer 
to it. I ask you to forgive me for leading 
you astray.” 

“T ought not to have been so weak.” 

“You had to—when I was there to make 
you.” 

She was still; though it is doubtful if she 
grasped the full meaning his words conveyed. 
If he had been watching her he would have 
seen that by degrees something like the sug- 
gestion of a smile seemed to wrinkle the 
corners of her lips. When she spoke again it 
was in half a whisper. 

“T’m sorry I should seem to you to be so 
silly.” 

“You don’t. You mustn’t say it. You 
seem to me to be the wisest woman I ever 
met.” 

“That must be because you’ve known so 
few—or else you’re laughing. No one who 
has ever known me has thought me wise. If 
I were wise I should know what to do with 
this.” 

She motioned towards the money on her 
lap. 

“ Throw it into the sea.” 
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“ But it isn’t mine.” 

“It’s yours as much as anyone else’s. If 
you come to first causes you'll find it hard to 
name the rightful owner—in God’s sight— 
for any one thing. There’s been too much 
swapping of horses. You'll find plenty who 
are in need.” 

“It would carry a curse with it. 
won in gambling !” 

He looked at his watch. 

“Its time that you and I thought about 
dinner. We’ll adjourn the discussion as to 
what is to be done with the fruit of our 
iniquity. I say ‘our,’ because that I’m the 
principal criminal is as plain as paint. Sleep 
on it; perhaps you'll see clearer in the 
morning. Put it in your pocket.” 

“Haven't I told you already that 1 haven’t 
a pocket? And if I had I shouldn’t put 
this money in it. I should feel that that was 
half-way towards keeping it.” 

“Then let me be the bearer of the burden.” 

“No; I don’t wish the taint to be conveyed 
to you.” He laughed outright. “ There— 
now you are laughing !” 

“I was laughing because—” he was on 
the verge of saying “because I love you”; 
but something induced him to substitute— 
“ because I love to hear you talking.” 

She glanced at him with smiling eyes. 
His gaze was turned towards what was now 
the shrouded sea. Neither spoke during the 
three minutes of brisk walking which was 
required to reach the Hotel de Paris, she 
carrying the money, four five-franc pieces, 
gripped tightly in either hand. 

In his phrase, she slept on it, though the 
fashion of the sleeping was a little strange. 
The next morning she sallied forth to put 
into execution the resolve at which she had 
arrived. It was early, though not so early as 
she would have wished, because, concluding 
that all Dieppe did not rise with the lark, 
she judged it as well to take her coffee and 
roll before she took the air. It promised 
to be a glorious day. The atmosphere was 
filled with a golden haze, through which the 
sun was gleaming. As she went through the 
gate of the Port d’Ouest she came upon a 
man who was selling little metal effigies of 
the flags of various nations. From him she 
made a purchase—the Stars and Stripes. 
This she pinned inside her blouse, on the 
left, smiling to herself as she did so. Then 
she marched straight off into the Casino. 

The salle de jeu had but a single occupant, 
a fourneur who was engaged in dusting the 
little horses. To enable him to perform the 
necessary offices he removed the steeds from 
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their places one after the other. As it 
chanced he was the identical individual who 
had been responsible for the course which 
had crowned Miss Donne with victory. With 
that keen vision which is characteristic of 
his class the man recognised her on the 
instant. Bowing and smiling he held out to 
her the horse which he was holding. 

“Via, madame, le numéro cing! 
lui qui a porté le bonheur à madame.” 

It was, indeed, the horse which repre- 
sented the number on which she had staked 
her five-franc piece. By an odd accident 
she had arrived just as its toilet was being 
performed. She observed what an excellent 
model it was with somewhat doubtful eyes, 
as if fearful of its being warranted neither 
steady nor free from vice. 

“ I have brought back the seven five-franc 
pieces which I —took away with me.” 

She held out the coins. As if at a loss he 
looked from them to her. 

“ But, madame, I do not understand.” 

“T can have nothing to do with money 
which is the fruit of gambling.” 

“ But madame played.” 

“Tt was a misunderstanding. A mistake 
It was not my intention. It is on that 
account I have come to return this money.” 

“ Return ?—to whom ?—the administra- 
tion? The administration will not accept it. 
It is impossible. What it has lost it has lost ; 
there is an end.” 

“ But I insist on returning it; and if I 
insist it must be accepted ; especially when 
I tell you it is all a mistake.” 

The zourneur shrugged his shoulders. 

“If madame does not want the money, 
and will give it to me, I will see what I can 
do with it.” She handed him the coins ; he 
transferred them to the board at his back. 
Then he held out to her the horse which he 
had been dusting. ‘See, madame, is it not 
a perfect model? And feel how heavy— 
over three kilos, more than six English 
pounds. When you consider that there are 
nine horses, all exactly the same weight, you 
will perceive that it is not easy work to bea 
tourneur. That toy horse is worth much 
more to the administration than if it were a 
real horse ; it is from the Number Five that 
all this comes.” 

He waved his hand as if to denote the 
entire building. 

“I thought that public gambling was pro- 
hibited in France and in all Christian 
countries, and that it was only permitted 
in such haunts of wickedness as Monte 
Carlo,” 
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“Gambling? Ah, the little horses is not 
gambling! It is an amusement.” 

A voice addressed her from the other side 
of the table. It was Mr. Huhn. 

“ Didn't I tell you it wasn’t gambling? It’s 
as this gentleman says—an amusement ; 
especially for the administration.” 

“ Ah, yes—in particular for the administra- 
tion.” 

The sourneur laughed. Miss Donne and 
Mr. Huhn went out together by the same 
door through which they had gone the night 
before. They sat on the low wall. He had 
some towels on his arm; he had been 
bathing. Already the sea was glowing with 
the radiance of the sun. 

“So you've relieved yourself of your ill- 
gotten gains?” 

_ “I have returned them to the administra- 
tion.” 

“To the — did that gentleman say he 
would hand those five-franc pieces to the 
administration ?” 

“ He said that he would see what he could 
do with them.” 

“Just so. There’s no Pout that that is 
what he will do. 
So you did sleep 
upon that burning 
question ? ” 

“I did.” 

“Then you got 
the better of me; 
because I didn’t 
sleep at all.” 

“I am sorry.” 

“You ought to 
be, since the fault 


was yours.” 
“Mine! My 

fault that you 

didn’t sleep!” 
“Do you see 


what Ive got 
here ?” 

He made an up- 
ward movement 
with his hand. 
For the first time 
she noticed that 
in his buttonhole 
be had a tiny 
copy of the Union 
Jack. 
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“ Did you buy that of the man outside the 
town gate ?” 

He nodded. 

“ Why, it was of that very same man that 
I bought this.” 

From the inside of her blouse she pro- 
duced that minute representation of the 
colours he knew so well. They looked at 
each other, and... . 


When some time after they were 
lunching, he forming a fourth at the small 
table which belonged of right to Mr. and 
Mrs. Palmer, he said to Annie Moriarty, 
that was :— 

“Since you're an old friend of Miss 
Donne you may be interested in knowing 
that there's likely soon to be an International 
Alliance.” 

He motioned to the lady at his side and 
then to himself, as if to call attention to the 
fact that in his buttonhole was the Union 
Jack, while on Miss Donne’s blouse was 
pinned the American flag. But keen-witted 
Mrs. Palmer had realized what exactly was 
the condition of affairs some time before. 
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Wonders of the FPolartscope. 


By Frep W. 


F all the marvellous pheno- 
mena with which Nature 
abounds, probably none is so 
fascinating as that wonderful 
manifestation of energy we 

g call light. The very mystery 
with which the subject is surrounded serves 
but to excite our curiosity —the ever-changing 
beauty of its endless phases charms the eye 
and delights the mind of all intelligent people. 
It is proposed to lay before the readers of 
THe STRAND MaGaziINE something new 
and strange, something that light can do 
that has never before appeared in the public 
Press. We shall call to our aid the blinding 
glare of the lime- 
light, the most 
searching lens of 
the microscope, 
and the mystic 
prisms of the 
polarizer; we 
shall employ the 
wondrous eye of 
the sensitive plate 
in the dark cham- 
ber of the camera. 
It is only by the 
combined use of 
all these appli- 
ances that we can 
put upon paper 
the results of our 
experiments. 
There are em- 
bodied in the pre- 
paration of this 
brief article the 
patient work of 
many great minds and the results.of many 
wonderful researches. Our apparatus has 
called forth in its construction the highest 
flights of mathematical skill, the profoundest 
knowledge of the chemist, the finest handi- 
work of the mechanician. 

Our work is to be among the crystals, not 
the big ones with which we are familiar in 
our everyday life, but the microscopic ones, 
such as we cannot see with our unaided eyes, 
for they cannot be produced of any appre- 
ciable size. We are to see them as the 
camera sees them, magnified by the most 
powerful lens that man can make, arrayed in 
a beauty new and strange by the subtle 
prisms of the polariscope. The crystals we 
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FIG. 1.—CINCHONIDINE CRYSTALLIZES IN DISCS. % 


SAXBY. 


have to deal with are all extremely thin and 
perfectly transparent, and it is only by the 
aid of polarized light that we can hope to 
get a glimpse of their marvellous structure. 

The inquiring reader will naturally ask, 
“ What is polarized light?” Alas! a philo- 
sophical answer to that simple question 
would fill a book larger than the magazine in 
your hand; but we will endeavour, in a few 
simple words, to convey to the reader some 
idea of wherein “polarized” differs from 
“common” light. 

Let us take a beam of common white light 
—a delicate shaft born on the glowing lime 
of our oxyhydrogen blowpipe. It launches 
forth into space a 
lovely thing, pure 
and bright. Let 
us compare it to 
a bundle of wires, 
tightly stretched, 
each free to vi- 
brate in all direc- 
tions like the 
wires in a piano. 
There is music 
too in the beam, 
but we hear it 
only with our 
eyes.. Let us pass 
it through the 
polariscope. That 
instrument con- 
sists essentially 
of two prisms 
cunningly pre- 
pared by trained 
fingers from a 
rare transparent 
mineral. The light beam issues from the 
first prism, but, lo! its nature is entirely 
changed : it now resembles a bundle of thin 
flat tapes of light, packed so close together 
that we cannot see them, like the leaves in a 
newly-cut book. The prism has, in fact, 
flattened our wires into steel tapes, which 
can only vibrate in one direction or, more 
correctly, “in one plane.” This beam of 
tapes, which does not visibly differ from its 
former self, is passed through the microscope 
and then through a second prism, identical 
Ee the first, and finally enters the camera 

“ polarized ” light. 

TA us now place on the stage of our 
microscope, and in the path of this won- 
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derful beam, a thin glass slide, upon which 
those minute crystals we are so anxious to 
see have been deposited. We focus the 
lens of our microscope upon the glass slide, 
cross the prisms of our polarizer, and that 
strange crystal disc, glowing with iridescent 
light, leaps into being (Fig. 1). The disc 
is extremely small, the actual area repre- 
sented in the photograph being less than 
that of the full-stop at the end of this 
sentence. How strange the figure, how 
unlike any crystal we have ever seen 
before! And the dark shadow of a cross 
upon it, what is that? If we remove one 
prism from the polariscope the cross and 
crystal will vanish into thin air. We had 
evaporated on our glass slide a solution 


of “ cinchonidine ”—a substance closely - 





FIG. 2.—HIPPURIC ACID RESEMBLES FERN FRONDS. 


resembling quinine, and, like it, obtained 
from Peruvian bark. Let us examine this 
curious wheel more closely ; surely this is 
not a crystal? Not one, but tens of thou- 
sands—a figure built of tiny crystal needles, 
all with their points towards the centre, but 
so close together that they have become 
one mass. Such is the thin flat disc before 
you—a speck of matter the unaided eye 
can never behold! How rich the detail in 
so small a space ! 

This lovely frond-like crystal (Fig. 2) is 
obtained from a substance called hippuric 
acid. What hidden force has shaped that 
tiny speck? Think; it is not the one 
three-hundredth part of an inch in length, 
and yet what symmetry of form, what deli- 
cate grace in the tapering figure—drawn 
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FIG. 3.—SALICIN FORMS VINE LEAVES. 


with unerring truth by a pencil of light. 
Oh, thing of beauty! The more we magnify 
it the lovelier it would appear. Let man 
compare his choicest handiwerk and sigh 
—but stay, has he not made the wondrous 
eye in our microscope? Did he not shape 
the magic prisms and prepare the cunning 
plate to see? 

These curious crystals (Fig. 3) are ob- 
tained from salicin, which is extracted 
from the bark of willows. They remind us 
a little of the frosted pattern we sometimes 
see on tin-ware ; the soft gradations of light 
and shade, so like a crumpled leaf, so unlike 
what they really are. 

Brucine is a substance obtained from false 
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light, like stars in the midnight sky. No 
ponderous orbs in the far-away are they, 
but tiny stars with mystery in their shining, 
sunk in the dark depths of the great un- 
known, like the spheres of evening. Ask 
of their birth, and they will tell you of the 
waters; they sprang into being in the 
twinkling of an eye as the gentle heat from 
the chemist’s lamp drove the last vapours 
away. 

A triangular piece of paper with a cross 
cunningly folded in its substance, you might 
guess of Fig. 6. No, dear reader, a thin 
compound crystal of saliginin. The pecu- 
liarities of its structure give rise to those 
soft folds which are all deception. The 
crystal is perfectly flat, and the strange dark 
cross is an optical effect that will revolve 
with our prism 
like the arms of a 
spectre windmill. 
A piece of paper, 
be it ever so fine, 
would look like a 
doormat under the 
penetrating lens of 
a microscope ; but 
no power we can 
bring to bear upon 
that crystal sheet 
will show us the 
inner secrets of its 
structure. 

Whence came 
these graceful 
signs and scrolls 
(Fig. 7) that lead 
the eye from curve 























angostura bark, 
and when crystal- 
lized under favour- 
able conditions 
produces these 
extraordinary ring- 
like figures 
(Fig. 4). 

In the centre of 
each series of rings 
there is a minute 
particle of dust, 
which forms the 
nucleus around 
which these ring- 
crystals gather. 
Most remarkable 
of all, the number 
and character of FIG. 6.—SALIGININ MAKES ANGULAR FIGURES. 
the rings are the 
same in both systems — twins they are. 
This curious likeness will be better seen 
by comparing the lines as they meet at the 
point where the discs unite. Those rings 
which are too far from the centre of the 
discs to be completed in the figure 8 will 
be seen to have joined with similar lines 
from other discs. It is quite evident, then, 
that similar conditions have produced 
similar results. There will also be observed 
a number of tiny specks evenly disposed 
over the entire mass. ` Do not forget that 
the whole of this elaborate drawing is con- 
tained within an area about equal to that 
of a pin’s head. 

Oxalate of chromium crystallizes in stel- 
late clusters (Fig. 5). How lovely they look 
gleaming in the darkness with iridescent 
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to curve, with feathered tufts and leaflets 
fringed with light? Have the fairies been 
at play, plucking down from off their wings 
wherewith to write a message from the gods ? 
Nothing of the kind ; they are simply micro- 
scopic crystals of carbazotate of cinchonidine 
—horrid fact. Remove one cunning prism 
from its place and the fairy hieroglyphics 
are no more. 

This pretty tree (Fig. 8), with winding 
trunk and branch and leafy bower, is nothing 
but a frost, a chemical frost. The tree 
measures one-twentieth of an inch in length, 
and the chemist tells us in cold blood it is a 
spray of crystals of nitro-prusside of sodium, 
for which the symbol is Na,Fe,Cy,NO + 4HO. 
Help! help! where are the fairies ? 

Ard now our peep through the polariscope 
is over ; it has shown us something on a new 
page in the wondrous Book of Nature. But 
as we close our STRAND a thought recurs 
to the mind—ibere is something we have 
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not seen. There must be something that 
fashioned those crystals into wheels and rings 
and sprays. What caused them so to be— 
each of its kind ? 

The same laws which cause the moon to 
turn her ever-watchful face to earth have 
drawn those mystic lines of force round the 
twins of Brucine, to weave their systems 
ever into one. The same laws which cause 
the sun and stars to move in silent grandeur 
through the sky have been at work grouping 
the tiny crystals that have formed the subject 
of this article. Matter, whether it be 
systems of worlds in space or of crystals 
under our microscope, is governed by 
the same laws of Nature. Gravitation, 
capillary attraction, rotation, and a host of 
other forces are ever at work on every atom 
in the universe. By the aid of those giant 
forces these tiny specks have been formed 
and arranged with the same perfection; ` 
truth, and beauty as the galaxies of night. 
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Some Wonders from the West. 


XXXIII.— 


“CARTOWN.” 


By LesLie E. GILLIAMS. 





NE of the queerest towns in 
the United States of America 
is situated just outside the city 
of San Francisco, California. 
It is the most remarkable 
settlement in the world, not 
from the view-point of its residents, but 
because of the strange-looking houses which 
line its streets. 

“Cartown” is the name of this village 





built on the shifting sands of the beach of. 


San Francisco Bay, and it is just what its title 
indicates—a town of street-cars, not cars 
on tracks, drawn by 
horses or sent skim- 
ming along by electric 
motors, however, but 
cars standing in orderly 
rows, with windows 
protected by awnings, 
doorways reached after 
traversing broad 
piazzas, and with a 
general air of well- 
being pervading the 
entire structure, they 
are the houses of the 
inhabitants of Car- 
town. 

The birth of this 
singular village by the 
sea may be traced to 
an Italian immigrant 
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who found him- 
self alone and 
without a home 
several years ago 
on theocean beach 
on the shore end 
of the Golden Gate 
Park. He pur- 
chased a lot of 
land on this beau- 
tiful sea-facing 
coast, but had no 
money left with 
which to build a 
dwelling. Observ- 
ing a lot of old 
cars in the out- 
sheds belonging 
to one of the trac- 
tion companies of 
San Francisco, he negotiated for one of the 
useless carriages and finally purchased it for 
todols. He had it transported to the sandy 
lot in which he had invested, and by build- 
ing a small addition to the obsolete car 
transformed it into a comfortable dwelling 
for his family. 

The owners of the Sutro property, always 
on the look-out for the novel and the 
unusual, were immediately captivated by 
the Italian’s unique home, and in a few 
months the neglected street - cars regained 
their old-time popularity. 
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There are now over fifty families living in 
car homes, many of them being fitted out 
with considerable elegance and numerous 
conveniences. The most modern have tele- 
phone connections with some of their neigh- 
bours, and a few even have long-distance 
*phones in the house. 

Nestling under a green bank, right on the 
edge of the grand Pacific, Cartown is indeed 
a picturesque spot. Perpetual summer reigns 
in this California village, and the cool ocean 
breezes make it a most delightful resort 
during the entire twelve months of the year. 

The houses are mostly flats, a Cartown 
“skyscraper” being only two stories high. 
The homes are arranged upon a general 
plan affording their occupants the widest 
views, all fronting the sea. Streets intersect 
at right angles, and plank walks are laid to 
give the pedestrians access to their 
abodes without wading through the 
deep sands which slip and slide 
under your feet, making walking 
very difficult. 

Few of these cars are adorned 
with a coat of paint. The exteriors 
are generally intact, and the con- 
spicuous signs denoting the route 
over which the car once peram- 
bulated are not obliterated. 

The platforms of the cars_are 
often transformed into balconies and 
bay windaws, and afford points of 
observation protected from the glare 
of the sun or the strong winds which 
sometimes blow across the land. 
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The arrange- 
ment of the in- 
terior of these 
dwellings is highly 
ingenious, the 
necessities of the 
case requiring the 
utmost economyof 
space, the average 
sleeping -car sug- 
gesting a model. 
As many as eight 
persons can have 
ample room in the 
sleeping apart- 
ments, which con- 
sist of one car 
divided off into 
snug little rooms, 
each having at 
least one window 
and a ventilator. 

While there are 
many families permanent residents of Car- 
town, the larger number occupy the “ vehi- 
cles” as house-boats are used during summer 
months—novel places in which to spend a 
vacation, and they afford original methods of 
entertainment for host and guest. 

Confined and restricted as these dwellings 
are, there is compensation in the fresh ocean 
breeze and the charm of the glorious views 
which burst upon the dwellers of this queer 
village at every turn. 

History and fiction have been turned to 
for names for these car “villas” suitable to 
the facetious idiosyncrasies of their various 
owners. “ Villa = Miramar,” “ Chateau 
Navarre,” ‘Castle Chillon,” and “ Fortress 
Quebec” are among the most pretentious 
dwellings. These car-palaces have porches 
extending around the entire house, galleries 


i 


[Photo. 


i E 


/INTEKIOR OF A LADY'S BOUDOIR. | Photo. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


576 


ee 









Se Ot Pere T 
From a Photo. 


extending around the front and sides of the 
dwellings, and many of them are covered 
with vines. 

The cars that are for rent are simply fur- 
nished and are, for the most part, occupied by 
families composed largely of small children, 
who are brought here to gain the benefit of 
the health-restoring environment. 

This village contains in all probably one 
hundred cars. ‘They are clustered in groups 
of from five to twenty, while an occasional 
single car stands upon an eminence by itself, 
with perhaps a shed added at the back, a 
tent projecting in gallery fashion from one 
side, and a broad canvased porch across 
the front. ‘These are the more pretentious 
abodes, and are tenanted by their owners. 
Many simpler folks own three cars, which, 
clustered together, are furnished respectively 
as dining-room and kitchen; 
bedrooms, dressing - room, 
and bath-room, the bath tub 
being sunk below the level 
of the floor, which lifts up 
trap-coorwise when the bath 
is in use, but when replaced 
and covered by a rug shows 
no sign of being other than 
the solid floor of a bed- 
‘room, or dressing-room, as 
the case may be. 

The third car is used as 
parlour, library, or living- 
room. <A car in which the 
long seats, running the 
length of the sides, were 
retained has been purchased 
by seven young literary 
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They call their 
place “A Haunt 
of Bohemia,” and 
thither they betake 
themselves from 
Saturday evening 
to Monday noons. 
Invitations to the 
dinner parties 
which are given 
there are largely 
sought. 

These young 
women have cush- 
ioned the long 
seats and heaped 
pillows upon them ; 
a table has been 
arranged which 
can be moved out 
when not in use. They have divided the 
back vestibule into convenient pantries, 
and added a stove— water is piped to all 
the cars—and when they choose to cook, 
every modern appliance is at hand. Book- 
shelves have been built aiong one end, on 
each side of the door; and an upper story 
of wooden boards has been built above the 
car—this does service as a dormitory for the 
young chatelaines. Large windows open to 
the sea, and afford an excellent view of the 
out-going and in-coming fishing smacks. 

To many of the cars a second story has 
been added, some flat and picturesque, look- 
ing with their overhanging eaves like a bit 
from a Dutch painting ; others with a roof as 
sharp as that of a Swiss chalet, each one charac- 
teristic of the whim or fancy of its owner. 

Large and small are provided with water, 
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piped from Sutro 
Heights. The ice- 
man, the grocer, 
butcher, and 
baker call daily for 
orders, and though 
the dwellers in 
Cartown live on 
the fringe of the 
Western hemi- 
sphere, half an 
hour in an electric 
car, which may be 
taken a blockaway, 
wili take them to 
the business centre 
of San Francisco. 

A new car which 
has recently been 
added to the town may do away with the 
jaunts to a regular Japanese tea-house which 
some progressive visitor from the Orient 
opened some time ago, and where it has ever 
since been the proper thing to spend a fore- 
noon or an early evening. 

This innovation is a restaurant-car, and 
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CARTOWN’S NEW RESTAURANT. 





[ Photo. 


the proprietor promises everything of the 
daintiest and the best. 

Although Cartown is principally a place in 
which to idle away a few happy months, 
there are many kinds of trades pursued in 
this odd settlement, restaurant and bars 
being the most numerous and profitable. 


XXXIV.—A RATTLESNAKE BANQUET. 


ROCHESTER, New York, U.S.A., was the 
scene, a few days ago, of the most remark- 
able banquet on record, gruesome in name, 
but delightful when put into effect. 

Peter Gruber, known all over the United 
States from the Atlantic to the Pacific as 
“Rattlesnake Pete,” was the host of this 
unique social function, and he gave the 
“rattlesnake banquet” in honour of Harry 
Davies, of Denver, Colorado, the only man 
outside of Pete himself who so fearlessly 
handles rattlesnakes and other poisonous 
reptiles. 

Davies entertained Gruber some months 
ago when the latter was visiting Colorado, 
and Rattlesnake Pete decided to repay past 
favours in a most novel manner. He first 
intended to pay a little compliment to his 
friend with a specially prepared dinner of 
rattlesnake, served in’ various toothsome 
ways, but becoming more and more enthu- 
siastic over the idea, he enlarged the scope 
of the menu, adding watersnake stew, boiled 
python with egg sauce, and as the pièce de 
résistance served a large platter of roast 
boa-constrictor. 

The following is the complete menu of the 


banquet :— 
Vol. xxii.—73. 
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Watersnake Stew. 

Olives. Radishes. Cucumbers. 
Fried Rattlesnake with Butter Sauce. 
Boiled Python. Egg Sauce. 

Cold Turkey. Cold Tongue. 
Roast Boa Constrictor. 

Sandwiches. 
Green Peas. Young Bects. 
Chicken Salad. 
Fancy Cakes. 
Cigars. 


Rolls. 
New Potatoes. 
Young Onions. 
Ice Cream. 


Champagne. Coffee. 


Snake Tails. 

Eighteen guests sat down to the banquet. 
Peter Gruber proved a very genial host. He 
was anxious that his friends should know 
and appreciate snake in all its forms, but still 
he provided many other delicacies. The 
feast was served in Peter’s own particular 
den, an odd little room off his place of 
business, for Pete, in the hours he can spare 
from playing with his pets, runs a saloon and 
restaurant, a quiet, pleasant place. Only a 
favoured few are allowed to pass the door of 
the sanctum sanctorum where the snakes, 
sometimes more than a dozen, sometimes 
several score, live, watched over by their 
proud owner. 

The table decorations were striking and 
appropriate. A big rattler, caged in glass, 
served as a centrepiece, and stuffed reptiles 
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in various attitudes took the place of the 
usual sprays of fern and smilax. The foot of 
the table was decorated with a large hooded 
cobra, stuffed, of course, and around each 
plate were two or three diminutive black 
snakes, all alive. The 
walls of the room kept 
their everyday hangings ` 
of snake skins, rattlers’ 
rattles, canes made from_ 
wrigglers’ skins, and many 
other curios. 

There was plenty of 
good ordinary fare for the 
benefit of those who were 
not brave enough to tackle 
snake, for Pete wished no 
one to go away hungry. 
Very little of this ordinary 
food was eaten. A gene- 
rous plate of watersnake 
stew was put before every 
guest as a starter. The 
ordinary guests proved 
rather nervous at first 
and made half-hearted 
motions with their spoons, 
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was removed and each guest was still in his 
place, as hale and hearty as he was before 
the banquet opened, more confidence was 
felt in the strange dishes, and with a sigh of 
satisfaction or relief each began to comment 
upon the dish they had 
just tasted. 

“Seemed like some 
sort of fish chowder,” re- 
marked one. ‘It was 
better than frogs’ legs,” 
commented another. “I 
don’t believe it was any- 
thing but eels,” ventured 
one sceptic who had 
pushed his plate aside 
and given a frightened 
glance around after the 
first mouthful. 

All called upon Pete 
for the recipe, but he 
only shook his head and 
looked wise, preferring to 
keep his secret a little 
longer. 

As the dinner pro- 
gressed and snake in 





but the two experts soon “ RATTLESNAKE PETE "“—HE IS WEARING HIS every style was dished up 
H H s FAMOUS COAT OF RATTLESNAKE SKINS. . 
inspired them with more From a Photo. the guests entered into 


enthusiasm. 

The host calmly dipped into his stew, 
and was quickly seconded in the action by 
Professor Davies, who fairly beamed with 
delight after taking the first spoonful. 

“ Pete, your watersnake stew is delicious,” 
he exclaimed, enthusiastically ; “it goes far 
ahead of the finest clam chowder” and he 
passed his plate for a second 
helping. 

Encouraged by the Pro- 
fessor’s trustfulness in the 
unusual dish, the other 
guests commenced to taste 
the stew, and one by one 
acknowiedged it was good. 
A few finished their plateful, 
others took only a few 
spoonfuls, and the Professor 
and host were the only ones 
who called for a second 
helping. It was early, how- 
ever ; this was only the first 
course, and the guests had 
not yet become accustomed 
to the idea of partaking of 
the meat of the thing which 
when alive was obnoxious 
to them. 


When the watersnake stew, 
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the fine spirit of the occa- 
sion and ate heartily of each course. With 
hardly an exception they pronounced the 
rattlesnake excellent. The verdict on the 
dinner was that this typical American product 
is the king of table snakes. The diners 
were divided in opinion as to whether rattle- 
snake meat is more like chicken or veal 
Probably it is somewhere 
between the two. Professor 
Davies enjoyed himself 
hugely. He filled himself 
so full of snake that some 
of those present began to 
fear for his safety. With 
each new dish he went into 
raptures. 

“Fine! exquisite! deli- 
cious!” were some of his 
comments. 

When the boiled python 
with egg sauce came on 
some of the guests had 
almost had enough, but Pro- 
fessor Davies easily polished 
off all the python in sight. 
The roast boa - constrictor 
met with a similar enthu- 
siastic reception. Pete 
kept up with his guests as 
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well as he could, while seeing that every- 
body’s plate was well filled. When cigars 
had gone around the Denver Professor did 
tricks with the big rattler in the centre of 
the table. He hung the writhing thing 
around his neck, twisting it in knots and 
laying its head playfully in the palm of his 
hand. Then he opened his shirt and the 
head darted in and rested there. In a 
couple of minutes he carefully drew it out. 
Mr. Davies explained his carelessness as to 
consequences by saying that he had no fear 
of being bitten when he was able to take his 
time handling a rattler. All one had to do 


was to use care, in order not to stir the 
snake’s temper. 
will strike. 

“ But the rattler needs five or six inches in 
“ If 


If this is aroused the snake 


which to strike,” said Professor Davies. 
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because he never irritated or disturbed his 
game more than was necessary. He told of 
one trip when he captured nearly sixty with- 
out being in danger of a bite. He ran across 
them all in a bunch. They were sunning 
themselves, and were lying crosswise and 
languidly slapping one another with their 
tails. He gathered them in one at a time, 
just as a man would put potatoes into a 
bushel basket, being careful not to pinch or 
squeeze any of them in the operation. 
Rattlesnake Pete then entertained his 
guests with some of his interesting experi- 
ences with the reptiles, how he had frequently 
waged fierce wars with them, always coming 
off victorious, and how he always succeeded 
in becoming friends with the snake he con- 
quered. He gave good advice about the 
handling of snakes, to which Professor Davies 








I hold him close to me there is no danger, 
for he hasn’t room enough to get in his 
work.” 

There was a doubting Thomas present, and 
the Professor asked Mr. Gruber to show that 
the snake had deadly qualities. Thereupon 
the Rochester man gently shoved a penknife 
between the snake’s jaws, and two fangs 
darted out. Slight pressure forced several 
drops of a light greenish substance upon the 
tip of the knife-blade. 

“ There is enough venom to kill a house- 
ful of men,” remarked Mr. Gruber. 

Mr. Davies told some experiences he had 
had out in the Rockies hunting rattlers. He 
said he had been successful in his search 
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paid great attention, while the majority 
of the other guests shuddered. As the 
champagne went the rounds and the guests 
felt the glow of a satisfied hunger they lost 
all their inherited and long-held animosity 
toward creeping things, and commenced to 
have a friendly feeling for the reptiles that 
had proved such delicious edibles. Snake 
stories were swapped, and the merriment 
continued into the wee small hours of the 
morning. As each guest warmly shook his 
host’s hand at parting he said something in 
praise of the most remarkable banquet that 
has ever been held in America, if not in the 
world, and complimented its originator upon 
the success of his novel scheme, 
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XXXV.—A CEMETERY FOR HORSES. 


By HAROLD J. SHEPSTONE. 


Bot London and Paris can boast of their 
dog cemeteries, but Palo Alto, a little town 
in the State of California, U.S.A., can go one 
better in the possession of a burial-ground 
for horses. . Indeed, it is without doubt the 
most curious cemetery in the world. 

Palo Alto is a pretty little town a few 
miles south of San Francisco, and its unique 
cemetery is to be found in the famous Palo 
Alto Stock Farm. Entering the farm by the 
main road you cannot possibly miss the 
burying-ground, for one’s attention is imme- 
diately attracted to it by the tall tombstone 
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in the centre of a group of wide-spreading 
oak trees. Here lie interred the remains of 
several of the record-breaking horses of the 
farm. 

On reaching the spot you are at once 
impressed by the little row of mounds that 
rise on either side of the monument. In an 
instant you realize that you are walking on 
sacred ground, and as you read the epitaphs 
on the little headstones you feel like doffing 
your cap out of respect to the dead animals 
that during their lifetime smashed records 
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galore and pushed California to the front as 
a stock-raising State. To the employés about 
the farm this graveyard is sacred, and when 
one of the attendants comes to tell you about 
the wonderful unrecorded deeds of the horses 
he scarcely speaks above a whisper. 
Altogether twelve graves have been laid 
out in this odd cemetery, but before describ- 
ing them in detail it is interesting to recall 
the history of the graveyard. The cemetery 
was founded thirteen years ago, when several 
horses of the farm met their deaths by fire. 
Amongst. them was the champion yearling 


| 


| 
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filly, ` Norlaine. Norlaine was a beautiful 
creature, and much prized by the proprietors 
of the establishment. She once trotted a 
mile in 2min. 31 %sec., and although this is 
by no means a record there was no horse 
of her age at the time capable of performing 
a similar feat. Being a champion and 
naturally a very valuable creature, the most 
beautiful spot on the farm was selected for 
her burial-place. Her remains were interred 
under the spreading oak trees. A few months 
later another famous trotting horse died and 
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was buried close to the grave of Norlaine, so 
the latter’s resting-plot created for all time a 
memorial burying-ground for the famous 
horses that die at the Palo Alto Farm. 

One by one new graves appeared, and as 
they grew in 
number the little 
mounds attracted 
the attention of 
Mrs. Stanford, a 
wealthy resident 
of Palo Alto. 
On inquiry she 
learned that it 
was the burial- 
place of horses 
that had made 
Palo Alto great. 
At that time there 
was nothing on 
the graves to indi- 
cate to the stran- 
ger the name of 
the horses buried 
beneath the little 
mounds. To 
know in what 
grave a certain 
horse was interred 
it was necessary to 
ask one of the employés. Immediately Mrs. 
Stanford gave instructions that tablets should 
be placed on all the graves showing the names 
of the horses, dates of birth, death, and 
records. She also had a monument erected 
in memory of the famous trotting horse, 
Electioneer 125, the son of Rysdyks Hamble- 
tonian r0 and Green Mountain Maid. The 
plot was then lengthened and surrounded by 
a neat iron rail fence, and some flowers and 
shrubs planted. 

Through the kindness of Mrs. Stanford, 
who attends to the graves, the writer is 
enabled to give some interesting facts about 
the horses whose remains have been interred 
in this quaint cemetery. First of all, there 
is the monument to Electioneer 125. The 
inscription on it reads :— 
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To the Memory of Electioneer 125. 
Foaled May, 1868. 
Died December 3, 1890. 

By Rysdyks Hambletonian, 
Dam, Green Mountain Maid. 
History of the World Contains 
The Names of None so Great. 

Number of Performers and 

Champions Sired by Him 
In the Golden State. 


Although this horse has been dead since 
1890 he still has to his credit the largest 
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numberof 2min. 30sec. trotters ever accredited 
to any sire. At one time his sons and 
daughters held all the world’s records. Here 
are a few of his most famous offspring : 
Adbell (yearling), who trotted a mile in 2min. 
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33sec. ; Arion (two-year- old), 2min. 1034 sec. ; 
Fantasy (three-year-old), 2min. 834sec. ; and 
The Abbot, who once covered a mile in 
2min. 3%sec., the world’s trotting record. 
Many others could be named whose feats 
have astonished the racing world. The name 
of Electioneer will live long in the history of 
the trotting turf as the greatest progenitor of 
the century just passed. 

One of the most curious things about the 
cemetery is that some of the graves are 
reserved for the remains of certain fast 
horses. For instance, no horse has been 
interred in the first grave, for it is being 
reserved for the grand old mare, Beautiful 
Bells, the greatest of American brood mares, 
who is now twenty-nine years old, but a hale 
and hearty old lady. Every time she is taken 
out of the stable she passes within a stone’s 
throw of her intended resting-place. For her 
last colt the farm were offered £5,500. 

Grave No. 2 contains the remains of 
Sontag Mohawk, one of the celebrated brood 
mares of America. The tablet on her grave 
reads: “Sontag Mohawk. Foaled 1875. 
Died 1898. Dam of Sallie Britton, 2.1734, 
world’s champion four-year-old in 1884. She 
was also dam of Eros, 2.2914 ” (meaning, of 
course, that this horse trotted a mile in 
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2min. 29%4sec.); “Sport, 2.2234 ; Sonoma, 
2.28; Colma, 2.2514 ; Conductor, 2.1434 ; 
Norhawk, 2.1534 ; and Serenata, 2.25.” 

The next grave, No. 3, is a very interesting 
one, for it contains the flesh only of the 
famous horse Palo Alto. His skeleton was 
mounted and set up in the University 
Museum. Of all the horses owned by the 
late Senator Stanford, Palo Alto was his 
favourite. Many fast trotters were sold from 
the farm for large sums of money, but no 
price was large enough to tempt the owner to 
part with this magnificent creature. Palo 
Alto was the champion stallion of his day. 
He was foaled in 1882 and died in 1892. 
He died the king of stallions, and his record, 
a mile in 2min. 83{sec., is still the world’s 
record for the high-wheel sulky. 

Lying alongside Palo Alto, in grave No. 5, 
is his mother, Dame Winnie, so in death 
they are not parted. 
The tablet on her grave 
reads: “ Dame Winnie. 
Foaled 1871. Died 1892. 
Dam of Palo Alto, 
2.0834, the world’s re- 
cord.” She not only 
produced the champion 
stallion, but also Lone 
Pine, 2.18; Altivo, 
2.1814; Gertrude Rus- 
sell, 2.23%, by Elec- 
tioneer; and Big Jim, 
2.231%, by Gen. Benton. 
She was by far the 
greatest thoroughbred 
mare producing trotting 
speed, and died the 
queen in that respect. 

Grave No. 6 is also 
reserved for the great 
Elaine, while in No. 7 is 
buried one of the early 
brood maresof Palo Alto, 
the famous Mayflower, 
who held a mile record 
of 2min. 30%sec. The 
inscription on her tomb- 
stone is: “ Mayflower, 
2.3014. Foaled 1864. 
Died 1895. Dam of 
Wildflower, 2.21, and 
Manzanita, 2.16, world’s 
champions.” Mayflower 
in the thirty years of her 
life proved a reniarkable 
brood mare. She pro- 
duced eleven daughters, 
eight of them showing 
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marked speed. In 1881 her two-year-old 
daughter electrified the world by trotting a 
mile in 2min. 21sec., which was the world’s 
record for seven years. In 1886 her daughter, 
Manzanita, trotted a mile as a four-year-old in 
2min. 16sec., the record for that age. Un- 
doubtedly this beautiful animal did her share 
in måking Palo Alto famous as the nursery 
for producing fast trotters. 

The remains of Josie, famous for producing 
the champion racehorse of his day, are 
buried in grave No. 9. In grave No. 10 lies 
the charred remains of Norlaine, who was 
burned to death at the farm at the age of 
two years. When only one year old she 
trotted a mile in 2min. 31%4sec. She was 
the champion yearling of her time, and 


promised to develop into a phenomenal colt 
trotter, when her career was cut short by a 
disastrous fire. 


It was through her sudden 
and lamentable death 
that the horse cemetery 
sprang into being. 


XXXVI.—A WHIS- 
TLE BLOWN BY 
MOTHER EARTH. 
THE extraordinary 

contrivance which we 

reproduce in the adjoin- 
ing photograph is pro- 
bably the most powerful 
whistle in the world. It 
is blown by means of 

a natural gas pressure 

obtained from Mother 

Earth herself. The gas 

“ spring ” which supplies 

this unique alarm free of 

cost is situate at Law- 
rence, in Kansas, and is 
used as a fire alarm for 
the fire brigade. That 
it fulfils its object right 
worthily may be guessed 
by the fact that it may be 
heard as far as ten miles 
away, while the sound 
_near at hand is well-nigh 
deafening. The old 
gentleman with one hand 
on the lever of this novel 
device is a veteran of the 
local fire brigade, the 
badge of which can be 
seen on his coat. We are 
indebted for this photo. to 

Mr. Charles W. Kimball, 

of Lawrence, Kansas. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

OR some time Mr. Wilks stood 
p gazing at this unexpected appa- 
rition and trying to collect his 
scattered senses. Its face was 

at pale and flabby, while its 

= glassy eyes, set in rims of red 
car were beginning to express unmistak- 
able signs of suspicion and wrath. The 
shock was so sudden that the steward could 
not even think coherently. Was the captain 
upstairs? And if so, what was his condition ? 

Where was Nathan Smith? And where was 
the five pounds? 

A voice, a husky and discordant voice, 
broke in upon his meditations ; Jack Nugent 
was also curious. 

“What does all this mean ? ” he demanded, 
angrily. “How did I get here?” 

“ You—you came downstairs,” stammered 
Mr. Wilks, still racking his brains in the vain 
effort to discover How matters stood. 

Mr. Nugent was about to speak, but, think- 
ing better of it, turned and blundered into 
the kitchen. Sounds 
of splashing and 
puffing ensued, and 
the steward going to 
the door saw him with 
his head under the 
tap. He followed him 
in and at the right 
time handed him a 
towel. Despite the 
disordered appear- 
ance of his hair the 
improvement in Mr. 
Nugent’s condition 
was so manifest that 
the steward, hoping 
for similar results, 
turned the tap on 
again and followed 
his example. 

“Your head wants 





the narrow stairs to his bedroom. The 
captain was not there. He pushed open 
the small lattice window and peered, cut 
into the alley ; no sign of either the captain 
or the ingenious Mr. Nathan Smith. Witha 
heavy heart he descended the stairs again. 

“Now,” said Mr. Nugent, who was sitting 
down with his hands in his pockets, “ perhaps 
you'll be good enough to explain what all 
this means.” 

“You were ’ere last night,” said Mr. Wilks, 
“you and the cap’n.” 

“I know that,” said Nugent. ‘ How is it I 
didn’t go home? I didn’t understand that it 
was an all-night invitation. Where is my 
father ?” 

The steward shook his head helplessly. 
“He was ’ere when I went out last night,” 
he said, slowly. “When I came back the 
room was empty and I was told as ’e was 
upstairs in my bed.” 

“Told he was in your bed?” repeated the 
other. ‘ Who told you?” 

Mr. Wilks caught his breath. “I mean I 
told myself ’e was in 
my bed,” he stam- 
mered, “because 
when I came in I see 
these bed-clothes on 
the floor, an’ I thought 
as the cap’n ’ad put 
them there for me and 
taken my bed ’imself.” 

Mr. Nugent re- 
garded the litter of 
bed-clothes as though 
hoping that they would 
throw a little light on 
the affair, and then 
shot a puzzled glance 
at Mr. Wilks. 

“Why should you 
think my father 
wanted your bed?” 
he inquired. 








cooling, I should 


“T don’t know,” was 








think,” said the young the reply. “I thought 
man, returning him p’r’aps ’e’d maybe 
the towel. “What’s taken a little more 


it all about ?” 

Mr. Wilks hesi- 
tated; a bright 
thought occurred to 
him, and murmuring 





than ’e ought to have 
taken. But it’s all a 
myst’ry to me. I’m 
more astonished than 
wot you are.” 





something about a 
dry towel he sped up 


““HE PUSHED OPEN THE SMALL LATTICE 
PEERED OUT INTO THE ALLEY.” 


“ Well, I can’t make 
head or tail of it,” 
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said Nugent, rising and pacing the room. 
“T came here to meet my father. So far as 
I remember I had one drink of whisky— 
your whisky—and then I woke up in your 
bedreom with a splitting headache and a 
tongue like a piece of leather. Can you 
account for it?” 

Mr. Wilks shook his head again. “I 
wasn’t here,” he said, plucking up courage. 
“ Why not go an’ see your father? Seems 
to me ’e is the one that would know most 
about it.” 

Mr. Nugent stood for a minute considering, 
and then raising the latch of the door opened 
it slowly and inhaled the cold morning air. 
A subtle and delicate aroma of coffee and 
herrings which had escaped from neighbour- 
ing breakfast-tables invaded the room and 
reminded him of an appetite. He turned to 
go, but had barely quitted the step before he 
saw Mrs. Kingdom and his sister enter the 
alley. 

Mr. Wilks saw them too, and, turning if 
anything a shade paler, supported himself by 
the door-post. Kate Nugent quickened her 
pace as she saw them, and, after a surprised 
greeting to her brother, breathlessly informed 
him that the captain was missing. 

“Hasn’t been home all night,” panted 
Mrs. Kingdom, joining them. “I don’t 
know what to think.” 

They formed an excited little group round 
the steward’s door, and Mr. Wilks, with an 
instinctive feeling that the matter was one to 
be discussed in private, led the way indoors. 
He began to apologize for the disordered 
condition of the room, but Jack Nugent, 
interrupting him brusquely, began to relate 
his own adventures of the past few hours. 

Mrs. Kingdom listened to the- narrative 
with unexpected calmness. She knew the 
cause of her nephew’s discomfiture. It was 
the glass of whisky acting on a system 
unaccustomed to alcohol, and she gave a 
vivid and moving account of the effects of a 
stiff glass of hot rum which she had once 
taken for a cold. It was quite clear to her 
that the captain had put his son to bed; the 
thing to discover now was where he had put 
himself. 

“Sam knows something about it,” said her 
nephew, darkly ; “ there’s something wrong.” 

“I know no more than a babe unborn,” 
declared Mr. Wilks. “ The last I see of the 
cap’n ’e was a-sitting at this table opposite 
you.” 

“Sam wouldn’t hurt a fly,” said Miss 
Nugent, with a kind glance at her favourite. 

“Well, where is the governor, then?” 
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inquired her brother. ‘‘ Why didn’t he go 
home last night? He has never stayed out 
before.” 

“Yes, he has,” said Mrs. Kingdom, fold- 
ing her hands in her lap. ‘When you were 
children. Hecame home at half-past eleven 
next morning, and when I asked him where 
hed been he nearly bit my head off. Td 
been walking the floor all night, and I shall 
never forget his remarks when he opened the 
door to the police, who’d come to say they 
couldn’t find him. Never.” 

A ghostly grin flitted across the features of 
Mr. Wilks, but he passed the back of his 
hand across his mouth and became serious 
again as he thought of his position. He 
was almost dancing with anxiety to get away 
to Mr. Nathan Smith and ask for an ex- 
planation of the proceedings of the night 
before. 

“TIl go and have a look round for the 
cap’n,” he said, eagerly ; “he can’t be far.” 

“TIl come with you,” said Nugent. “I 
should like to see him too. There are one 
or two little things that want explaining. You 
take aunt home, Kate, and I'll follow on as 
soon as there is any news.” 

As he spoke the door opened a little way 
and a head appeared, only to be instantly 
withdrawn at the sight of so many people. 
Mr. Wilks stepped forward hastily, and 
throwing the door wide open revealed the 


_interesting features of Mr. Nathan Smith. 


“How do you do, Mr. Wilks?” said that 
gentleman, softly. “I just walked round to 
see whether you was in. I’ve got a message 
for you. I didn’t know you’d got company.” 

He stepped into the room and, tapping the 
steward on the chest with a confidential 
finger, backed him into a corner, and having 
got him there gave an expressive wink with 
one eye and gazed into space with the other. 

“I thought youd be alone,” he said, 
looking round, “but p’raps it’s just as well 
as itis. They’ve got to know, so they may 
as well know now as later on.” 

“Know what?” inquired Jack Nugent, 
abruptly. “What are you making that face 
for, Sam ?” 

Mr. Wilks mumbled something about a 
decayed tooth, and to give colour to the 
statement continued a series of contortions 
which made his face ache. 

“You should take something for that 
tooth,” said the boarding-master, with great 
solicitude. ‘Wot do you say to a glass 
oœ’ whisky?” 

He motioned to the fatal bottle, which still 
stood on the table; the steward caught his 
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“Them was the 
cap’n’s_ words,” 
said the boarding- 
master, giving him 
a glance of great 
significance; “are 
you going to take 
away or add to 
wot the cap’n 
says?” 

Mr. Wilks col- 
lapsed, and avoid- 
ing the indignant 
eyes of the Nugent 
family tried to 
think out his posi- 
tion. 

“ It seems from 
wot the cap’n told 
me,” continued 
Mr. Smith, “that 
there was some 
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breath, and then, rising to the occasion, said 
that he had already had a couple of glasses, 
and they had done no good. 

“Whats your message?” inquired Jack 
Nugent, impatiently. 

“Im just going to tell you,” said Mr. 
Smith. “I was out early this morning, 
strolling down by the harbour to get a little 
appetite for breakfast, when who should I 
see coming along, looking as though ’e ’ad 
just come from a funeral, but Cap’n Nugent ! 
I was going to pass ’im, but he stopped me 
and asked me to take a message from ’im to 
is old and faithful steward, Mr. Wilks.” 

“Why, has he gone away?” exclaimed 
Mrs. Kingdom. 

“His old and faithful steward,” repeated 
Mr. Smith, motioning her to silence. ‘“‘ Tell 
’im,’ he says, ‘that I am heartily ashamed 
of myself for wot took place last night—and 
him, too. Tell ’im that, after my father’s 
’art proved too much for me, I walked the 
streets all night, and now I can’t face my 
injured son and family yet awhile, and I’m 
off to London till it has blown over.’ ” 

“But whats it all about?” demanded 
Nugent. “Why don’t you get to the point ?” 

“ So far as I could make out,” replied Mr. 
Smith, with the studious care of one who 
desires to give exact information, “ Cap'n 
Nugent and Mr. Wilks ’ad a little plan for 
giving you a sea blow.” 

“ Me?” interrupted the unfortunate steward. 


“ Now, look ’ere, Nathan Smith » 
Vol, xxii —74. 
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Mr. Kybird’s gal, 
so ’e and Mr. Wilks, after putting their ’eads 
together, decided to get you ’ere and after 
giving you a little whisky that Mr. Wilks 


knows the trick of ——” 
“ Me? ” interrupted the unfortunate steward, 
again. 


“Them was the cap’n’s words,” said Mr. 
Smith, coldly. “ After you’d ’ad it they was 
going to stow you away in the Seabird, 
which sailed this morning. However, when 
the cap’n see you overcome, his ’art melted, 
and instead o’ putting you aboard the whaler 
he took your feet and Mr. Wilks your ’ead, 
and after a great deal o’ trouble got you up- 
stairs and put you to bed.” 

“You miserable scoundrel,” said the 
astonished Mr. Nugent, addressing the shrink- 
ing steward ; “you infernal old reprobate— 
you—you—I didn’t think you’d got it in you.” 

“So far as I could make out,” said 
Mr. Smith, kindly, “Mr. Wilks was only 
obeying orders. It was the cap’n’s plan, and 
Mr. Wilks was aboard ship with ’im for a 
very long time. O?’ course, he oughtn’t to 
ha’ done it, but the cap’n’s a masterful man, 
an’ I can quite understand Mr. Wilks givin’ 
way ; I dessay I should myself if V’d been in 
is place—he’s all ’art, is Mr. Wilks—no’ead.” 

“It’s a good job for you you’re an old man, 
Sam,” said Mr. Nugent. 

“ I can hardly believe it of you, Sam,” said 
Miss Nugent. “I can hardly think you 
could have been so deceitful. Why, we've 
trusted you all our lives.” 
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The unfortunate steward quailed beneath 
the severity of her glance. Even if he gavea 
full account of the affair it would not, make his 
position better. It was he who had made all 
the arrangements with Mr. Smith, and after 
an indignant glance at that gentleman he 
lowered his gaze and remained silent. son 

“Tt is rather odd that my father should 
take you into his confidence,” said Miss 
Nugent, turning to the boarding-master. 

“ Just wot I thought, miss,” said the com- 
plaisant Mr. Smith ; “ but I s’pose there was 
nobody else, and he wanted ’is message to 
go for fear you should get worrying the police 
about ’im or something. He wants it kep’ 
quiet, and ‘is last words to me as’e left me 
was, ‘If this affair gets known I shall never 
come back. ‘Tell ’em to keep it quiet.’” 

“I don’t think anybody will want to go 
bragging about it,” said Jack Nugent, rising, 
“unless it is Sam Wilks. (Come along, 
Kate.” 

Miss Nugent followed him obediently, only 
pausing at the door to give a last glance of 
mingled surprise and reproach at Mr. Wilks. 
Then they were outside and the door closed 
behind them. ni i 

“Well, that’s all right,” said Mr..Smith, 
easily. 

“ Allright!” vociferated the steward. “Wot 
did you put it all on to me for? Why didn’t 
you tell ’em your part in it?” 

“Wouldn’t ha’ done any good,” 
said Mr. Smith; “wouldn’t ha’ done 
you any good. Besides, I did 
just wot the cap’n told me.” 

“ When’s he coming back ?” 
inquired the steward. 

Mr. Smith shook his 
head. ‘ Couldn’t say,” 
he returned. “He 
couldn’t say ’imself. 
Between you an’ me, I 
expect ’e’s gone up to 
have a reg’lar fair 
spree.” 3 

“Why did you tell 
me last night he was 
upstairs ? ” inquired the 
other. 

“ Cap’n’s orders,” re- 
peated Mr. Smith, with 
relish. “Ask ’im, not 
me. As a matter o’ fact, 
he spent the night at 
my place and went off 
this morning.” 

“An’ wot about 
the five pounds?” 
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inquired Mr. Wilks, spitefully. “You aini 
earned it.” 

“I know I ain’t,” said Mr. Smith, mourn- 
fully. “Thats wot’s worrying me. Its like 
a gnawing pain in my side. D’you think 
it’s conscience biting of me? I never felt it 
before. Or d’ye think it’s sorrow to think 
that Pve done the whole job too cheap? 
You think it out and let me know later on. 
So long.” 

He waved his hand cheerily to the steward 
and departed. Mr. Wilks threw himself into 
a chair and, ignoring the cold and the 
general air of desolation of his best room, 
gave way to a fit of melancholy which would 
have made Mr. Edward Silk green with envy. 





CHAPTER XIII. 


Days passed, but no word came from the 
missing captain, and only the determined 
opposition of Kate Nugent kept her ‘aunt 
from advertising in the “ Agony” columns of 
the London Press. Miss Nugent was quite 
as desirous of secrecy in the affair as her 
father, and it was a source of great annoyance 
to her when, in some mysterious manner, it 
leaked out. In a very short time the news 
was common property, and Mr. Wilks, ap- 
pearing to his neighbours in an entirely new 
character, was besieged for information. 













‘“ HE FINISHED UP THE EVENING AT THE CHEQUERS.” 
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His own friends were the most tiresome, 
their open admiration of his lawlessness and 
their readiness to trace other mysterious dis- 
appearances to his agency being particularly 
galling to a man whose respectability formed 
his most cherished possession. Other people 
regarded the affair as a joke, and he sat 
gazing round-eyed one evening at the Two 
Schooners at the insensible figures of three 
men who had each had a modest half-pint at 
his expense. It was a pretty conceit and well 
played, but the steward, owing to the frenzied 
efforts of one of the sleepers whom he had 
awakened with a quart pot, did not stay to 
admire it. He finished up the evening at the 
Chequers, and after getting wet through on 
the way home fell asleep in his wet 
clothes before the dying fire. 

He awoke with a bad cold and 
pains in the limbs. A headache 
was not unexpected, but the other 
symptoms were. With trembling 
hands he managed to light a fire 
and prepare a breakfast, which he 
left untouched. This last symptom 
was the most alarming of all, and 
going to the door he 
bribed a small boy with 
a penny to go for Dr. 
Murchison, and sat 
cowering over the fire 
until he came. 

“ Well, you've got a 
bad cold,” said the 
doctor, after examining 
him. “ You'd better get 
to bed for the present. 
You'll be safe there.” 

“Is it dangerous ?” 
faltered the steward. 

“ And keep yourself 
warm,” said the doctor, 
who was not in the habit 
of taking his patients 
into his confidence. 
“ Pll send round some 
medicine.” 

“ I should like Miss Nugent to know I’m 
bad,” said Mr. Wilks, in a weak voice. 

“She knows that,” replied Murchison. 
“She was telling me about you the other 
day.” 

He put his hand up to his neat black 
moustache to hide a smile, and met the 
steward’s indignant gaze without flinching. 

“I mean ill,” said the latter, sharply. 

“Oh, yes,” said the other. “Well, you 
get to bed now. Good morning.” 

He took up his hat and stick and de- 
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parted. Mr. Wilks sat for a little while over 
the fire, and then, rising, hobbled slowly 
upstairs to bed and forgot his troubles in 
sleep. 

He slept until the afternoon, and then, 
raising himself in bed, listened to the sounds 
of stealthy sweeping in the room below. 
Chairs were being moved about, and the 
tinkle of ornaments on the mantelpiece 
announced that dusting operations were in 
progress. He lay down again with a satisfied 
smile ; it was like a tale in a story-book : the 
faithful old servant and his master’s daughter. 
He closed his eyes as he heard her coming 
upstairs. 

“Ah, pore dear,” said a voice. 

Mr. Wilks opened his 
eyes sharply and beheld 
the meagre figure of Mrs. 
Silk. In one hand she 
held a medicine-bottle and 
a glass and in the other 
paper and firewood. 

“I only eard of it half 
an hour ago,” she said, 
reproachfully. “ I saw the 
doctors boy, and I left 
my work and came over 
at once. Why didn’t you 
let me know? ” 

Mr. Wilks muttered that 
he didn’t know, and lay 
crossly regarding his atten- 
tive neighbour as she knelt 
down and daintily lit the 
fire. This task finished, 
she proceeded to make 
the room tidy, and then 
set about making beef-tea 
in a little saucepan. 

“ You lay still and get 
well,” she remarked, with 
tender playfulness. 
“Thats all you’ve got to 
do. Me and Teddy’ll look 
after you.” 

“I couldnt think of 
troubling you,” said the steward, earnestly. 

“Its no trouble,” was the reply. ‘You 
don’t think I’d leave you here alone helpless, 
do you ?” 

“ I was going to send for old Mrs. Jackson 
if I didn’t get well to-day,” said Mr. Wilks. 

Mrs. Silk shook her head at him, and, after 
punching up his pillow, took an easy chair by 
the fire and sat there musing. Mr. Edward 
Silk came in to tea, and, after remarking that 
Mr. Wilks was very flushed and had got a 
nasty look about the eyes and a cough which 
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he didn’t like, fell to discoursing on death- 
beds. 

“Good nursing is the principal thing,” 
said his mother. “I nursed my pore dear 
’usband all through his last illness. He 
couldn’t bear me to be out of the room. I 
nursed my mother right .up to the last, and 
your pore Aunt Jane went off in my arms.” 

Mr. Wilks raised himself on his elbow and 
his eyes shone feverishly in the lamplight. 
“I think TIl get a ’ospital nurse to-morrow,” 
he said, decidedly. 

“ Nonsense,” said Mrs. Silk. ‘It’s no 
trouble to me atall. I like nursing ; always 
did.” 

Mr. Wilks lay back again and, closing his 
eyes, determined to ask the doctor to pro- 
vide a duly qualified nurse on the morrow. 
To his disappointment, however, the doctor 
failed to come, and although he felt much 
better Mrs. Silk sternly negatived a desire on 
his part to get up. 

“Not till the doctor’s been,” she said, 
firmly. “I couldn’t think of it.” 

“I don’t believe there’s anything the 
matter with me now,” he declared. 

“Ow odd—’ow very odd that you should 
say that!” said Mrs. Silk, clasping her hands. 

“Odd!” repeated the steward, somewhat 
crustily. “How do you mean—odd ?” 

“They was the very last words my uncle 
Benjamin ever uttered in this life,” said Mrs. 
Silk, with dramatic impressiveness. 

The steward was silent, then, with the 
ominous precedent of Uncle Benjamin before 
him, he began to talk until scores of words 
stood between himself and a similar ending. 

“ Teddy asked to be remembered to you 
as ’e went off this morning,” said Mrs. Silk, 
pausing in her labours at the grate. 

“Pm much obliged,” muttered the invalid. 

“ He didn’t ‘ave time to come in,” pursued 
the widow. “ You can ’ardly believe what a 
lot ’e thinks of you, Mr. Wilks. The last 
words he said to me was, ‘Let me know at 
once if there’s any change.’” 

Mr. Wilks distinctly felt a cold, clammy 
sensation down his spine and little quivering 
thrills ran up and down his legs. He glared 
indignantly at the back of the industrious 
Mrs. Silk. 

“Teddy’s very fond of you,” continued 
the unconscious woman. “I s’pose it’s not 
’aving a father, but he seems to me to think 
more of you than anybody else in the wide, 
wide world. I get quite jealous sometimes. 
Only the other day I said to ’im, joking like, 
‘Well, you’d better go and live with ’im if 
you’re so fond of ’im,’ I said.” 
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“ Ha, ha!” laughed Mr. Wilks, uneasily. 

“You'll never guess what ’e said then,” 
said Mrs. Silk, dropping her dustpan and 
brush and gazing at the hearth. 

“Said ’e couldn’t leave you, I s’pose,” 
guessed the steward, gruffly. 

“Well, now,” exclaimed Mrs. Silk, clapping 
her hands, “if you ’aven’t nearly guessed it. 
Well, there! I never did! I wouldn’t ‘ave 
told you for anything if you ’adn’t said that. 
The exact words what ’e did say was, ‘ Not 
without you, mother.’ ” 

Mr. Wilks closed his eyes with a snap and 
his heart turned to water. He held his 
breath and ransacked his brain in vain for a 
reply which should ignore the inner meaning 
of the fatal words. Something careless and 
jocular he wanted, combined with a voice 
which should be perfectly under control. 
Failing these things, he kept his eyes closed, 
and, very wide-awake indeed, feigned sleep. 
He slept straight away from eleven o'clock 
in the morning until Edward Silk came in at 
seven o'clock in the evening. 

“ 1 feel like a new man,” he said, rubbing 
his eyes and yawning. 

“I don’t see no change in your appear- 
ance,” said the comforting youth. 

“E’s much better,” declared his mother. 
“That’s what comes © good nursing ; some 
nurses would ’ave woke ’im up to take food, 
but I just let ‘im sleep on. People don’t 
feel hunger while they’re asleep.” 

She busied herself over the preparation of 
a basin of arrowroot, and the steward, despite 
his distaste for this dish, devoured it in a 
twinkling. Beef-tea and a glass of milk in 
addition failed to take more than the edge 
off his appetite. 

“We shall pull ‘im through,” said Mrs. 
Silk, smiling, as she put down the empty 
glass. “In a fortnight he'll be on ’is feet.” 

It is a matter of history that Mr. Wilks 
was on his feet at five o’clock the next morn- 
ing, and not only on his feet but dressed and 
ready for a journey after such a breakfast as 
he had not made for many a day. The dis- 
courtesy involved in the disregard of the 
doctor’s instructions did not trouble him, 
and he smirked with some satisfaction as he 
noiselessly closed his door behind him and 
looked at the drawn blinds opposite. ‘The 
stars were paling as he quitted the alley and 
made his way to the railway station, A note 
on his tumbled pillow, after thanking Mrs. 
Silk for her care of him, informed her that he 
was quite well and had gone to London in 
search of the missing captain. 

Hardy, who had heard from Edward Silk 





AT SUNWICH PORT. 


of the steward’s indisposition and had been 
intending to pay him a visit, learnt of his 
departure later on in the morning, and, being 
ignorant of the particulars, discoursed some- 
what eloquently to his partner on the old 
man’s devotion. 

“H’m, may be,” said Swann, taking off 
his glasses and looking at him. “ But you 
don’t think Captain Nugent is in London, do 
you?” 

“Why not?” inquired Hardy, somewhat 
startled. 

“If what Wilks told you is true, Nathan 
Smith knows,” said the other. “ PI ask 
him.” 

“ You don’t expect to get the truth out of 
him, do you?” inquired Hardy, superciliously. 

“I do,” said his partner, serenely; “and 
when I’ve got it I shall go and tell them at 
Equator Lodge. It will be doing those two 
poor ladies a service to let them know what 
has really happened to the captain.” 

“TIl walk round to Nathan Smith’s 
with you,” said Hardy. “I should like 
to hear what the fellow has to say.” 

“ No, I'll go alone,” said his partner ; 
“ Smitb’s a very shy man—painfully shy. 
T’ve run across him once or twice before. 
He’s almost as bashful and retiring as 
you are.” 

Hardy grunted. “If the captain isn’t 
in London, where is he ?” he inquired. 

The other shook his head. “Tve 
got an idea,” he. replied, “ but I want to 
make sure. Kybird and Smith are old 
friends, as Nugent might have known, 
only he was always too high and mighty 
to take any interest in his inferiors. 
There’s something for you to go on.” 

He bent over his desk again and 
worked steadily until one o’clock—his 
hour for lunching. Then he put on his 
hat and coat, and after a comfortable 
meal sallied out in search of Mr. Smith. 

The boarding-house, an old and dilapi- 
dated building, was in a by-street convenient 
to the harbour. The front door stood open, 
and a couple of seamen lounging on the 
broken steps made way for him civilly as he 
entered and rapped on the bare boards with 
his stick. Mr. Smith, clattering down the 
stairs in response, had some difficulty in con- 
cealing his surprise at the visit, but entered 
genially into a conversation about the weather, 
a subject in which he was much interested. 
When the shipbroker began to discuss the 
object of his visit he led him to a small sitting- 
room at the back of the house and repeated 
the information he had given to Mr, Wilks. 
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“That’s all there is to tell,” he concluded, 
artlessly ; “the cap’n was that ashamed of 
hisself, he’s laying low for a bit. We all 
make mistakes sometimes ; I do myself.” 

“T am much obliged to you,” said Mr. 
Swann, gratefully. 

“You're quite welcome, sir,” said the 
boarding-master. 

“And now,” said the visitor, musingly— 
“ now for the police.” 

“Police!” repeated Mr. Smith, almost 
“What for?” 

“Why, to find the captain,” said Mr. 
Swann, in a surprised voice. 

Mr. Smith shook his head. “ You'll offend 
the cap’n bitter if you go to the police about 
’im, sir,” he declared. “His last words to 
me was, ‘Smith, ’ave this kept quiet.’ ” 

“Jell be a little job for the police,” urged 
the shipbroker. “ They don’t have much to do 
down here ; they’ll be as pleased as possible.” 


“IN SEARCH OF 
MR. SMITH.” 


“They'll worry your life out of you, sir,’ 
said the other. ‘ You don’t know what they 
are.” 

“T like a little excitement,” returned Mr. 
Swann. “I don’t suppose they’ll trouble me 
much, but they’ll turn your place topsy-turvy, 
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I expect.. Still, that can’t be helped. You 
know what fools the police are ; they'll think 
you’ve murdered the captain and hidden his 
body under the boards. ‘They'll have all the 
floors up. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Aving floors up don’t seem to me to be 
so amusing as wot it does to you,” remarked 
Mr. Smith, coldly. 

“They may find all sorts of treasure for 
you,” continued his visitor. “It’s a very old 
house, Smith, and there may be bays of 
guineas hidden away under the flooring. 
You may be able to retire.” 

“ You're a gentleman ’as is fond of his joke, 
Mr. Swann,” returned the boarding-master, 
lugubriously. “I wish I’d got that ’appy way 
of looking at things 
you ’ave.” 

“Im not joking, 
Smith,” said the 
other, quietly. 

Mr. Smith pon- 
dered and, stealing a 
side-glance at him, 
stood scraping his 
foot along the floor. 

“There ain’t no- 
thing much to tell,” 
he grumbled, “and, 
mind, the worst 
favour you could do 
to the cap’n would be 
to put it about how 
he was done. He’s 
gone for a little trip 
instead of ’is son, 
that’s all.” 

“Little trip!” re-' 
peated the other; 
“you call a whaling 
cruise a little trip?” 

“No, no, sir,” said 
Mr. Smith, in a 
shocked voice, “I 
ain’t so bad as that; 
























I’ve got some ’art, I hope. He’s just gone 
for a little trip with ’is old pal Hardy on the 
Conqueror. Kybird’s idea it was.” 

To Mr. Smith’s great surprise his visitor 
sat down suddenly and began to laugh. 
Tears of honest mirth suffused his eyes and 
dimmed his glasses. Mr. Smith, regarding him 
with an air of kindly interest, began to laugh 
to keep him company. 

“Don’t you know it’s punishable?” de- 
manded the shipbroker, recovering. 

Mr. Smith shook his head and became 
serious. “The cap’n fell into ’is own trap,” 
he said, slowly. “ Theres no lor for ‘im! 
He’d only get laughed at. The idea of trying 
to get me to put little Amelia Kybird’s young 
man away. 
Why, I was ’er 
god-father.” 

Mr. Swann 

stared at him, 
and then witha 
friendly “ good 
morning ” de- 
parted. Half- 
way along the 
passage he 
stopped, and 
retracing his 
steps produced 
his cigar -case and 
offered the astonished 
boarding - master a 
cigar. 
«j s’pose,” said 
that gentleman as he 
watched the other's 
retreating figure and 
dubiously smelt the 
cigar; “I s'pose it’s 
all right; but he’s a 
larky sort, and I ’ave 
heard of ’em ex- 
ploding. I'll give it 
to Kybird, in case.” 


“T AVE HEARD OF 'EM EXPLODING.” 


(Zo be continued.) 
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FROM THE 


JONG ago there lived in Brittany 
a King whose kingdom was very 
small, and whose sole wealth 
+} consisted of a pear-tree which 
PY) grew in his orchard. Each 

o———" year this tree bore three 
splendid pears. 

It was partly the King’s own fault that he 
never could manage to pick these pears at 
the right moment. In July the fruit grew 
riper and riper until it became solid silver. 
In August it grew still larger, and changed to 
gold. Just at this changing time the pears 
should have been plucked, but they always 
mysteriously vanished the night before the 
day whereon their owner had intended 
plucking them. Naturally, the King pre- 
ferred golden pears to silver ones, but this 
preference cost him dear, for through it he 
lost the pears altogether. 

The King’s children had a personal interest 
in the wonderful tree. His six daughters, 
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each of whom looked for a dowry from the 
precious fruit, were each year bitterly dis- 
appointed, as also were their two brothers, 
Yann and Claudik. 

Yann was greedy and selfish, but Claudik 
was good and brave. One day Yann 
proposed to his brother that they two should 
pluck the pears and divide the spoil. This 
Claudik refused to do. ‘The pears are not 
ours,” said he; “they belong to our father.” 

‘Then Yann went to the King and begged 
of him to divide the fruit. “If I may have 
one pear for myself,” said the greedy fellow, 
“I promise to keep watch over the tree, in 
order to protect its fruit from thieves.” 

The King, after some demur, yielded to 
the wish of his selfwilled son. It was 
arranged that Yann should have the pear 
which grew on the north side of the tree ; 
Claudik was to have the pear which faced 
the south, while that growing in the centre 
was to be divided amongst the six sisters. 
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July was drawing to an end, and the silver 
fruit was already faintly tinged with gold. 
Yann, in fulfilment of his promise, mounted 
guard in the orchard. Nothing happened 
for two nights. On the third night he 
foolishly drank an extra flagon of wine. Of 
course he fell asleep at his post, and the next 
morning only two pears remained on the 
tree. ‘The pear in the centre had gone, and 
the poor Princesses had again lost their 
dowries. 

“ Never mind,” said selfish Yann, “ mine 
is there still, so what matter? I will keep a 
better look-out to-night.” And for two nights 
he was watchful and alert, pacing up and 
down, sword in hand ; but on the third night 
the weather was so hot that he could not 
resist the temptation to indulge in a double 
quantity of cider. He awoke in the morning 
to find that his own pear had vanished. How 
he stamped and raved at everybody, until the 
generous Claudik offered to give him half of 
the remaining pear, which belonged to him. 

It was now Claudik’s turn to mount guard. 
He armed himself with a huge and marvel- 
lously keen scimitar and, when evening came, 
took his post beside the pear-tree. He had 
with him his flute, an instrument which he 
played with skill, and, as the night grew 
darker, he played to keep up his spirits. 

As the clock struck twelve an owl flew 
with a screech from the tree. Claudik looked 
up, and beheld among the branches a big, 
brawny arm, and an enormous hand clutching 
at the solitary pear. 

“Who goes there?” shouted the youth, 
raising his scimitar, and dealing a tremendous 
blow at the robber. 

A deafening yell was followed by a violent 
gust of wind, which shook the tree to its 
roots—then all was still. On the ground lay 
a huge hand covered with blood, but still 
holding the precious pear. The thief was 
evidently some greedy giant. 

Claudik put the pear into his wallet. He 
thought at first of flinging the hand into the 
sea, but changed his mind, and determined, 
if possible, to find its owner. 

The moon had risen, and across the fields 
and over the hills a trail of blood could be 
distinctly seen. This trail Claudik, carrying 
with him the giant’s hand, carefully followed 
until he reached the Forest of Kranou, where 
the traces grew indistinct and finally dis- 
appeared. 

“Oh,” said the young man to himself, as 
he returned to his home, “I have heard that 
a horrible ogre dwells in that forest. Well! 
If I were to take him his hand and offer to 


Digitized by GO gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


restore it to its proper place I should think 
he would at least have the grace to spare my 
life. Perhaps, too, I may regain the stolen 
pears.” 

Accordingly, the next day Claudik went to 
a wizard who knew how to restore lopped-off 
limbs by means of a wonderful herb-ointment 
called “ Louzou.” From him Claudik took 
a lesson or two, and then, armed with a box 
of the ointment—an invaluable remedy which 
had never been known to fail—he made his 
way to the nearest town. 

In the market-place a herald was announc- 
ing that the great giant-King of the forest 
would give the hand of his daughter, the 
lovely Fleur-du-Kranou, to the man who 
should heal him of a grievous wound received 
in battle. 

“Not in battle,” said Claudik, under his 
breath ; “ in stealing pears.” 

The brave fellow went home again, put the 
hand into a big bag, which he strapped, 
knapsack-fashion, over his shoulder, then, 
taking with him his flute, set out in quest of 
the ogre. He passed through the outskirts 
of the forest, and before long came to a deep 
moat, on the other side of which was a dark 
and dense wood. He saw also some massive 
iron gates through which he would need to 
pass. Beside them stood a little hut, and at 


its door sat a little old woman, spinning flax. 


“Countess of the Portal!” called out 
Claudik, “will your grace be so good as to 
unbar the gates? I carry an important 
message to the King.” 

The old lady, flattered at being styled a 
countess, smiled as she said, “Is that really 
so, my bonny youth ?” 

“Yes,” replied Claudik. “Here in my 
knapsack I have something of great value 
which belongs to him.” 

“ Listen to me,” said the porteress, “and be 
warned in time. All who enter here are 
doomed to die. I would gladly save you 
from a cruel death.” 

“You cannot frighten me back, madam; 
I must reach the castle. I bring to His 
Majesty a certain cure, and hope to be, re- 
warded with the Princess’s hand.” 

“ Are you aware that many skilled surgeons 
and physicians have already come on the 
same errand? And of them all, zot one has 
returned in safety to his home.” 

“Not one?” inquired Claudik, doubtfully. 

“Not one,” replied the woman. ‘ During 
the King’s illness his appetite has grown so 
voracious that he ruthlessly devours each of 
his would-be sons-in-law. He gives them no 
time in which to cure him, but quickly rends 





PRINCE 


THE GIANT’S HAND. 


Baun 


H LISTEN TO ME,’ SAID THE PORTERESS, ‘AND BE WARNED IN TIME. ALL 


WHO ENTER HERE ARE DOOMED TO DIE,” 


them in pieces and grills them on an 
immense gridiron. So insatiable is he, 
indeed, that by-and-by he will probably 
eat the Princess herself.” 

“That we shall see,’ said the undaunted 
Claudik. “ Now, open the gates for me.” 

“Very well, my lad; you must have your 
way,” was the reply. The doors swung open 
and Claudik passed through with his big bag 
upon his back. The old woman wished to 
know what was in the sack, and he told her 
that it contained several marvellous medi- 
cines, besides his flute, and a_ beautiful 
brocaded silk dress which he would give her 
when he returned from Court. 

The aged porteress leaned towards him and 
whispered in his ear. 

“Listen!” said she. “When you reach 
that defile in front of you you will see a 


pretty vista of trees, and on one side a 
Vol. xxii.—76, 
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narrow, rugged footpath. This 
path you must take: it will 
bring you to the back of the 
manor grounds. Once there, 
play upon your flute the 
jabadao as they dance it at 
Guingamp. The Princess, 
who dotes upon dancing, will 
come down when she hears 
your music. Then you must 
ask her to dance the gavotte 
with you; after that, you will 
doubtless know how to act for 
the best !” 

Claudik thanked the old 
woman and went on his way. 
When he reached the defile he 
saw the vista of trees, and was 
about to turn into the narrow 
footpath beside it, when he 
became aware of certain strange 
shapes and shadows hanging 
from the boughs and swing- 
ing in the wind. Corpses, 
hanging heads downwards from 
the trees! Some were mere 
skeletons, with hideously 
rattling bones. Claudik shud- 
dered. What if he should be 
the next to dangle there ? 

For a moment only he 
faltered, then he pulled him- 
self together and went bravely 
forward. Presently the grey 
towers of the giants castle 
came into sight.  Claudik 
approached the wall of the 
tower and, standing below the 
casement, began to play the 
jabadao as danced at Guingamp. Very soon 
the casement was unbarred, and the young 
man, looking up, saw a Princess, fair as dawn, 
who made signs to him that she was coming 
down. She came, and, giving him her hand, 
led him across the turf. They danced the 
gavotte together in the starlight. Of this 
occupation, charming though it was, Claudik 
wearied sooner than the Princess did, for he 
was tired with his journey and with the 
weight of his burden. He was compelled 
to stop. When he had recovered his breath 
he asked the Princess to conduct him 
to the King. “Let us finish our dance 
first,” said the lady. “When once my father 
has seen you there will be no more dancing 
for us!” 

“ But,” said Claudik, “şou do not know 
what I have in this sack. It is something 
which will instantly cure the King’s hurt ; and 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


594 


then—with your consent, my Princess—I will 
claim you as my bride.” 

“Alas! so many have spoken thus,” 
stammered the blushing girl; “they all 
came to do what you intend to do, and 

et ” 

a And yet you are here waiting for me,” 
went on Claudik, proudly. ‘‘ Have no fear, 
only take me to your father.” 

The Princess then told him to take off his 
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magical contents of Claudik’s sack rendered 
the flames harmless. At this Fleur-du- 
Kranou rejoiced ; it really seemed as if she 
had found a deliverer at last! Suddenly the 
giant awoke, and said in a tremendous voice : 
“ Oh, dear, I am so hungry ! Get me food!” 
Then he espied Claudik, and roared out, 
“Ho, there! serve up that young fellow at 
once. Cook him on the gridiron, and give 


me some potatoes with him !” 





“HE BECAME AWARE OF CERTAIN STRANGE SHAPES AND SHADOWS HANGING FROM THE BOUGHS.” 


shoes and to follow her swiftly and silently. 
He obeyed, and as they passed through the 
splendid halls, each guarded at its entrance 
by fierce beasts and brilliantly illuminated 
with torches of crystal and gold, Claudik 
observed, hanging in rows around the panel- 
ling, scores of glittering pears, which he 
casily recognised as his father’s missing 
property. 

At length they entered a hall larger but 
more dimly lighted than the rest. Here the 
giant lay sick. The Princess signed to 
Claudik that he should uncover his head. 
At their entrance two dragons guarding the 
door shot forth fire from their jaws, but the 
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Two stout cooks sprang forward, swinging 
their huge knives, but the blades no sooner 
touched Claudik’s sack than they were 
shivered into atoms. Then Claudik put his 
flute to his mouth and played a merry jig, 
which set everybody a-dancing. 

Fleur-du-Kranou took Claudik as a partner ; 
the cooks whirled and twirled with the grid- 
irons and saucepans ; the dragons footed it 
with the lions, while the dogs and wolves 
skipped about anyhow. Even the old, 
hungry, raging giant jumped up and hopped 
around with the rest. 

He still shrieked, “Put him on the grid- 
iron!” but no one paid any attention to him, 
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and the dance waxed more and more furious. 
Perhaps it might be going on now had not 
the weight of Claudik’s knapsack obliged him 
to stop. Then the King sank back upon his 
couch, and, when Claudik knelt beside him, 
instantly stretched out his 
hand to strangle the young 
stranger. But cunning 
Claudik had pushed forward 
the sack, and when the 
giant touched this his arm 


“THE OLD, HUNGRY, RAGING GIANT JUMPED UP AND HOPPED 
AROUND WITH THE REST." ; 


fell as though paralyzed, and he murmured 
in an agonized tone, “Oh, if I had but my 
other hand!” 

“Your other hand,” said Claudik, undoing 
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his sack and displaying its contents ; “ here 
it ts! Now, if you will allow me, I will 
restore it to its rightful place.” 

Claudik’s surgical operation proved a 
The giant-King, highly 


brilliant success. 


ee + 





delighted, 
siderately 


not only con- 
refrained from 
eating his doctor, but 
also rewarded him with 
the fee which he desired 
—that is to say, the Prin- 
cess. The wedding was a 
very grand affair. 

After the death of Claudik’s father the 
pear-tree was transplanted to Kranou, and 
there for many years it continued to yield its 
wonderful golden fruit. 
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(We shail be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 


it says: ‘ Hannah Twynnoy was a servant at the White 
Lion Inn (an inn still existing), Malmesbury. There 
was an exhibition of wild beasts at the inn, and among 
the rest a very fierce tiger, which she imprudently 
took a pleasure in teasing, notwithstanding the re- 
peated remonstrances of its keeper. One day, whilst 
amusing herself with this dangerous diversion, the 
enraged animal, by an extraordinary effort, drew out 
the staple, sprang towards the unhappy girl, caught 
hold of her gown, and tore her to pieces.’ The full 
inscription, which is quite plain on the photo., is as 
follows: ‘In memory of Hannah Twynnoy, who 
died October 23rd, 1703. Aged 33 years. In bloom 
of life she’s snatched from hence, she had no rvom to 
make defence ; for tyger fierce took life away, and 
here she lies in a bed of clay, until the Resurrection 
Day.’ ”—Mr. Arthur V. Hinwood, Ferndale, Malmes- 
bury, Wilts. 








ANOTHER OPTICAL ILLUSION. 

“A month or two ago you published in 
THE STRAND MAGAZINE a photo. in which 
the sunshade or umbrella looked inside out. 
I send you two photos. in one of which the 
sunshade looks inside out, the sun, as you 
will see, shining directly through it; the other 
looks natural, the sun striking somewhat over 
the top of the sunshade. Both were taken 
at the same time of day in the afternoon.” 
We reproduce the photograph showing the 
sunshade apparently inside out.—Mr. F. T. 
A. Boyton, 46, Sebert Road, Forest Gate, E. 





KILLED BY A TIGER. 
“The tombstone a photograph of which 
I send you stands in Malmesbury Abbey 
Churchyard. It is one of the oldest records 
—perhaps the only one—of a woman being 
killed by a tiger in this country. In an old 
account, which I hold, of this dread'ul affair 











A **LOCK - UP‘ 
NEWSPAPER 
SHOP. 

“ There is a pecu- 
liar shop at Fish- 
ponds, Bristol. The 
newsagent places 
the daily papers out- 
side his shop, 
fastening them 
loosely in wire racks. 
Outside the windows 
are two slots with 
the following wording 
appended : ‘ Please 
take paper and put 
money in.’ The news- 
agent leaves his shop 
for his daily news- 
round, and his auto- 
matic shop does the 
work for him in his 
absence.” —Mr. H. C 
Leat, 2, Richmond 
Street, Totterdown 
Bristol. 
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THE CHAMPION SKIPPER. 


-n a recent issue of this Magazine we published 
an account, illustrated with photographs, of the 
champion skipper of America. Mr. A. J. Sheen, 
hon. sec. of the Aberdare Athletic Club, a well- 
known athlete and cyclist, sends us an account 
of his latest feat in the same direction, which 
would appear to beat the record previously alluded 
to. An account of the performance is given in 
Sporting Life for May ist, | CEE 
1901. It says: ‘Mr. Sheen did | 
a very clever turn. He skipped 
1,000 times in 5min. IIsec. 
This forms a record of its kind. 
The times for each 100 revo- 
lutions of the rope were: 100, 
31sec. ; 200, Imin. 2sec. ; 300, 
Imin. 35sec.; 400, 2min. 6sec. ; 
500, 2min. 38sec. ; 600, 3min. 
6sec. ; 700, 3min. 39sec.; 800, 
4min, 13sec. ; 900, 4min. 44sec. ; 
1,000, 5min. 11sec. T. H. 
Mosford kept the tally, and 
Mr. Ed. Plummer was the time- 
keeper.” It is noteworthy to 
add that during the whole time 
of skipping Mr. Sheen never 
missed once. Surely a remark- 
able feat.—Photo. by J. W. 
Fyfe, Aberdare. 


“A YOUTHFUL ATLAS.” 

‘* Here is a snap of my young 
brother ‘ supporting the world.’ 
This large stone globe is situated 
at Swanage, Dorset. This mass 
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of stone is 1oft. indiameter, and on it have been carefully 
depicted the various continents, countries, seas, rivers, 






etc., of the world. There is also in the vicinity a large 
stone map of the district, with figures showing the 
distances from Swanage to various parts of the coast, 
etc.”—Mr. W. H. Scott, Westleigh, Chase Green 


i 


WAITING FOR THEIR 
QUEEN. 

“I send you an interest- 
ing photo. of bees just 
about to swarm. They are 
crowded in a heap just out- 
side the hive and waiting 
for the queen to lead them.” 
—Miss Ida Glen, Ashfield 
House, Wartley, Leeds. 





“VE KOMYKE CHYKEN.” 
“I send you a comical 
photo. showing Mr. Fred. 
Griffiths (the surviving mem- 
ber of the well-known ‘ Bros. 
Griffiths ’) amusing the spec- 
tators at a ‘Komic Kriket 
Karnival’ held at Hampton 
last year, by his representation 
of achicken, a really excellent 
imitation with the exception 
of the legs—whichare clothed 
in ‘duck’ trousers.”—Mr. J. 
R. Mathie, 10, Lawrence 
Mansions, Chelsea, S.W, 
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“MYSELF TAKEN BY MYSELF. 
“Inclosed I hand you a photograph which I think 
may lay some claim to being a curiosity. It is a 
photograph of myself taken by myself in mid-air. It 
was taken at the wharf of the San Francisco Yacht 
Club. My friend dived head first from the top of the 
post, whilst I dived feet first from the wharf, releasing 
the shutter by a long 
thread (which can be 
faintly seen) as I was 
half - way between the 
floor and the water. The 
exposure was I-500th of 
a second and a focal 
plane-shutter was used.” 
—Mr. H. G. Ponting, 

Sansalito, Cal. 





A CURIOUS ILLUSION. 
* This photograph, 
which was taken in one 
of the principal squares 
in the city of Lisbon, 
shows a curious effect 
obtained by artistic pav- 
ing. The surface, which 
appears to the eye to be 
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in waves, is in reality quite flat. The illusion is pro- 
duced by alternate wavy lines of white and grey 
cobbles following a definite pattern.—The Rev. O. 
Smith, 23, Rue de Joncker, Avenue Louise, Brussels. 





LUCK IN 
THE HOUSE. 

“Would 
you care for 
the photo- 
graph I send 
you for your 
‘Curiosities’? 
It was taken 
on the Ist of | 
July last, and | 
isofa swallow | 
nest built over | 
the door of a | 
bedroom in a | 
house at Hor- | 
sham, Sus- | 
sex.” — Mr. 
E. Vaughan, | 
52, Lower 
Sloane Street, 
S.W. 







A FISHY PHOTOGRAPH. 
“The accompanying photograph shows what is 
known among the sportsmen of the Maritime 
Provinces of Canada as the Parker Lake trout. This 





Royal Hotel, Campbelltown, New Brunswick, 
Canada, in May, 1900. It is a speckled or 
brook trout, which are found in great numbers 
in the streams and lakes of Restigouche 
County, N.B. This trout was taken on an 
80z. Chubb fly-rod from Parker's Lake, and 
weighed 4lb. 20z. Mr. Sproule claims the 
tile as the champion prevaricator of New 
Brunswick, and to substantiate his fishing 
tales sends this picture to his friends as an 
evidence of his ability. This d ception was 
made by Mr. R. H. Rice, the official photo- 
grapher for the Inter-Culonial Railway System 
of Canada. He first took a photo. of he 
empty waggon with Champion Sproule stand- 
ing behind, then a photo. of the trout with a 
small watch chain laid over the fish. He put 
the two photographs together, thus producing 
avery clever deception, The trout fishermen 
believe that the fish is a sturgeon, with the 
spots painted on to resemble a trout. ”—Mr. 
G. Bennett, 116, King Street, W., Toronto. 
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HOW BIRDS SEE Us. 


** Perhaps this photo., which I took last summer, 
may be of use in the ‘ Curiosities’ section of THE 
STRAND. It shows a man as he would appear toa bird 
flying immediately over his head. In this case, how- 
ever, the camera takes the place of the bird. The man 
is standing in the middle of a colliery railroad, not 
many miles from Bradford, Yorks. The steel rope seen 
midway between the rails is used to pull the waggons 
or coal-trucks. The photo. was taken from the wall 
of a bridge over the railroad.”—Mr. Thos. Bairstow, 
West View, Birkenshaw, near Bradford, Yorks. 





A REMARKABLE PINE-APPLE. 

“I think, perhaps, you will be interested in the 
inclosed photograph of one of the most remarkable 
freaks of Nature it has been my lot to witness. The 
strange-looking article is a pine-apple grown at 
Haiphong, South-West China. It has not been 
faked in any way, as you can see by the photograph, 
but is shown as it was when cut.”—Mr. W. Golden- 
berg, Hong Kong Hotel, long Kong. 
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CHEWING A BILLIARD-BALL. 

“ You may care to use the photo. I send you for 
your ‘ Curiosities.” It is of a dog of mine, and the 
small object on the table before him is not, as it 
looks, a potato, but all that/is left of an ivory billiard- 
ball which he has. had for abcut three months, and 
has reduced to the extraordinary shape which you can 
see in the photo. No one to whom, I havé* shown it 





can guess what it is, and it shows to such an extent 
the remarkable power of the dog’s jaws that it is 
generally considered a curiosity. It is the first thing 
I have been able to find that he could not splinter in 
ten minutes.”—Miss A. H. Hudson, Newington 
House, Wallingford. 


A WONDERFUL FEAT. 

“The two men are not, as would be at first 
supposed, standing on the little girs head. 
The height of 
the three figures 
is 16ft., and 
there is a piece 
of wood, nearly 
16ft. long, 
driven into the 
ground behind 
them. . The two 
young men are 
standing on two 
large spikes 
nailed into the 
piece of timber, 
around . which 
their belts are 
fastened to 
prevent them 
falling. When 
the two men 
were in posi- 
tion the little 
girl merely 
stood under- 
neath them 
while the pic- 
ture was made. 
Not for an in- 
stant was there 
any weight 
on the ttle 
girl’s head.” 
— Mr. R. D. 
Von Neida, 
Ephrata, Penn. 
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AN AQUATIC DINNER. 

Mr. Gennaro Fattorini, of Galleria Margherita, via 
Depretis, Rome, sends a most extraordinary photo- 
graph of a dinner taken in the water which took 
place on the River Tiber during the swimming con- 
tests which are held yearly in the ancient city. It 
appears that, notwithstanding the extraordinary diffi- 
culties under which the meal was ‘‘ discussed,” the 
swimmers enjoyed their food immensely, while the 
spectators were kept in roars of laughter at this novel 
spectacle. —Mr. Sbisà, of Rome, took the photograph. 





A LUCKY HORSE-SHOE. 

Mr. R. Spafford, of Bloomington, Ill., sends the 
following extract from the Bloomington Pantograph 
for July 29th, 1901, also a photograph to illustrate 
same. The paragraph says: “A remarkable feat 
was performed by a horse in the 100 block on East 
Front Street. A team of horses belonging to a 
Mr. Buck, of Normal, was hitched in front of the 
building at No. 116. The flies worried the horses 
considerably, and one of them began to kick and 
kept it up until the shoe on one of its hind feet was 
sent with a crash into the large plate-glass window, 
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breaking a small hole 
in it, and cracking it 
to the extent of 2ft. on 
either side of the small 
opening. One of the 
most curious things 
about the whole thing 
was that the horse-shoe 
stopped just where it 
struck, and is still 
clinging by one of the 
nails in it to the small 
break. Scores of 
people heard the 
crash, and the sus- 
pended horse - shoe 
has attracted the atten- 
tion of a great many 

ple.” The “good 
luck ” label was pasted 
on the glass by the 
owner of the shop, 
who did a roaring trade owing to this ‘‘lucky 
accident.” 





5 S52 S55 
JUDGES xiv. 18. 
And the men of the city said unto him on 
the seventh day, before the 


Era went down, What is sweeter 
Gin 


than honey? and what is 


SSeSooSes5o:5 


stronger than a 


GSSSer 


u 
dj) 
f 
f 
T 
T 


eae 


day, before the sun went down, What is sweeter than f 
honey? and what is stronger than a lion? And he said 
unto them, If ye had not ploughed with my heifer, ye 
had not found out my riddje~ w- iney ` ifs 
geess SSsei 

A HIEROGLYPHICAL BIBLE. 

“I send you the copy of a very old book that I 
ossess. It is called ‘A New Hierogliphical or Picture 
ible.” This edition was published in 1834 by Mahlon 

Day, of New York, but it was originally issued in 
London, where it had already entered upon its tenth 
edition before being introduced into America. It con- 
tains 104 pages, illustrated by 400 wood engravings. 
Short passages from nearly every book of the Bible are 
illustrated, and, quoting the introduction to the work, 
‘such parts being preferred, for illustration and 
embellishment, as either thought to contain the 
most momentous truths or the most interesting 
relations.’” — Mr. A. M. Kinnear, 1323, Liberty 
Street, Franklin, Penn.—We reproduce a specimen 
page taken from this interesting book, and anyone can 
easily make out its meaning without first referring to 
the explanation which is appended at the foot of every 
page. 
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“AN EVIL YELLOW FACE, ALL SEAMED AND SCORED WITH VILE PASSIONS.” 


(See page 611.) 
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The Hound of the Baskervilles. 


ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF 


SHERLOCK HOLMES. 


CHAPTER IX. 
[Seconp REporT oF Dr. Watson. ] 
THE 


LIGHT UPON THE MOOR, 


Baskerville Hall, Oct. 15th. 
AY DEAR HOLMES,—If I 
% was compelled to leave you 
without much news during the 
early days of my mission you 
must acknowledge that I am 
making up for lost time, and 
that events are now crowding thick and fast 
upon us. In my last report I ended upon my 
top note with Barrymore at the window, and 
now I have quite a budget already which will, 
unless I am much mistaken, considerably 
surprise you. Things have taken a turn 
which I could not have anticipated. In 
some ways they have within the last forty- 
eight hours become much clearer and in 
some ways they have become more compli- 
cated. But I will tell you all and you shall 
judge for yourself. 

Before breakfast on the morning following 
my adventure I went down the corridor and 
examined the room in which Barrymore had 
been on the night before. The western 
window through which he had stared so 
intently has, I noticed, one peculiarity above 
all other windows in the house--it commands 
the nearest outlook on to the moor. ‘There 
is an opening between two trees which 
enables one from this point of view to look 
right down upon it, while from all the other 
windows it is only a distant glimpse which 
can be obtained. It follows, therefore, that 
Barrymore, since only this window would 
serve his purpose, must have been looking 
out for something or somebody upon the 

Vil xxii —76, 
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By CONAN DOYLE. 


moor. The night was very dark, so that I 
can hardly imagine how he could have hoped 
to see anyone. It had struck me that it was 
possible that some love intrigue was on foot. 
That would have accounted for his stealthy 
movements and also for the uneasiness of his 
wife. The man is a striking-looking fellow, 
very well equipped to steal the heart of a 
country girl, so that this theory seemed tu 
have something to support it. ‘That opening 
of the door which I had heard after I had 
returned to my room might mean that he 
had gone out to keep some clandestine 
appointment. So I reasoned with myself in 
the morning, and I tell you the direction of 
my suspicions, however much the result may 
have shown that they were unfounded. 

But whatever the true explanation of 
Barrymore’s movements might be, I felt that 
the responsibility of keeping them to myself 
until I could explain them was more than I 
could bear. I had an interview with the 
baronet in his study after breakfast, and I 
told him all that I had seen. He was less 
surprised than I had expected. a 

“T knew that Barrymore walked about 
nights, and I had a mind to speak to him 
about it,” said he. ‘Two or three times I 
have heard his steps in the passage, coming 
and going, just about the hour you name.’ 

“ Perhaps then he pays a visit every night 
to that particular window,” I suggested. 

“Perhaps he does. If so, we should be 
able to shadow him, and see what it is that 
he is after. I wonder what your friend 
Holmes would do if he were here ?” 

“I believe that he would do exactly what 
you now suggest,” said I. “He would follow 
Barrymore and see what he did.” 
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“Then we shall do it together.” 

But surely he would hear us.” 

“The man is rather deaf, and in any case 
we must take our chance of that. We'll 
sit up in my room to-night, and wait until he 
passes.” Sir Henry rubbed his hands with 
pleasure, and it was evident that he hailed 
the adventure as a relief to his somewhat 
quiet life upon the moor. 

The baronet has been in communication 
with the architect who prepared the plans for 
Sir Charles, and with a contractor from 
London, so that we may expect great changes 
to begin here soon. There have been 
decorators and furnishers up from Plymouth, 
and it is evident that our friend has large 
ideas, and means to spare no pains or expense 
to restore the grandeur of his family. When 
the house is renovated and refurnished, all 
that he will need will be a wife to 
make it complete. Between ourselves 
there are pretty clear signs that this 
will not be wanting if the lady is 
willing, for I have seldom seen a man 
more infatuated with a woman than he 
is with our beautiful neighbour, Miss 
Stapleton. And yet the course of true 
love does not run quite as smoothly as 
one would under the circumstances 
expect. To-day, for example, its sur- 
face was broken by a very unexpected 
ripple, which has caused our friend 
considerable perplexity and annoyance. 

After the conversation which I have 
quoted about Barry- 
more Sir Henry put 
on his hat and pre- 
pared to go out. As 
a matter of course I 
did the same. 

“What, are you 
coming, Watson? ” 
he asked, looking at 
me in a curious way. 

“ That depends on 
whether youaregoing 
onthe moor,” said 1. 

“Ves, I am.” 

“Well, you know 
what my instructions 


which have happened since I have been on 
the moor. You understand me? I am sure 
that you are the last man in the world who 
would wish to be a spoil-sport. I must go 
out alone.” ‘ 

It put me in a most awkward position. I 
was at a loss what to say or what to do, and 
before I had made up my mind he picked up 
his cane and was gone. 

But when I came to think the matter over 
my conscience reproached me bitterly for 
having on any pretext allowed him to go out 
of my sight. I imagined what my feelings 
would be if I had to return to you and to 
confess that some misfortune had occurred 
through my disregard for your instructions. 
I assure you my cheeks flushed at the very 
thought. It might not even now be too late 



















are. I am sorry to “SIR HENRY PUT HIS HAND UPON MY SHOULDER.” 


intrude, but you 
heard how earnestly Holmes insisted that I 
should not leave you, and especially that you 
should not go alone upon the moor.” 

Sir Henry put his hand upon my shoulder, 
with a pleasant smile. 

“ My dear fellow,” said he, “ Holmes, with 
all his wisdom, did not foresee some things 
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to overtake him, so I set off at once in thè 
direction of Merripit House. 

I hurried along the road at the top of my 
speed without seeing anything of Sir Henry, 
until I came to the point where the moor 
path branches off. There, fearing that 
perhaps I had come in the wrong direction 
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after all, I mounted a hill from which I could 
command a view—the same hill which is cut 
into the dark quarry. ‘Thence I saw him at 
once. He was on the moor path, about a 
quarter of a mile off, and a lady was by his 
side who could only be Miss Stapleton. It 
was clear that there was already an under- 
standing between them and that they had 
met by appointment. They were walking 
slowly along in deep conversation, and I saw 
her making quick little movements of her 
hands as if she were very earnest in what she 
was saying,. while he listened intently, and 
once or twice shook his head in strong 
dissent. I stood among the rocks watching 
them, very much puzzled as to what I should 
do next. To follow them and break into 
their intimate conversation seemed to be an 
outrage, and yet my clear duty was never for 
an instant to let him out of my sight. To 
act the spy upon a friend was a hateful task. 
Still, I could see no better course than to 
observe him from the hill, and to clear my 
conscience by confessing to him alterwards 
what I had done. It is true that if any 
sudden danger had threatened him I was too 
far away to be of use, and yet I am sure that 
you will agree with me that the position was 
very difficult, and that there was nothing 
more which I could do. 

Our friend, Sir Henry, and the lady had 
halted on the path and were standing deeply 
absorbed in their conversation, when I was 
suddenly aware that I was not the only 
witness of their interview. A wisp of green 
floating in the air caught my eye, and another 
glance showed me that it was carried on a 
stick by a man who was moving among the 
broken ground. It was Stapleton with his 
butterfly-net. He was very much closer to 
the pair than I was, and he appeared to be 
moving in their direction. At this instant 
Sir Henry suddenly drew Miss Stapleton to 
his side. His arm was round her, but it 
seemed to me that she was straining away 
from him with her face averted. He stooped 
his head to hers, and she raised one hand as 
if in protest. Next moment I saw them 
spring apart and turn hurriedly round. 
Stapleton was the cause of the interruption. 
He was running wildly towards them, his 
absurd net dangling behind him. He gesti- 
culated and almost danced with excitement 
in front of the lovers. What the scene 
meant I could not imagine, but it seemed to 
me that Stapleton was abusing Sir Henry, 
who offered explanations, which became 
more angry as the other refused to accept 
them. The lady stood by in haughty silence. 


Digitized by Goc gle 


605 


Finally Stapleton turned upon his heel and 
beckoned in a peremptory way to his sister, 
who, after an irresolute glance at Sir Henry, 
walked off by the side of her brother. The 
naturalist’s angry gestures showed that the 
lady was included in his displeasure. The 
baronet stood for a minute looking after 
them, and then he walked slowly back the 
way that he had come, his head hanging, the 
very picture of dejection. 

What all this meant I could not imagine, 
but I was deeply ashamed to have witnessed 
so intimate a scene without my friend’s 
knowledge. I ran down the hill therefore 
and met the baronet at the bottom. His 
face was flushed with anger and his brows 
were wrinkled, like one who is at his wits’ 
ends what to do. 

““Halloa, Watson! Where have you 
dropped from?” said he. “You don’t 
mean to say that you came after me in 
spite of all?” 

I explained everything to him: how I had 
found it impossible to remain behind, how 
I had followed him, and how I had witnessed 
all that had occurred. For an instant his 
eyes blazed at me, but my frankness disarmed 
his anger, and he broke at last into a rather 
rueful laugh. 

“ You would have thought the middle of 
that prairie a fairly safe place for a man to be 
private,” said he, “but, by thunder, the whole 
country-side seems to have been out to see 
me do my wooing—and a mighty poor wooing 
at that! Where had you engaged a seat ? ” 

“I was on that hill.” 

“Quite in the back row, eh? But her 
brother was well up to the front. Did you 
see him come out on us? ” 

“Ves, I did.” 

“ Did he ever strike you as being crazy— 
this brother of hers ?” 

“T can’t say that he ever did.” 

“T daresay not. I always thought him 
sane enough until to-day, but you can take 
it from me that either he or I ought to be 
in a strait-jacket. Whats the matter with 
me, anyhow? You’ve lived near me for 
some weeks, Watson. Tell me straight, now ! 
Is there anything that would prevent me 
from making a good husband to a woman 
that I loved ? ” 

“I should say not.” 

“ He can’t object to my worldly position, 
so it must be myself that he has this down 
on. What has he against me? I never hurt 
man or woman in my life that I know of. 
And yet he would not so much as let me 
touch the tips of her fingers.” 
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“Did he 
say so?” 

“That, and 
a deal more. I 
tell you, Wat- 
son, I’ve only 
known her 
these few 
weeks, but 
from the first I just felt that she was 
made for me, and she, too—she was happy 
when she was with me, and that I’ll swear. 
There’s a light in a woman’s eyes that speaks 
louder than words. But he has never let us 
get together, and it was only to-day for the 
first time that I saw a chance of having a 
few words with her alone. She was glad to 
meet me, but when she did it was not love 
that she would talk about, and she wouldn’t 
have let me talk about it either if she could 
have stopped it. She kept coming back to 
it that this was a place of danger, and that 
she would never be happy until I had left it. 
I told her that since I had seen her I was in 
no hurry to leave it, and that if she really 
wanted me to go the only way to work it was 
for her to arrange to go with me. With that 
I offered in as many words to marry her, 
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but before she could 
answer down came this 
brother of hers, running 
at us with a face on him 
like a madman. He was 
just white with rage, and 
those light eyes of his 
were blazing with fury. 
What was I doing with 
the lady? How dared I 
offer her attentions which 
were distasteful to her? 
Did I think that because 
I was a baronet I could 
do what I liked? If he 
had not been her brother 
I should have known 
better how to answer him. 
As it was I told him that 
my feelings towards his 
sister were such as I was 
not ashamed of, and that 
I hoped that she might 
honour me by becoming 
my wife. That seemed to 
make the matter no better, 
so then I lost my temper 
too, and I answered him 
rather more hotly than 
I should perhaps, con- 


se sidering that she was 

Ei standing by. So it ended 

á by his going off with her, 

say ee as you saw, and here am 

4 Py I as badly puzzled a man 
4 


as any in this county. 
Just tell me what it all 
means, Watson, and I'll 
owe you more than ever 
I can hope to pay.” 

I tried one or two explanations, but, 
indeed, I was completely puzzled myself. 
Our friend’s title, his fortune, his age, his 
character, and his appearance are all in his 
favour, and I know nothing against him, 
unless it be this dark fate which runs in his 
family. That his advances should be rejected 
so brusquely without any reference to the 
lady’s own wishes, and that the lady should 
accept the situation without protest, is very 
amazing. However, our conjectures were set 
at rest by a visit from Stapleton himself that 
very afternoon. He had come to offer 
apologies for his rudeness of the morning, and 
after a long private interview with Sir Henry 
in his study the upshot of their conversation 
was that the breach is quite healed, and 
that we are to dine at Merripit House next 
Friday as a sign of it. 
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“T don’t say now that he isn’t a crazy 
man,” said Sir Henry; “I can’t forget the 
look in his eyes when he ran at me this 
morning, but I must allow that no man could 
make a more handsome apology than he has 
done.” 

“Did he give any explanation of his 
conduct ?” 

“ His sister is everything in his life, he 
says. That is natural enough, and I am 
glad that he should understand her value. 
They have always been together, and accord- 
ing to his account he has been a very lonely 
man with only her as a companion, so that 
the thought of losing her was really terrible to 
him. He had not understood, he said, that 
I was becoming attached to her, but when he 
saw with his own eyes that it was really so, 
and that she might be taken away from him, 
it gave him such a shock that. for a time he 
was not responsible for what 'he` said or did. 
He was very sorry for all that had passed, 
and he recognised how foolish and how 
selfish it was that he should imagine that he’ 
could hold a beautiful woman like his sister 
.to himself for her whole life. If she had to 
leave him he had rather it was to a neighbour 
- like myself than to anyone else. But in any 
case it was a blow to him, and it would*take 
him some time before he could prepare him- 
self to meet it. He would withdraw all 
opposition upon his part if I would promise 
for three months to let the matter rest and 
to be content with cultivating the lady’s 
friendship during that time without claiming 
her love. This I promised, and so the 
matter rests.” 

So there is one of our small mysteries 
cleared up. It is something to have touched 
bottom anywhere in this bog in which 
we are floundering. We know now why 
Stapleton looked with disfavour upon his 
sister’s suitor—-even when that suitor was 
so eligible a one as Sir Henry. And now I 
pass on to another thread which I have 
extricated out of the tangled skein, the 
mystery of the sobs in the night, of the tear- 
stained face of Mrs. Barrymore, of the secret 
journey of the butler to the western lattice 
window. Congratulate me, my dear Holmes, 
and tell me that I have not disappointed you 
as an agent—that you do not regret the 
confidence which you showed in me when 
you sent me down. All these things have 
by one night’s work been thoroughly cleared. 

I have said “by one night’s work,” but, in 
truth, it was by two nights’ work, for on the 
first we drew entirely blank. I sat up with 
Sir Henry in his room until nearly three 
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o'clock in the morning, but no sound of any 
sort did we hear except the chiming clock 
upon the stairs. It was a most melancholy 
vigil, and ended by each of us falling asleep 
in our chairs. Fortunately we were not 
discouraged, and we determined to try again. 
The next night we lowered the lamp and sat 
smoking cigarettes, without making the least 
sound. It was incredible how slowly the 
hours crawled by, and yet we were helped 
through it by the same sort of patient interest 
which the hunter must feel as he watches the 
trap into which he hopes the game may 
wander. One struck, and two, and we had 
almost for the second time given it up in 
despair, when in an instant we both sat bolt 
upright in our chairs, with all our weary 
senses keenly on the alert once more. We 
had heard the creak of a step in the 
passage. 

Very stealthily we heard it pass along until 
it died away in the distance. Then the 
baronet gently opened his door and we set 
out in pursuit. Already our man had gone 
round the gallery, and the corridor was all 
in darkness. Softly we stole along until we 
had come into the other wing. We were 
just in time to catch a glimpse of the tall, 
black-bearded figure, his shoulders rounded, 
as he tip-toed down the pa:sage. ‘Then he 
passed through the same door as before, and 
the light of the candle framed it in the 
darkness and shot one single yellow beam 
across the gloom of the corridor. We 
shuffled cautiously towards it, trying every 
plank before we dared to put our whole 
weight upon it. We had taken the precaution 
of leaving our boots behind us, but, even so, 
the old boards snapped and creaked beneath 
our tread. Sometimes it seemed impossible 
that he should fail to hear our approach. 
However, the man is fortunately rather deaf, 
and he was entirely preoccupied in that 
which he was doing. When at last we 
reached the door and peeped through we 
found him crouching at the window, candlggi 
in hand, his white, intent face pressed agains 
the pane, exactly as I had seen himg 
nights before. 

We had arranged no plan of campé 
the baronet is a man to whom 
direct way is always the most ną 
walked into the room, and 
Barrymore sprang up from t 
a sharp hiss of his breath, 
and trembling, before uş 
glaring out of the whi 
were full of horror a 
gazed from Sir Henr 
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“ What are you doing here, Barrymore ?” 
“Nothing, sir.” His agitation was so 
great that he could hardly speak, and the 
shadows sprang up and down from the 
shaking of his candle. “It was the window, 
sir. I go round at night to see that 
they are fastened.” 

“On the second 
floor?” f 


ar 


H WHAT AK YOU DOING HERE, BAKRYMORE?" 


“Yes, sir, all the windows.” 
“Look here, Barrymore,” said Sir Henry, 
sternly ; “we have made up our minds to 
~ have the truth out of you, so it will save you 
ouble to tell it sooner rather than later. 
xe, now! No lies! What were you 

at that window ?” 

sllow looked at us in a helpless way, 
rung his hands together like one 
he last extremity of doubt and 


v no harm, sir. 
vindow.” 
> you holding a candle to 


I was holding 


Henry—don't ask me! 
sir, that it is not my 
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secret, and that I cannot tell it. If it con- 
cerned no one but myself I would not try to 
keep it from you.” 

A sudden idea occurred to me, and I took 
the candle from the 
window-sill, where the 
butler had placed it. 


re “He must have been 


holding it as a signal,” 
said I. “Let us see 
if there is any answer.” 
l held it as he had 
done, and stared out 
into the darkness of the 
night. Vaguely I could 
discern the black bank 
of the trees and the 
lighter expanse of the 
moor, for the moon was 
behind the clouds. And 
then I gave a cry of 
exultation, for a tiny 
pin-point of yellow light 
had suddenly trans- 
fixed the dark veil, and 
glowed steadily in the 
centre of the black 
square framed by the 
window. 

“There it is!” I 
cried. 

“No, no, sir, it is 
nothing — nothing at 
all!” the butler broke 
in; “I assure you, 
sir-———” 

“Move your light 
across the window, 
Watson!” cried the 
baronet. “See, the 
other moves also! 
Now, you rascal, do 
you deny that it is a signal? Come, 
speak up! Who is your confederate out 
yonder, and what is this conspiracy that is 
going on?” 

The man’s face became openly defiant. 

“Tt is my business, and not yours. I 
will not tell.” 

“Then you leave my employment right 
away.” 

“Very 
must.” 

“And you go in disgrace. By thunder, 
you may well be ashamed of yourself. 
Your family has lived with mine for over a 
hundred years under this roof, and here I 
find you deep in some dark plot against 
me,” 


good, sir. If I must I 
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“ No, no, sir; no, not against you!” It 
was a woman’s voice, and Mrs. Barrymore, 
paler and more horror- struck than her 
husband, was standing at the door. Her 
bulky figure in a shawl and skirt might have 
been comic were it not for the intensity of 
feeling upon her face. 

“We have to go, Eliza. This is the end 
of it. You can pack our things,” said the 
butler. 

“ Oh, John, John, have I brought you to 
this? It is my doing, Sir Henry—all mine. 
He has done nothing 
except for my sake, and 
because I asked him.” 

“Speak out, then! 
What does it mean ?” 

“My unhappy brother 
is starving on the moor. 
We cannot let him perish 
at our very gates. The 
light is a signal to him 
that food is ready for him, 
and his light out yonder 
is to show the spot to 
which to bring it.” 

“Then your brother 
is——” 

“The escaped convict, 
sir—Selden, the criminal.” 

“That’s the truth, sir,” 
said Barrymore. “I said 
that it was not my secret 
and that I could not tell 
it to you. But now you 
have heard it, and you will 
see that if there was a plot 
it was not against you.” 

This, then, was the 
explanation of the stealthy 
expeditions at night and 
the light at the window. 
Sir Henry and I both 
stared at the woman in 
amazement. Was it possible that this stolidly 
respectable person was of the same blood as 
one of the most notorious criminals in the 
country ? 

“Yes, sir, my name was Selden, and he is 
my younger brother. We humoured him too 
much when he was a lad, and gave him his 
own way in everything until he came to think 
that the world was made for his pleasure, 
and that he could do what he liked in it. 
Then, as he grew older, he met wicked com- 
panions, and the devil entered into him until 
he broke my mother’s heart and dragged our 
name in the dirt. From crime to crime he 


sank lower and lower, until it is only the 
Vol. xxii.—77. 
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mercy of God which has snatched him from 
the scaffold ; but to me, sir, he was always the 
little curly-headed boy that I had nursed and 
played with, as an elder sister would. ‘That 
was why he broke prison, sir. He knew that 
I was here and that we could not refuse to 
help him. When he dragged himself here 
one night, weary and starving, with the 
warders hard at his heels, what could we do? 
We took him in and fed him and cared for 
him. Then you returned, sir, and my brother 
thought he would be safer on the moor than 





““ THE ESCAPED CONVICT, SIR.” 


anywhere else until the hue and cry was over, 
so he lay in hiding there. But every second 
night we made sure if he was still there by 
putting a light in the window, and if there was 
an answer my husband took out some bread 
and meat to him. Every day we hoped that 
he was gone, but as long as he was there we 
could not desert him. That is the whole truth, 
as I am an honest Christian woman, and you 
will see that if there is blame in the matter it 
does not lie with my husband, but with me, 
for whose sake he has done all that he has.” 

The woman’s words came with an intense 
earnestness which carried conviction with 
them. 
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“Ts this true, Barrymore?” 

“Yes, Sir Henry. Every word of it.” 

“ Well, I cannot blame you for standing by 
your own wife. Forget what I have said. 
Go to your room, you two, and we shall talk 
further about this matter in the morning.” 

When they were gone we looked out of the 
window again. Sir Henry had flung it open, 
and the cold night wind beat in upon our 
faces. Far away in the black distance there 
still glowed that one tiny point of yellow 
light. 

“I wonder he dares,” said Sir Henry. 

“It may be so placed as to be only visible 
from here.” 

“ Very likely. 
it is?” 

“ Out by the Cleft Tor, I think.” 

“Not more than a mile or two off.” 

“ Hardly that.” 

“ Well, it cannot be far if: Barrymore had 
to carry out the food to it. And he is wait- 
ing, this villain, beside that candle. By 
thunder, Watson, I am going out to take that 
man !” 

The same thought had crossed my own 
mind. It was not as if the Barrymores had 
taken us into their confidence. Their secret 
had been forced from them. The man was a 
danger to the community, an unmitigated 
scoundrel for whom there was neither pity nor 
excuse. We were only doing our duty in 
taking this chance of putting him back where 
he could do no harm. With his brutal and 
violent nature, others would have to pay the 
price if we held our hands. Any night, 
for example, our neighbours the Stapletons 
might be attacked by him, and it may have 
been the thought of this which made Sir 
Henry so keen upon the adventure. 

“I will come,” said I. 

“Then get your revolver and put on your 
boots. ‘The sooner we start the better, as 
the fellow may put out his light and be off.” 

In five minutes we were outside the door, 
starting upon our expedition. We hurried 
through the dark shrubbery, amid the dull 
moaning of the autumn wind and the rustle 
of the falling leaves. The night air was 
heavy with the smell of damp and decay. 
Now and again the moon peeped out for an 
instant, but clouds were driving over the face 
of the sky, and just as we came out on the 
moor a thin rain began to fall. The light 
still burned steadily in front. 

“ Are you armed ?” I asked. 

“I have a hunting-crop.” 

“ We must close in on him rapidly, for he is 

said to be a desperate fellow. We shall take 


How far do you think 
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him by surprise and have him at our mercy 
before he can resist.” 

“I say, Watson,” said the baronet, “ what 
would Holmes say to this? How about 
that hour of darkness in which the power of 
evil is exalted ?” 

As if in answer to his words there rose 
suddenly out of the vast gloom of the moor 
that strange cry which I had already heard 
upon the borders of the great Grimpen Mire. 


-It,came with the wind through the silence of 


the night, a long, deep mutter, then a rising 
howl, and then the sad moan in which it 
died away. Again and again it sounded, the 
whole air throbbing with it, strident, wild, 
and menacing. The baronet caught my 
sleeve and his face glimmered white through 
the darkness. 

“ Good heavens, what’s that, Watson ? ” 

“I don’t know. It’s a sound they have 
on the moor. I heard it once before.” 

It died away, and an absolute silence 
closed in upon us. We stood straining our 
ears, but nathing came. 

tt Watson,” said the baronet, “it was the 
cry of-a hound.” 

‘My blood ran cold in my veins, for there 
was a break; in his voice which told of the 


~suddenmhorror which had seized him. 


“What do they call this sound ?” he asked. 

“Who?” 

“ The folk on the country-side.” 

“Oh, they are ignorant people. 
should you mind what they call it ?” 

“Tell me, Watson. What do they say 
of it?” 

I hesitated, but could not escape the ques- 
tion. 

“They say it is the cry of the Hound of 
the Baskervilles.” 

He groaned, and was silent for a few 
méments. 

“A hound it was,” he said, at last, “ but 
it seemed to come from miles away, over 
yonder, I think.” 

“It was hard to say whence it came.” 

“Tt rose and fell with the wind. Isn't 
that the direction of the great Grimpen 
Mire ?” 

“Ves, it is.” 

“Well, it was up there. Come now, 
Watson, didn’t you think yourself that it was 
the cry of a hound? Iam nota child. You 
need not fear to speak the truth.” 

“ Stapleton was with me when I heard it 
last. He said that it might be the calling of 
a strange bird.” 

“ No, no, it was a hound. My God, can 
there be some truth in all these stories? Is 
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it possible that I am really in danger from so 
dark a cause? You don’t believe it, do you, 
Watson ?” 

“No, no.” 

“And yet it was one thing to laugh about 
it in London, and it is another to stand out 
here in the darkness of the moor and to hear 
such a cry as that. And my uncle! There 
was the footprint of the hound beside him as 
he lay. It all fits together. I don’t think 
that I am a coward, Watson, but that sound 
seemed to freeze my very blood. Feel my 
hand !” 

It was as cold as a block of marble. 

“You'll be all right 
to-morrow.” 

“I don’t think I'll get 
that cry out of my head. 
What do you advise that 
we do now?” 

“ Shall we turn back?” 

“No, by thunder ; we 
have come out to get 
our man, and we will do 
it. We are after the con- 
vict, and a_hell-hound, 
as likely as not, after us. 
Come on! We'll see it 
through if all the fiends 
of the pit were loose 
upon the moor.” 

We stumbled slowly 
along in the darkness, 
with the black loom of 
the craggy hills around 
us, and the yellow speck 
of light burning steadily 
in front. There is no- 
thing so deceptive as the 
distance of a light upon 
a pitch-dark night, and 
sometimes the glimmer 
seemed to be far away 
upon the horizon and 
sometimes it might have 
been within a few yards 
of us. But at last we 
could see whence it 
came, and then we knew 
that we were indeed very 
close. A guttering candle 
was stuck in a crevice of 
the rocks which flanked 
it on each side so as to 
keep the wind from it, 
and also to prevent it from being visible, 
save in the direction of Baskerville Hall. A 
boulder of granite concealed our approach, 
and crouching behind it we gazed over it at 
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the signal light. It was strange to see this 
single candle burning there in the middle of 
the moor, with no sign of life near it—just 
the one straight yellow flame and the gleam 
of the rock on each side of it. 

“What shall we do now?” whispered Sir 
Henry. 


“Wait here. He must be near his light. 


Let us see if we can get a glimpse of him.” 
The words were hardly out of my mouth 
when we both saw him. Over the rocks, in 
the crevice of which the candle burned, there 
was thrust out an evil yellow face, a terrible 
animal face, all seamed and scored with vile 





“I SAW THE FIGURE 
OF A MAN UPON 
THE TOR.” 


passions. Foul with mire, 
with a bristling beard, and 
hung with matted hair, it 
might well have belonged 
to one of those old savages 
who dwelt in the burrows 
The light beneath him was 


on the hill-sides. 
reflected in his small, cunning eyes, which 
peered fiercely to right and left through the 
darkness, like a crafty and savage animal 
who has heard the steps of the hunters. 
Something had evidently aroused his sus- 
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picions. It may have been that Barrymore 
had some private signal which we had neglec- 
ted to give, or the fellow may have had some 
other reason for thinking that all was not well, 
but I could read his fears upon his wicked 
face. Any instant he might dash out the 
light and vanish in the darkness. I sprang 
forward therefore, and Sir Henry did the 
same. At the same moment the convict 
screamed out a curse at us and hurled a rock 
which splintered up against the boulder which 
had sheltered us. I caught one glimpse of 
his short, squat, strongly-built figure as he 
sprang to his feet and turned to run. At the 
same moment by a lucky chance the moon 
broke through the clouds: We rushed over 
the brow of the hill, and there was our man 
running with great speed down the other side, 
springing over the stones in his way with the 
activity of a mountain goat. A lucky long 
shot of my revolver might have crippled him, 
but I had brought it only to defend myself if 
attacked, and not to shoot an unarmed man 
who was running away. 

We were both fair runners and in good 
condition, but we soon found that we had 
no chance of overtaking him. We saw him 
for a long time in the moonlight until he 
was only a small speck moving swiftly among 
the boulders upon the side of a distant hill. 
We ran and ran until we were completely 
blown, but the space between us grew ever 
wider. Finally we stopped and sat panting 
on two rocks, while we watched him dis- 
appearing in the distance. 

And it was at this moment that there 
occurred a most strange and unexpected 
thing. We had risen from our rocks and 
were turning to go home, having abandoned 
the hopeless chase. The moon was low 
upon the right, and the jagged pinnacle of a 
granite tor stood up against the lower curve 
of its silver disc. There, outlined as black 
as an ebony statue on that shining back- 
ground, I saw the figure of a man upon the 
tor. Do not think that it was a delusion, 
Holmes. I assure you that I have never in 
my life seen anything more clearly. As far 
as I could judge, the figure was that of a tall, 
thin man. He stood with his legs a little 
separated, his arms folded, his head bowed, 
as if he were brooding over that enormous 
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wilderness of peat and granite which lay 
before him. He might have been the very 
spirit of that terrible place. It was not the 
convict. This man was far from the place 
where the latter had disappeared. Besides, 
he was a much taller man. With a cry of 
surprise I pointed him out to the baronet, 
but in the instant during which I had turned 
to grasp his arm the man was gone. There 
was the sharp pinnacle of granite still cutting 
the lower edge of the moon, but its peak 
bore no trace of that silent and motionless 
figure. 

I wished to go in that direction and to 
search the tor, but it was some distance 
away. The baronet’s nerves were still 
quivering from that cry, which recalled the 
dark story of his family, and he was not in 
the mood for fresh adventures. He had not 
seen this lonely man upon the tor and could 
not feel the thrill which his strange presence 
and his commanding attitude had given to 
me. “A warder, no doubt,” said he. “The 
moor has been thick with them since this 
fellow escaped.” Well, perhaps his explana- 
tion may be the right one, but I should 
like to have some further proof of it. 
To-day we mean to communicate to the 
Princetown people where they should look 
for their missing man, but it is hard 
lines that we have not actually had the 
triumph of bringing him back as our own 
prisoner. Such are the adventures of last 
night, and you must acknowledge, my dear 
Holmes, that I have done you very well in 
the matter of a report. Much of what I tell 
you is no doubt quite irrelevant, but still I 
feel that it is best that I should let you have 
all the facts and leave you to select for your- 
self those which will be of most service to 
you in helping you to your conclusions. We 
are certainly making some progress. So far 
as the Barrymores go we have found the 
motive of their actions, and that has cleared 
up the situation very much. But the moor 
with its mysteries and its strange inhabitants 
remains as inscrutable as ever. Perhaps in 
my next I may be able to throw some light 
upon this also. Best of all would it be if 
if you could come down to us. In any case 
you will hear from me again in the course of 
the next few days. 


(To be continued.) 
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Mr. William Gillette 


By Haro_p J. 


T was in the manager’s room 
at the Lyceum Theatre that 
I first had the pleasure of 
meeting the famous stage 
detective, Mr. William Gillette. 

— I have seen him since, both 
on and off the stage, and have had many 
pleasant little chats with him. His tall, alert 
figure, clear-cut features, deep-set eyes, and 
cool bearing make him an interesting and 
at the same time a 
decidedly mysterious 
personality ; interest- 
ing because of his 
individuality and 
mysterious because 
of his wonderful 
versatility. As a stage 
detective he is a 
marvel of vividness, 
of directness, of 
economy of effort, 
of dramatic force, of 
perfect self-poise, of 
instant command 
of resources, of un- 
escapable convic- 
tions. 

But it is of Gillette 
the man that I wish 
to speak first. His 
individuality is re- 
markable. His very 
presence impresses 
you ; his manner, his 
actions, and move- 
ments bespeak a per- 
sonality that is no 
mere surface cloak 
that can be removed 
and explained at 
leisure. It is an individuality that is bred 
in the bone; it is a part of the fibre of 
character and completely beyond analysis. 
You can tell what a person is, but you cannot 
say why he is. Forcible and striking as Mr. 
Gillette’s individuality undoubtedly is, he 
possesses a wonderful versatility in character 
delineation — a strange and inexplicable 
histrionic quality that enables him constantly 
to maintain an insistent, strikingly unique 
and seemingly fixed personality, and at the 
same time project an impersonation that is 
unmistakably individualized. Were it other- 
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MR. WILLIAM GILLETTE. 
From a Photo. by Sarony, New York. 


as Sherlock Holmes. 


SHEPSTONE. 


wise, Gillette the actor would not have 
impersonated Dr. Conan Doyle’s wonderful 
creation with such marvellous success. 

His tall, slender figure and natural com- 
posure enable him to incarnate with astonish- 
ing faithfulness the Sherlock Holmes of 
fiction. Indeed, this personal likeness to the 
great literary hero has led to some curious 
incidents. When Mr. Gillette arrived on 
the Celtic in Liverpool, in August last, Mr. 
Pendleton, of the 
London and North- 
Western Railway, had 
a letter to deliver to 
him. He went on 
board and asked one 
of the passengers if 
he knew Mr. Gillette. 
The man replied :— 

“Do you know 
Sherlock Holmes?” 

The visitor was 
rather taken back, 
and said: “ I have 
read the stories in 
THE STRAND MAGA- 
ZINE.” 

“ Thats all you 
need know,” said the 
passenger. “Just 
look around till you 
see a man who fits 
your idea of what 
Sherlock Holmes 
ought to be, and 
that’s he.” 

Mr. Pendleton 
went away, with a 
laugh. As he was 
going up the com- 
panion-way he 
collided with a gentleman, and as he looked up 
to apologize the passenger’s advice occurred to 
him, and he said, “ Are you Mr. Gillette? ” 

“I was, before you ran into me,” was the 
reply. 

“ Here’s a letter for you.” 

Although Mr. Gillette has been before the 
public as a popular and successful actor for 
many years, few know anything of his private 
life. Even his most intimate friends would 
never dream of asking him. Extremely 
modest and unassuming, Mr. Gillette abhors 
talking of himself. 
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Those who knew him as a boy describe 
him as “a precocious youth fond of spouting 
Webster’s speeches.” He gave early evidence 
of theatrical inclinations, and at the age of 
ten astonished his family by constructing a 
miniature theatre, fitted with grooves, scenery, 
foot and border lights, the puppets of which 
were worked from above with black thread. 
The next step came a year later, when the 
juvenile stage-manager organized in the 
garret a complete high-class stock company. 
From the attic it descended to the drawing- 
room, which became an extemporized temple 
of the drama, to the dubious edification of 
the Gillette household. 

One of Master Gillette’s playfellows was 
Professor Burton, who has very kindly 
recollections of the pleasant evenings he 
passed as a boy with his young friend. 
“When I played as a boy with Gillette,” he 
said, “in Hartford, he was just enough the 
elder to make patronage and bullying the 
order, but he never exercised those juvenile 
rights, and it was typical of him, lad and man. 
In school his tastes were for science, oratory, 
and history. When he came on the platform, 
at the Hartford High School, to deliver a 
graduation oration, the applause plainly 
bespoke his popularity amongst his school- 
fellows.” Throughout his teens he still kept 
up his determination to know all that he 
could about stagecraft. When he first walked 
across the boards he investigated everything 
connected with the stage and its mechanical 
operations. 

To follow Mr. Gillette’s career is un- 
necessary here, interesting as it undoubtedly 
is. In 1875, when only eighteen years of 
age, we find him playing minor rôles ; while 
only six years later, to be exact, in 1881, he 
was playing in his own dramas. It was at 
New Orleans that he first made his appear- 
ance on the stage. It was during one of his 
long vacations, for he is a graduate of Yale 
College. Anxious to obtain actual stage 
experience he joined a stock company in the 
famous cotton city, giving his services free 
and furnishing his own wardrobe. One night 
he made a decided hit in the part which he 
played, and next morning sought the manager 
and hinted that a small salary would be 
appreciated. The manager evidently thought 
otherwise, for he there and then dismissed 
him. Such an action was sufficient to dis- 
courage any ambitious youth, but young 
Gillette was by no means despondent. In- 
deed, he spent the remainder of his vacation 
in studying characters for the stage in a 
decidedly curious way. Desiring to make 
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some special studies among those who 
imagined themselves ill, he hung out a 
doctor’s sign in a small Ohio town. In a 
short time he had many patients. Every- 
thing went on satisfactorily for some weeks, 
when the authorities, doubting his being old 
enough to have a diploma, asked to see that 
necessary .document, whereupon he had to 
confess. He convinced the officials, how- 
ever, that he had wrought some wondrous 
cures with very simple means, and was 
ailowed to depart. 

It was in 1875 that Mr. Gillette made his 
first appearance on the stage as Guzman, in 
“Faint Heart Never Won Fair Lady,” at 
the Globe Theatre, Boston. His theatrical 
godfather was Mark Twain, who was a 
great friend of his father. Through the 
humorist’s influence he obtained a position 
in the Boston Stock Company, which, at that 
time, was one of the most famous companies 
in America. Mark Twain has declared that 
he did not think Mr. Gillette was serious, and 
that when he got him his position he really 
thought he was having a huge joke with the 
management. “Ido not know,” said Mark 
Twain, “which I like best—having Gillette 
make a tremendous success, or seeing one of 
my jokes go wrong. It is the only joke 
I ever perpetrated that so completely mis- 
carried.” 

How ‘Sherlock Holmes” came to be 
written for the stage is an interesting story. 
Curiously enough, it was not at the suggestion 
of Dr. Conan Doyle, Mr. William Gillette, 
or Mr. Charles Frohman, who is Mr. 
Gillette’s manager, but through the inven- 
tive genius of an American reporter. 
This enterprising individual wrote a para- 
graph to the effect that Conan Doyle had 
stated that should anyone ever dramatize 
Sherlock Holmes it would be William 
Gillette. The doctor had said nothing of 
the kind, and at that time had not even met 
Mr. Gillette or had any correspondence 
with him. Mr. Charles Frohman came 
across the paragraph, which was printed in 
an obscure newspaper, published in the 
Western States of America, while he was in 
London. He cut it out and showed it to 
Mr. Gillette. 

To tell the honest truth, Mr. Gillette 
smiled as he read it. Up to that moment 
he had voted the stories as almost too 
impossible for dramatization, and he laughed 
at the idea of his ever appearing on the 
stage as the great detective of fiction. He 
went so far as to suggest to Mr. Frohman, 
however, that it might probably be a good 
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thing to secure the title of “Sherlock 
Holmes” for dramatic use, and on this 
suggestion Mr. Frohman negotiated with the 
doctor on a royalty basis for the use of the 
name, regardless of what it might be put to 
in the future. There the matter ended until 
two years ago, when Mr. Frohman wrote to 
Mr. Gillette, who was then on his farewell 
tour in “Secret Service” in California, asking 
him to prepare a stage version of the hero 
detective. 

The first thing Mr. Gillette did was 
to write to Dr. Conan Doyle asking to 
what extent he might take liberties, if he so 
desired, with the literary character. The 
actor speaks in the highest praise of the 
courteous communications he received from 
the doctor, who said that he might marry the 
detective, or murder him, or do anything he 
pleased with him, preferring to leave a stage 
detective entirely in the hands of a master 
actor. Before commencing his task Mr. 
Gillette made himself thoroughly acquainted 
with the stories. In four weeks the play was 
finished, and as Mr. Frohman had given 
him six weeks’ leave of absence from the 
cast of “Secret Service” for the task, he 
went to San Francisco to spend the remain- 
ing two at his ease. 

Here an accident occurred which would 
spell discouragement to any man not 
possessed of Mr. Gillette’s forceful and 
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resourceful nature. The manuscript was 
in the possession of his secretary, who was 
staying at the Baldwin Hotel. As many may 
remember, this hotel, which adjoins the 
theatre, was burned and many lives were 
lost. There was no time to save anything, 
and the secretary barely escaped with his 
life, leaving the manuscript in the burn- 
ing building. The moment he realized what 
had happened he rushed to the Palace Hotel, 
where Mr. Gillette was stopping. It was 
nearly three o’clock in the morning when he 
gained admission to the playwright’s apart- 
ments and excitedly told him that the result 
of their hard work was in ashes. The great 
stage detective looked up from his pillows in 
his quiet way and characteristically asked : 
“Ts ¢his hotel on fire?” ‘No, indeed !” 
said the secretary. ‘Well, come and tell 
me all about it in the morning,” responded 
the actor. 

Mr. Gillette has not written ‘Sherlock 
Holmes” by merely stringing together a 
number of incidents from the adventurous 
career of the detective. It is an original 
play, in the title-role of which Mr. Gillette 
has adopted the methods of Conan Doyle’s 
world-famous creation. It is nothing less 
than an interesting episode in the career of 
the great detective, wonderfully conceived 
and cleverly acted. In the space of three 
and a half hours’ acting, with some 10,000 
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words, Mr. Gillette and his company present 
an adventure of the indomitable Sherlock 
Holmes that would require at least 80,000 
words in cold type to relate. 

‘The opening scene of the play is in the 
house of the Larrabees, a pair of unscrupulous 
adventurers, who are living under the name 
of Chetwood, and have in their charge Alice 
Faulkner, whom they have managed to put 
under an obligation, and who is, practically, 
a prisoner in their house. It soon transpires in 
the preliminary dialogue that these Larrabees 
know that Alice Faulkner has in her posses- 
sion certain 
papers, letters, 
and photographs 
which compro- 
mise a certain 
exalted foreign 
personage. 
These papers 
came into Miss 
Faulkner’s pos- 
session at the 
death of a sister, 
who had been 
betrayed by her 
titled lover and 
died in grief and 
shame. While 
pretending to 
befriend Miss 
Faulkner from 
noble motives, 
the Larrabees 
are in reality 
trying to gain 
possession of the 
compromising 
documents for 
blackmailing 
purposes. 

Sherlock 
Holmes, the de- 
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her desires for revenge. Finding her obdurate 
he gives the signal for a prearranged alarm 
of fire, and during the excitement the girl 
betrays the hiding-place of the papers and 
Holmes takes possession of them. Having 
got them, however, his first act is to return 
them to Miss Faulkner. His reason for 
doing this is not a sudden impulse of 
generosity, but it is because it is the best 
means of attaining his design. He cannot 
take her property against her will without 
actually breaking the law. If he can gain 
her confidence and put her under an obliga- 
tion he may 
soften her bitter- 
ness and prevail 
upon her to 
voluntarily give 
up her plans of 
revenge. 

The Larrabees 
now see that 
with Holmes on 
the case they 
are thoroughly 
incapable of 
coping alone 
with his superior 
ability, and they 
call to their aid 
Professor Mori- 
arty, London’s 
high caliph of 
crime, who has 
at his beck and 
call half of 
London’s under- 
world, and who 
enters into the 
case with an 
enthusiasm born 
of his hatred of 
Holmes because 
the detective 





tective, having 
been commis- 
sioned by the 
nobleman to secure these papers which the 
exalted personage desires earnestly to have, 
as he contemplates marriage, succeeds in 
placing in the house of the Larrabees as butler 
one of his agents, through whom he learns 
all that goes on there. The detective calls 
at the house and, at his request to see 
Miss Faulkner, Mrs. Larrabee comes down to 
impersonate her ; but the deception will not 
do, and the detective insists upon seeing the 
real Alice Faulkner. When they meet he 
urges her to give up the papers and forego 
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SHERLOCK HOLMES IN HIS ROOMS AT BAKER STREET. 
From a Photo. by Sarony, New York. 


had, in the past, 
thwarted many 
of his plans. 
Moriarty calls on Holmes in his rooms in 
Baker Street with the avowed purpose of 
patching up a peace, but with the real purpose 
of taking the detective’s life. Holmes is pre- 
pared for this, and having got the Professor 
at the point of his revolver, in a very clever 
scene, covers him until his boy, Billy, removes 
the criminal’s revolver. 

This development of the story brings the 
drama to the close of the second act, and 
the first scene of the third act shows Moriarty 
in his underground office, smarting under the 
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double irritation of having been frustrated 
and made ridiculous. In conjunction with 
the Larrabees, he lays a scheme to have the 
compromising papers counterfeited, and for 
the purpose of selling these counterfeits to 
Holmes they scheme to lure him to the gas- 
chamber in Stepney, where he is to be met 
by some of Moriarty’s men, bound, gagged, 
and asphyxiated. In the meantime, Alice 
Faulkner has learned of the plot to murder 
him, makes her way to the rendezvous, 
and promises Larrabee that if he spares the 
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marks where he abandons his method of 
acquiescence in all that his enemies 
propose and where he begins his aggressive 
warfare for the apprehending of the criminals. 
He denounces Larrabee, and Larrabee 
taunts him and declares that he has not a 
witness to prove his assertion that he has 
been robbed. Here Larrabee, like Moriarty, 
reckoned without his host, for Holmes knew 
that Alice Faulkner was in that gas-chamber, 
and he rescues and unbinds her. 

Here comes one of the most thrilling 
episodes in the drama. In 
reply to Larrabee’s whistle 
three ruffians come in for 
the purpose of carrying 
out the original plan laid 
by Moriarty, and inform 
Holmes that they propose 
to tie him to the top of 
the table, turn on the gas, 
and leave him. Here 
Holmes proves the old 
maxim that self-possession 
in the face of danger is 
half the battle won. He 
calmly puffs at his cigar, 
harasses the men by pre- 
tending to write descrip- 
tions of them for the 
police, and before they are 
aware of what he is doing 
picks up a chair and 
smashes the lamp. In- 
stantly all is intense black- 
ness, except for the glow 
of the detective’s Havana, 
and the cry goes up, 
“Track him by the cigar.” 
A crash of glass is heard, 
the glow is seen motion- 
less, and Holmes’s voice 
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detective’s life she will give him the genuine 
papers. He promises, but when he learns 
the hiding-place of the precious papers binds 
and gags her and has her locked in a cup- 
board. At this point Holmes arrives. He 
knows the gas-chamber and he knows 
Larrabee’s game, and for purposes of his 
own falls in with the latter, buys the counter- 
feit packet, and in doing so exposes a roll of 
bank-notes which Larrabee, believing that the 
detective is to be murdered, grabs and puts 
in his pocket. This is what Holmes has been 
waiting for. He now has something by 


which he can hold Larrabee, and this point 
Vol. xxii.—78. 
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is heard telling the would- 
be murderers they will find 
the cigar in the crevice of 
the window, and the door, with its heavy 
bars, which had been carefully prepared to 
lock Holmes in, is slammed on the criminals 
and the tables are turned. 

Meanwhile the great criminal has not been 
idle. He has burned down Holmes’s house. 
He has laid many plans to capture him, and 
finally comes to Dr. Watson’s office in the 
guise of a cabman, and here Holmes plays 
his trump card, and Moriarty is made a 
prisoner. Quickly following on this, the 
emissaries of the disreputable nobleman call 
by appointment to receive the papers from 
Holmes’s hand. He gives them the counter- 
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ACT Il. 


THE MOST THRILLING INCIDENT IN THE DRAMA—SHERLOCK HOLMES ESCAPES FROM THE STEPNEY GAS-CHAMBER BY 


SMASHING THE LAMP AND EVADING HIS WOULD-BE CAPTORS IN THE DARKNESS. 
From a Photo. by Byron, New York. 


feits which he has purchased. They discover 


that they are counterfeits and taunt him, but - 


Holmes has been prepared for this. In an 
adjoining room Alice Faulkner waits, where 
she can hear, and she has with her the 
originals. When the emissaries threaten 
Holmes with prosecution for deceiving them 
Miss Faulkner hears and appears on the 
scene, and to save him offers them the papers 
they covet, not merely because of the esteem 
she has for the detective, but because she 
has learned the lesson taught by little Dan 
Cupid. 

Then comes the last scene. Holmes tells 
the girl that he has won her admiration, nay, 
her love, to further his own selfish ends, of 
which he is ashamed, and that she is at 
liberty to go. Woman’s wit is not so easily 
fooled, however, and Miss Faulkner tells the 
detective that she does not believe him, and 
that he is not the only one who can read 
things from small details. Just how it ends 
Mr. Gillette does not tell ; the audiences are 
left to find that out themselves. But the 
picture which they carry away as they leave 
the theatre is the fair head of Miss Faulkner 
resting on the shoulder of the detective. 

All through the play there are innumerable 
instances of the marvellous reasoning powers 
of the great detective. Even now, after the 
play has had a run of two years, Mr. Gillette 
receives an extraordinary number of letters 
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asking him how Holmes knew this and that, 
and why he does certain things. But it is 
not difficult to see that there is not a part in 
the whole piece that is not absolutely reason- 
able, if you once admit that a man like 
Holmes, with an extraordinary faculty for 
observing details and reasoning quickly from 
them, exists, and they certainly do, as we 
have stich men in real life, to a greater or 
less extent. Once admitting that, there is 
not an unreasonable or improbable speech 
or situation in the play. There is no time 
to explain, in every instance, exactly how 
Holmes arrives at his conclusions, but the 
explanation is there, and is as simple and 
easy as those that are shown. 

When Mr. Gillette took the play to St. 
Louis, where the critical fraternity seems to 
be impressed with the idea that it is paid to 
kill off anything that is brought to that 
charming town, the following of Holmes’s 
cigar in the dark was anathematized as un- 
worthy of presentation on the American 
stage because of its absurdity. They 
finally sent the chief detective of St. Louis, 
undoubtedly one of the cleverest detectives 
in the United States, to see the piece and to 
tear it to pieces—particularly with reference 
to this cigar episode. 

Next morning the officer wrote a lengthy 
description of the play, which appeared in the 
St. Louis Sar, in which he said that the great 
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cigar-scene, at the end of the third act, where 
Holmes, after he has extinguished the light, 
put his cigar in a crevice by the window to 
fool his would-be captors while he makes his 
escape, so far from being impossible, as the 
critics there declared, had a parallel in his own 
experience. In speaking of the incident he 
says: “Holmes does a very neat trick in 
the Stepney gas-chamber scene, where, after 
smashing the lamp, he sticks his lighted cigar 
on the window-ledge. The thieves who have 
him trapped make a rush for the cigar, 
thinking thus to locate him. When a light 
is struck Holmes is going out of the door. 
To show how near fiction is to reality I 
will relate an actual experience in which 
a lighted cigar played a prominent part. 
During the big street-car strike some fifteen 
years ago, when I was a detective, we 
“received a tip that the leader of the dyna- 
miters, who were doing so much destruction, 
was in East St. Louis. I got a stool-pigeon, 
or snitch as they are called. He knew the 
fellow we suspected, and agrced to help us. 
This fellow, myself, and another detective 
went over to East St. Louis one miserable 
night, when the rain was coming down in 
torrents. The snitch told us that the leader 
and some of the gang were going to a house 
where the dynamite was stored. He was to 
go with the dynamiters, we to follow until 
we located the place. East St. Louis was not 
then what it is now. There were few pave- 
ments and no lights to speak of. So I made 
a plan by which we could keep our quarry in 
sight. I provided the snitch with half-a- 
dozen cigars and told him to keep one 
constantly lighted. Well, the snitch met the 
gang and they started out. We couldn’t see 
a figure ten feet in front of us, so we followed 
the lighted cigar. 
All we could see, 
about two blocks 
ahead, was the 
little red point, 
the smoker hold- 
ing the cigar 
turned back- 
wards in his 
hand frequently 
so we would be 
sure not to miss 
it. When about 
to turn a corner 
he struck a 
match, as if to 
get a better light. 
In this way we 
followed our 
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game for several miles through the slush and 
rain and darkness. + 

“When they reached the house our con- 
federate lighted two matches. We knew 
what it meant. Ina few minutes he came 
to the doorway and struck three matches in 
succession, which was the signal that all 
was ready for the arrest. We rushed in 
with levelled revolvers and made the gang 
throw up their arms. We landed them in 
the East St. Louis police-station, and search- 
ing the house found the dynamite stored 
away. So you see this little incident in the 
play had almost a parallel in actual experi- 
ence.” 

What surprised the American critics most 
was the almost perfect personification of the 
literary hero. That is evidenced by compar- 
ing our photographs of the great actor with 
the well-known drawings of the literary detec- 
tive by Mr. Sidney Paget. ‘There is the tall, 
slender figure, the sallow, unhealthy face, and 
the eternal pipe or cigar. Mr. Gillette loves 
his smoke on the stage. Indeed, he seldom 
takes a part in a play where he cannot smoke. 
He is one of the very few actors who can 
portray different expressions and emotions in 
smoke. In “Sherlock Holmes” he is seen 
smoking a pipe, cigar, and cigarette, but they 
all serve some purpose. 

Not a single item in the production of the 
famous play has escaped Mr. Gillette’s per- 
sonal attention, from the arrangement of the 
scenery to the smallest piece of furniture. 
The novel light effects, by which changes of 
scene and act are not effected by the familiar 
rising and descent of the curtain, but by a 
sort of photographic process, as if the shutter 
of a camera were opened and closed by the : 
pressure of a button, deserve a passing refer- 
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ence. Suddenly the whole theatre is plunged 
in darkness, and as suddenly the stage is 
illuminated, and, presto, the scene has 
entirely changed. ‘The company have their 
own electric switch-board and carry their own 
foot and border lights ; the former instrument 
weighs one ton. By it the electrician con- 
trols 300 incandescent lights. 
of scenes some very rapid work is accom- 
plished. In the second act, for instance, the 
change from the underground office to the 
apartment in Baker Street occupies some fifty 
seconds; yet every piece of furniture has 
to be removed, including the ceiling. I 
have witnessed some very quick changes on 
the stage, but never such a smart piece of 
work as this. With only a pilot light to 
guide them thirty-five men remove one scene 
and introduce 
another boasting 
of a number of 
pieces of furni- 
ture in the short 
space of forty- 
eight seconds. 
On inquiry I 
was told that at 
a theatre in New 
York the same 
scene was shifted 
in thirty-five 
seconds. 

Off the stage 
Mr. Gillette 
leads avery 
simple life. His 
dislike for 
society, with its 
affectations, 
makes him all 
the more inter- 
esting when one 
recalls the same point in the character 
of the detective of fiction. If Mr. Gillette 
has any recreation at all it is yachting. 
His yacht is as interesting as her owner. 
She is what the Americans call a yacht- 
houseboat, and rejoices in the name of 
Aunt Polly. He told the builders what 
he wanted and they supplied it. In her 
he has cruised up and down the American 
coast, for she is a perfectly seaworthy craft, 
and on the American rivers. The engine 
and the quarters for the crew are well aft, 
thus giving plenty of space for the cabins, 
bathrooms, and large saloon amidships and 
forward. 

A visitor who went over the yacht last 
summer made one curious remark about 
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her interior furnishings, namely, that it | 
principally consisted of cushions. But the 
owner of the Aunt Polly believes in comfort, 
and this is apparent from our little photo- 
graph showing the fireplace and piano on 
board, and, incidentally, three or four of the 
cushions. The boat has an upper deck, and 
with her engine of 250 horse- power is 
capable of making a speed of ten knots an 
hour. She has a length of r4oft., a beam of 
2ift., and a draught of 7%4ft.” 

When not fulfilling engagements Mr. 
Gillette is either yachting or living a very 
lonely life in his bungalow in the South 
Carolina Mountains. This retreat of the 
playwright is at a place called The Thousand 
Pines, in the very heart of the “ Great 
Smoky” range. His bungalow is deep 
in the woods, 
about two miles 
from the village 
of Tyron. Nota 
tree, twig, or leaf 
was disturbed 
more than was 
necessary for 
the laying of the 

“foundation, and 
so careful is Mr. 
Gillette to make 
his approaches 
and departure 
by different 
ways that not 
even a path 
leads through 
the forest to the 
doorway. There 
it is, deep among 
the rhododen- 
dronsand honey- 
suckle, with the 
tall pines standing sentinel and the rugged 
sides of the great mountains hemming it off 
from the world. ‘This is the spot that the 
living Sherlock Holmes has selected for his 
habitation after his contracts with theatrical 
managers have been fulfilled. 

Mr. Gillette does not keep himself abso- 
lutely secluded in his bungalow ; he often 
appears at the village in his long, light coat 
and rough cap, and there is no more 
approachable man than he at that time. 
Everyone in Tyron knows him and every- 
one loves him. Not as Gillette the famous 
actor and playwright, but as Gillette the man, 
the kind, good-natured, funny gentleman, 
who always has the right thing to say to 
the children, and gives everyone a word 
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that makes the day seem brighter just for 
his passing. 

He will drop into a humble cottage and 
talk, not of the stage—for many of the people 
of Carolina have never seen a play, nor do 
they know what an actor is—but rather of 
their own affairs, their pleasures, and their 
troubles —their own little world in which they 
move and have their being. But there are 
few worlds in this world that Mr. Gillette does 
not know, and none that he cannot make 
brighter, and his visit to a cottage is never 
forgotten. 

South Carolina is a curious retreat for a 
busy and successful dramatist to select. But, 
as in most things, there was a reason for such 
a choice. It was to regain his lost health 
after a very sad and painful event, and one 
which threatened to end his career, the death 
of his wife. At first he occupied a cottage 
adjoining the one 
in which Sidney 
Lanier, the famous 
poet - musician, 
lived just prior to 
his death. Tourists 
to Tyron are always 
welcomed at The 
Thousand Pines, 
for Mr. Gillette is 
the essence of 
courtesy. 

The following 
little story is an 
instance of this, 
and it serves also 
to illustrate his 
wonderful quick- 
ness in accepting 
a situation. It 
seems that a 
famous lady tem- 
perance lecturer was travelling in the district, 
and by some chance had stopped at Tyron, 
where she was being entertained by the presi- 
dent of tke local temperance organization. 
Hearing of Mr. Gillette’s retreat, she expressed 
a desire to visit it. Mr. Gillette was kindness 
itself in showing the lady and her companion 
about the house; the lounging room, with 
its great stone fireplace and natural shelves 
projecting from the rock ; the kitchen, with 
its primitive utensils, and not even the 
privacy of his chamber was passed by. But, 
notwithstanding all this, at a moment when 
Mr. Gillette’s back was turned the ladies 
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endeavoured to open surreptitiously the door 
of a small cabinet which stood in the room. 
Mr. Gillette turned just in time; in a 
moment he was at their side; the door was 
opened and a bottle of whisky produced in 
one hand, with glasses in another. “ Ah, 
ladies,” he said, “I am so pleased to see 
that you will accept a little refreshment ! 
Allow me!” 

I could write much of Mr. Gillette’s 
courteous and practical sympathy with his 
fellow-actors. Always ready to lend a helping 
hand to a struggling colleague and to relieve 
distress, he has gained the respect, nay love, 
of those who have come in contact with him. 
Ask those who have acted with him, year in 
and year out, of Gillette—the man—and you 
will hear many a touching little story of a 
great actor who has gone out of his way 
to render assistance to a less fortunate 
individual. 

Mr. Gillette is a 
native of Hartford, 
Connecticut, 


U.S.A. While 
appreciating the 
beauties and ad- 


vantages of other 
countries, he never- 
theless considers 
himself fortunate 
in having been 
born an American. 
Although he is 
over the average 
height, standing 
about 6ft. 1in., his 
grace and ease and 
utter carelessness 
of effect make him 
appear consider- 
ably less. 

His father was a United States Senator, a 
relative of the late Henry Ward Beecher and 
of Harriet Beecher-Stowe, the authoress of 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” Mr. Gillette has 
already played the part of Sherlock Holmes 
over 600 times. The play was first pro- 
duced in New York, where it had a run of 
an entire season. It then went on tour 
for another theatrical season through the 
States. From the Lyceum it is expected to 
go back to New York, and from there to 
Australia, in which case “ Sherlock Holmes” 
will have had an unprecedented run of over 
four years. 
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ERTAINLY, 
if ever a man 
found a 
guinea when 
he was look- 
ing for a pin it is my 
good friend Professor 
Gibberne. I have heard . 
before of investigators 
overshooting the mark, 
but never quite to the 
extent that he has 
done. He has really, 
this time at any rate, 
without any touch of 
exaggeration in the 
phrase, found something 
to revolutionize human 
life. And that, when he was simply seeking 
an all-round nervous stimulant to bring 
languid people up to the stresses of these 
pushful days. I have tasted the stuff now 
several times, and I cannot do better than 
describe the effect the thing had on me. 
That there are astonishing experiences in 
store for all in search of new sensations 
will become apparent enough. 

Professor Gibberne, as many people know, 
is my neighbour in Folkestone. Unless my 
memory plays me a trick, his portrait at 
various ages has already appeared in THE 
STRAND MAGAZINE— I think late in 1899 ; 
but I am unable to look it up because I have 
lent that volume to someone who has never 
sent it back. The reader may, perhaps, recall 
the high forehead and the singularly long black 
eyebrows that give such a Mephistophelian 
touch to his face. He occupies one of those 
pleasant little detached houses in the mixed 
style that make the western end of the Upper 
Sandgate Road so interesting. His is the 
one with the Flemish gables and the Moorish 
portico, and it is in the little room with the 
mullicned bay window that he works when 
he is down here, and in which of an evening 
we have so often smoked and talked together. 
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He is a mighty jester, 
but, besides, he likes to 
talk to me about his 
work ; he is one of those 
men who find a help 
and stimulus in talking, 
and so I have been 
able to follow the con- 
ception of the New 
Accelerator right up 
from a very early stage. 
Of course, the greater 
portion of his experi- 
mental work is not done 
in Folkestone, but in 
Gower Street, in the 
fine new laboratory next 
to the hospital that he 
has been the first to use. 

As everyone knows, or at least as all 
intelligent people know, the special depart- 
ment in which Gibberne has gained so great 
and deserved a reputation among physi- 
ologists is the action of drugs upon the 
nervous system. Upon soporifics, sedatives, 
and anzesthetics he is, I am told, unequalled. 
He is also a chemist of considerable 
eminence, and I suppose in the subtle 
and complex jungle of riddles that centres 
about the ganglion cell and the axis fibre 
there are little cleared places of his 
making, little glades of illumination, that, 
until he sees fit to publish his results, are 
still inaccessible to every other living man. 
And in the last few years he has been 
particularly assiduous upon this question of 
nervous stimulants, and already, before the 
discovery of the New Accelerator, very 
successful with them. Medical science 
has to thank him for at least three distinct 
and absolutely safe invigorators of un- 
rivalled value to practising men. In cases 
of exhaustion the preparation known as 
Gibberne’s B Syrup has,_I suppose, saved 
more lives already than any lifeboat round 
the coast. 
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“ But none of these little things begin to 
satisfy me yet,” he told me nearly a year ago. 
“ Either they increase the central energy 
without affecting the nerves or they simply 
increase the available energy by lowering the 
nervous conductivity; and all of them are 
unequal and local in their operation. One 
wakes up the heart and viscera and leaves the 
brain stupefied, one gets at the brain cham- 
pagne fashion and does nothing good for the 
solar plexus, and what I want—and what, if 
it’s an earthly possibility, I mean to have— 
is a stimulant that stimulates all round, that 
wakes you up fora time from the crown of 
your head to the tip of your great toe, and 
makes you go two—or even three to every- 
body else’s one. Eh? That’s the thing I’m 
after.” 

“Tt would tire a man,” I said. 

“ Not a doubt of it. And you’d eat double 
or treble—and all that. But just think what 
the thing would mean. Imagine yourself 
with a little phial like this”—he held up a 
little bottle of green glass and marked his 
points with it—‘‘and in this precious phial 
is the power to think twice as fast, move 
twice as quickly, do twice as much work in a 
given time as you could otherwise do.” 

“ But is such a thing possible ?” 

“ I believe so. If it isn’t, I’ve wasted my 
time fora year. These various preparations 
of the hypophosphites, for example, seem to 
show that something of the sort... . Even 
if it was only one and a half times as fast it 
would do.” 

“Tt would do,” I said. 

“ If you were a statesman in a corner, for 
example, time rushing up against you, some- 
thing urgent to be done, eh?” 

“He could dose his private secretary,” I 
said. 

“And gain -— double time. 
if you, for example, wanted 
book.” 

“Usually,” I said, “I wish Pd never 
begun ’em.” 

“Or a doctor, driven to death, wants to sit 
down and think out a case. Or a barrister 
—or a man cramming for an examination.” 

“Worth a guinea a drop,” said I, “and 
more—to men like that.” 

“* And in a duel, again,” said Gibberne, 
“ where it all depends on your quickness in 
pulling the trigger.” 

“ Or in fencing,” I echoed. 

“ You see,” said Gibberne, “if I get it as 
an all-round thing it will really do you no 
harm at all — except perhaps, to an infini- 
tesimal degree it brings you nearer old age. 


And think 
to finish a 
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You will just haye lived twice to other 
people’s once——” 

“I suppose,” I meditated, “in a duel—it 
would be fair ?” 

“Thats a question for the seconds,” said 
Gibberne. 

I harked back farther. “And you really 
think such a thing zs possible ? ” I said. 

“ As possible,” said Gibberne, and glanced 
at something that went throbbing by the 
window, “as a motor-bus. As a matter of 
fact——” 

He paused and smiled at me deeply, 
and tapped slowly on the edge of his desk 
with the green phial. “I think I know the 
stuff. ... Already I’ve got something 
coming.” The nervous smile upon his face 
betrayed the gravity of his revelation. He 
rarely talked of his actual experimental work 
unless things were very near the end. “And 
it may be, it may be—I shouldn't be sur- 
prised—it may even do the thing at a greater 
rate than twice.” 

“Tt will be rather a big thing,” I hazarded. 

“Tt will be, I think, rather a big thing.” 

But I don’t think he quite knew what a 
big thing it was to be, for all that. 

I remember we had several talks about 
the stuff after that. “ The New Accelerator” 
he called it, and his tone about it grew more 
confident on each occasion. Sometimes he 
talked nervously of unexpected physiological 
results its use might have, and then he 
would get a little unhappy ; at others he was 
frankly mercenary, and we debated long and 
anxiously how the preparation might be 
turned to commercial account. “It’s a good 
thing,” said Gibberne, “a tremendous thing. 
I know I’m giving the world something, and 
I think it only reasonable we should expect 
the world to pay. ‘he dignity of science is 
all very well, but I think somehow I must 
have the monopoly of the stuff for, say, ten 
years. I don’t see why a// the fun in life 
should go to the dealers in ham.” 

My own interest in the coming drug cer- 
tainly did not wane in the time. I have 
always had a queer little twist towards meta- 
physics in my mind. I have always been 
given to paradoxes about space and time, 
and it seemed to me that Gibberne was really 
preparing, no less than the absolute accelera- 
tion of life. Suppose a man repeatedly 
dosed with such a preparation: he wouid 
live an active and record life indeed, but he 
would be an adult at eleven, middle-aged at 
twenty-five, and by thirty well on the road 
to senile decay. It seemed to me that so 
far Gibberne was only going to do for anyone 
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who took his drug exactly what Nature has 
done for the Jews and Orientals, who are 
men in their teens and aged by fifty, and 
quicker in thought and act than we are 
all the time. The marvel of drugs has 
always been great to my mind; you can 
madden a man, calm a man, make him in- 
credibly strong and alert or a helpless log, 
quicken this passion and allay that, all by 
means of drugs, and here was a new miracle 
to be added to this strange armoury of phials 
the doctors use! But Gibberne was far too 
eager upon his technical points to enter very 
keenly into my aspect of the question. 

It was the 7th or 8th of August when he 
told me the distillation that would decide 
his failure or success for a time was going 
forward as we talked, and it was on the 1oth 
that he told me the thing was done and. 
the New Accelerator a tangible reality in the 
world. I met him as I was going up the 
Sandgate Hill towards Folkestone—I think I 
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“Its done,” he cried, and gripped my 
hand, speaking very fast; “its more than 
done. Come up to my house and see.” 

“ Really 2?” 
“Really!” he 
Come up and see.” 

“And it does—twice?” 

“It does more, much more. It scares 


shouted. “ Incredibly! 


me. Come up and see the stuff. Taste 
it! Try it! It’s the most amazing stuff 
on earth.” He gripped my arm and, 


walking at such a pace that he forced me 
into a trot, went shouting with me up the 
hill. A whole char-a-banc-ful of people 
turned and stared at us in unison after the 
manner of people in chars-a-banc. It was 


one of those hot, clear days that Folkestone 
sees so much of, every colour incredibly 
bright and every outline hard. There was a 
breeze of course, but not so much breeze as 
sufficed under these conditions to keep me 
cool and dry. 


I panted for mercy. 





was going to get my hair cut, and he came 
hurrying down to meet me—I suppose he 
was coming to my house to tell me at once 
of his success. I remember that his eyes 
were unusually bright and his face flushed, 
and I noted even then the swift alacrity of 
his step. 
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“Im not walking fast, am I?” cred 
Gibberne, and slackened his pace to 4 
quick march. . 

“You've been taking some of this stuff,” I 
puffed. 

“No,” he said. “At the utmost a drop 
of water that stood in a beaker from which I 
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nad washed out the last traces of the stuff. 
I took some last night, you know. But that 
is ancient history, now.” 

“ And it goes twice?” I said, nearing his 
doorway in a grateful perspiration. 

“ Tt goes a thousand times, many thousand 
times!” cried Gibberne, with a dramatic 
gesture, flinging open his Early English 
carved oak gate. 

“ Phew !” said I, and followed him to the 
door. 

“T don’t know how many times it goes,” 
he said, with his latch-key in his hand. 

“ And you——” 

“Tt throws all sorts of light on nervous 
physiology, it kicks the theory of vision into 
a perfectly new shape! .. . Heaven knows 
how many thousand times. We'll try all that 
after-—— The thing is to try the stuff now.” 

“ Try the stuff?” I said, as we went along 
the passage. 

“Rather,” said Gibberne, turning on me 
in his study. `“ There it is in that little green 
phial there! Unless you happen to be 
afraid ? ” 

I am a careful man by nature and only 
theoretically adventurous. I was afraid. 
But on the other : 
hand there is pride. 

“Well,” I hag- 
gled. “ You say 
you’ve tried it ?” 

“ Tve tried it,” he 
said, “and I don’t 
look hurt by it, do 
I? I don’t even 
look livery and I 
feel- ” 

I sat down. 
“Give me the 
potion,” I said. “If 
the worst comes to 
the worst it will save 
having my hair cut, 
and that I think is 
one of the most 
hateful duties of a 
civilized man. How 
do you take the 
mixture ?” 

“ With water,” said 
Gibberne, whacking 
down a carafe. 

He stood up in 
front of his desk 
and regarded me in 
his easy chair ; his 
manner was sud- 


denly affected by a 
Vol. xxii.—-79. 
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touch of the Harley Street specialist. “It’s 
rum stuff, you know,” he said. 

I made a gesture with the hand. 

“I must warn you in the first place as 
soon as you’ve got it down to shut your eyes, 
and open them very cautiously in a minute 
or so’s time. One still sees. The sense of 
vision is a question of length of vibration, 
and not of multitude of impacts ; but there’s 
a kind of shock to the retina, a nasty giddy 
confusion just at the time if the eyes are 
open. Keep ’em shut.” 

“Shut,” I said. “Good!” , 

“ And the next thing is, keep still, Don’t 
begin to whack about. You may fetch some- 
thing a nasty rap if you do. Remember you 
will be going several thousand times faster 
than you ever did before, heart, lungs, 
muscles, brain—everything—and you will hit 
hard without knowing it. | You won’t know 
it, you know. You'll feel just as you do now. 
Only everything in the world will seem to be 
going ever so many thousand times slower 
than it ever went before. That’s what makes 
it so deuced queer.” 

“ Lor,” I said. “And you mean 

“ You'll see,” said he, and took up a little 


» 









measure. He glanced 
at the material on his 
desk. “ Glasses,” he 
said, ‘water. All here. 
Mustn’t take too much 
for the first attempt.” 
The little phial gluck- 
ed out its precious 
contents. ‘ Don’t for- 
get what I told you,” he 
said, turning the con- 
tents of the measure 
into a glass in the man- 
ner of an Italian waiter 
measuring whisky. “Sit 
with the eyes tightly 
shut and in absolute 
a stillness for two min- 
utes,” he said. ‘ Then 
you will hearmespeak.” 
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He added an inch or so of water to the 
little dose in each glass. 

“ By-the-bye,” he said, “don’t put your 
glass down. Keep it in your hand and rest 
your hand on the knee. Yes—so. And 
now——” ; 

He raised his glass. 

“The New Accelerator,” I said. 

“The New Accelerator, ” he answered, and 
we touched glasses and drank, and instantly 
I closed my eyes. 

You know that blank non-existence into 
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am not sure. He glanced at the window. 
“Have you ever seen a curtain before a 
window fixed in that way before ? ” 

I followed his eyes, and there was the end 
of the curtain, frozen, as it were, corner high, 
in the act of flapping briskly in the breeze. 

“ No,” said I; “that’s odd.” 

“ And here,” he said, and opened the hand 
that held the glass. Naturally I winced, ex- 
pecting the glass to smash. But so far from 
smashing it did not even seem to stir; it 
hung in mid-air—motionless. ‘ Roughly 





“IT HUNG IN MID-AIR—MOTIONLESS,” 


which one drops when one has taken “gas.” 
For an indefinite interval it was like that. 
Then I heard Gibberne telling me to wake 
up, and I stirred and opened my eyes. 
There he stood as he had been standing, 
glass still in hand. It was empty, that was 
all the difference. 

“Well?” said I. 

“ Nothing out of the way ?” 

“Nothing. A slight feeling of exhilara- 
tion, perhaps. Nothing more.” 

“ Sounds ? ” 

“Things are still,” I said. “By Jove! 
yes! They ave still. Except the sort of 
faint pat, patter, like rain falling on different 
things. What is it?” 

“ Analyzed sounds,” I think he said, but I 
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speaking,” said Gibberne, “an object in 
these latitudes falls 16ft. in the first second. 
This glass is falling 16ft. in a second 
now. Only, you see, it hasn’t been falling 
yet for the hundredth part of a second. 
That gives you some idea of the pace of 
my Accelerator.” And he waved his hand 
round and round, over and under the slowly 
sinking glass. Finally he took it by the 
bottom, pulled it down and placed it very 
carefully on the table. “Eh?” he said to 
me, and laughed. 

“ That seems all right,” I said, and began 
very gingerly to raise myself from my chair. 
I felt perfectly well, very light and comfort- 
able, and quite confident in my mind. I 
was going fast all over. My heart, for 
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example, was beating a thousand times a 
second, but that caused me no discomfort 
at all. I looked out of the window. An 
immovable cyclist, head down and with a 
frozen puff of dust behind his driving-wheel, 
scorched to overtake a galloping char-ad-banc 
that did not stir. I gaped in amazement 
at the incredible spectacle. ‘ Gibberne,” I 
cried, “ how long will this confounded stuff 
last ? ” . 

“Heaven knows!” he answered. “ Last 
time I took it I went to bed and slept it off. 
I tell you, I was frightened. It must have 
lasted some minutes, I think—it seemed like 
hours. But after a bit it slows down rather 
suddenly, I believe.” 

I was proud to observe that I did not feel 


1» 


frightened. I suppose because there were 
two of us. “Why shouldn’t we go out?” I 
asked. 


“Why not?” 

“ They'll see us.” 

“Not they. Goodness, no! Why, we 
shall be going a thousand times faster than 
the quickest conjuring trick that was ever 
done. Come along! Which way shall we 
go? Window, or door?” 

And out by the window we went. 

Assuredly of all the strange experiences 
that I have ever had, or imagined, or read 
of other people having or imagining, that 
little raid I made with Gibberne on the 
Folkestone Leas, under the influence of 
the New Accelerator, was the strangest 
and maddest of all. We went out by his 
gate into the road, and there we made a 
minute examination of the statuesque passing 
traffic. The tops of the wheels and some of 
the legs of the horses of this char-ad-banc, 
the end of the whip-lash and the lower jaw 
of the conductor—-who was just beginning to 
yawn—were perceptibly in motion, but all 
the rest of the lumbering conveyance seemed 
still, And quite noiseless except for a faint 
rattling that came from one man’s throat ! 
And as parts of this frozen edifice there were 
a driver, you know, and a conductor, and 
eleven people! The effect as we walked 
about the thing began by being madly queer 
and ended by being— disagreeable. There 
they were, people like ourselves and yet not 
like ourselves, frozen in careless attit§des, 
caught in mid-gesture. A girl and a man 
smiled at one another, a leering smile 
that threatened to last for evermore; a 
woman in a floppy capelline rested her arm 
on the rail and stared at Gibberne’s house 
with the unwinking stare of eternity ; a man 
stroked his moustache like a figure of wax, 
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and another stretched a tiresome stiff hand 
with extended fingers towards his loosened 
hat. We stared at them, we laughed at 
them, we made faces at them, and then a 
sort of disgust of them came upon us, and 
we turned away and walked round in front 
of the cyclist towards the Leas. 

“ Goodness !” cried Gibberne, suddenly ; 
“look there !.” 

He pointed, and there at the tip of his 
finger and sliding down the air with wings 
flapping slowly and at the speed of an ex- 
ceptionally languid snail—was a bee. 

And so we came out upon the Leas. There 
the thing seemed madder than ever. The 
band was playing in the upper stand, though 
all the sound it made for us was a low- 
pitched, wheezy rattle, a sort of prolonged 
last sigh that passed at times into a sound 
like the slow, muffled ticking of some 
monstrous clock. Frozen people stood 
erect, strange, silent, self- conscious - look - 
ing dummies hung unstably in mid-stride, 
promenading upon the grass. I passed 
close to a little poodle dog suspended 
in the act of leaping and watched the 
slow movement of his legs as he sank to 
earth. “ Lord, look Aeve/” cried Gibberne, 
and we halted for a moment before a magni- 
ficent person in white faint-striped flannels, 
white shoes, and a Panama hat, who turned 
back to wink at two gaily dressed ladies he 
had passed. <A wink, studied with such 
leisurely deliberation as we could afford, is an 
unattractive thing. It loses any quality of 
alert gaiety, and one remarks that the winking 
eye does not completely close, that under its 
drooping lid appears the lower edge of an 
eyeball and a little line of white. “Heaven 
give me memory,” said I, “and I will never 
wink again.” 

“Or smile,” said Gibberne, with his eye on 
the lady’s answering teeth. 

“It’s infernally hot, somehow,” said I. 
“TLet’s go slower.” 

“ Oh, come along !” said Gibberne. 

We picked our way among the bath-chairs 
in the path. Many of the people sitting in 
the chairs seemed almost natural in their 
passive poses, but the contorted scarlet of 
the bandsmen was not a restful thing to see. 
A purple-faced little gentleman was frozen 
in the midst of a violent struggle to refold 
his newspaper against the wind; there 
were many evidences that all these people 
in their sluggish way were exposed to a 
considerable breeze, a breeze that had no 
existence so far as our sensations went. We 
came out and walked a little way from the 
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crowd, and turned and regarded it. To see 
all that multitude changed to a picture, 
smitten rigid, as it were, into the semblance 
of realistic wax, was impossibly wonderful. 
It was absurd, of course; but it filled me 
with an irrational, an exultant sense of 
superior advantage. Consider the wonder 
of it! All that I had said, and thought, and 
done since the stuff had begun to work in 
my veins had happened, so far as those 
people, so far as the world in general went, 
in the twinkling of an eye. “The New 
Accelerator ” I began, but Gibberne 
interrupted me. 

“There’s that infernal old woman 
said. 

“ What old woman?” 

“ Lives next door to me,” said Gibberne. 
“Has a lapdog that yaps. Gods! The 
temptation is strong !” 

There is something very boyish and im- 
pulsive about Gibberne at times. Before I 
could expostulate with him he had dashed 
forward, snatched the unfortunate animal out 
of visible ex- 
istence, and 
was running 
violently with 
it towards 
the cliff of 
the Leas. It 
was most ex- 
traordinary. 
The little 
brute, you 
know, didn't 
bark or wrig- 
gle or make 
the slightest 
sign of vi- 
tality. It kept 
quite stiffly 
in an attitude 
of somnolent 
repose, and 
Gibberne 





1” 


he 





“WITH A TREMENDOUS SWEEP OF THE ARM HE HURLED THE DOG 


AWAY FROM HIM.” 


held it by the neck. It was like running 
about with a dog of wood. ‘Gibberne,” I 
cried, “ put it down!” Then I said some- 
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thing else. “If you run like that, Gibberne,” 
I cried, “ you'll set your clothes on fire. Your 
linen trousers are going brown as it is!” 

He clapped his hand on his thigh and 
stood hesitating on the verge. “ Gibberne,” 
I cried, coming up, “put it down. This 
heat is too much! It’s our running so! 
Two or three miles a second! Friction of 
the air!” 

“What?” he said, glancing at the dog. 


“Friction of the air,” I shouted. “ Fric- 
tion of the air. Going too fast. Like 
meteorites and things. Too hot. And, 


Gibberne! Gibberne! I’m all over pricking 
and a sort of perspiration. You can see 
people stirring slightly. I believe the stuffs 
working off! Put that dog down.” 

“Eh ?” he said. 

“Its working off,” I repeated. 
too hot and the stuffs working off! 
through.” 

He stared at me. Then at the band, the 
wheezy rattle of whose performance was 
certainly going faster. Then 


“We're 
I’m wet 

























with a tremendous 
sweep of the arm 
he hurled the dog 
away from him 
and it went spin- 
ning upward, still 
inanimate, and hung at last over 
the grouped parasols of a knot of 
chattering people. Gibberne was 
gripping my elbow. ‘By Jove!” 
he cried. “I believe itis! A sort 
of hot pricking and—yes. That 
man’s moving his pocket-handker- 
chief! Perceptibly. We must get 
out of this sharp.” 

But we could not get out of it 
sharply enough. Luckily perhaps ! 
For we might have run, and if we 
had run we should, I believe, have 
burst into flames. Almost certainly 
we should have burst into flames ! 
You know we had neither of us 
thought of that. . But before 
we could: even begin to run the 
action of the drug had ceased. 
It was the business of a minute 
fraction of a second. The effect of the 
New Accelerator passed like the drawing of a 
curtain, vanished in the movement of a hand. 
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I heard Gibberne’s voice in infinite alarm. 
“Sit down,” he said, and flop, down upon 
the turf at the edge of the Leas I sat— 
scorching as I sat. There is a patch of burnt 
grass there still where I sat down. The whole 
stagnation seemed to wake up as I did so, the 
disarticulated vibration of the band rushed 
together into a blast of music, the prome- 
naders put their feet down and walked their 
ways, the papers and flags began flapping, 
smiles passed into words, the winker finished 
his wink and went on his way complacently, 
and all the seated people moved and spoke. 
The whole world had come alive again, was 
going as fast as we were, or rather we were 
going no faster than ‘the rest of the world. 
It was like slowing down as one comes into 
a railway station. 
Everything 
seemed to spin 
round for a second 
or two, I had the 
most transient 
feeling of nausea, 
and that was all. 
And the little dog 
which had seemed 
to hang for a 
moment when the 
force of Gib- 
berne’s arm was 
expended fell with 
a swift accelera- 
tion clean through 
a lady’s parasol ! 
That was the 
saving of us. Un- 
less it was for one 


corpulent old 
gentleman in a 
bath - chair, who 


certainly did start 
at the sight of us 
and afterwards 
regarded us at 
intervals with a 
darkly suspicious 
eye, and, finally, I 
believe, said some- 
thing to his nurse 
about us, I doubt 
if asolitary person 
remarked our sudden appearance among them. 
Plop ! We must have appeared abruptly. We 
ceased to smoulder almost at once, though 
the turf beneath me was uncomfortably hot. 
The attention of everyone—including even 
the Amusements’ Association band, which on 
this occasion, for the only time in its history, 
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got out of tune—was arrested by the amazing 
fact, and the still more amazing yapping and 
uproar caused by the fact, that a respectable, 
over-fed lapdog sleeping quietly to the east of 
the bandstand should suddenly fall through 
the parasol of a lady on the west—in a 
slightly singed condition due to the extreme 
velocity of its movements through the air. 
In these absurd days, too, when we are 
all trying to be as psychic, and silly, and 
superstitious as possible! People got up and 
trod on other people, chairs were overturned, 
the Leas policeman ran. How the matter 
settled itself I do not know—we were much 
too anxious to disentangle ourselves from 
the affair and get out of range of the eye 
of the old gentleman in the bath-chair to 





‘f PEOPLE GOT UP AND TROD ON OTHER PEOPLE.” 


make minute inquiries. As soon as we were 
sufficiently cool and sufficiently recovered 
from our giddiness and nausea and confusion 
of mind to do so we stood up and, skirting 
the crowd, directed our steps back along the 
road below the Metropole towards Gibberne’s 
house. But amidst the din I heard very 
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distinctly the gentleman who had been 
sitting beside the lady of the ruptured sun- 
shade using quite unjustifiable threats and 
language to one of those chair-attendants 
who have “ Inspector” written on their caps. 
“Tf you didn’t throw the dog,” he said, 
“who did?” 

The sudden return of movement and 
familiar noises, and our natural anxiety about 
ourselves (our clothes were still dreadfully 
hot, and the fronts of the thighs of Gibberne’s 
white trousers were scorched a drabbish 
brown), prevented the minute observations 
I should have liked to make on all these 
things. Indeed, I really made no obser- 
vations of any scientific value on that return. 
The bee, of course, had gone. I looked for 
that cyclist, but he was already out of sight 
as we came into the Upper Sandgate Road 
or hidden from us by traffic; the char-a-banc, 
however, with its people now all alive and 
stirring, was clattering along at a spanking 
pace almost abreast of the nearer church. 

We noted, however, that the window-sill 
on which we had stepped in getting out of 
the house was slightly singed, and that the 
impressions of our feet on the gravel of the 
path were unusually deep. 


So it was I had my first experience of the 
New Accelerator. Practically we had been 
running about and saying and doing all sorts 
of things in the space of a second or so of time. 
We had lived half an hour while the band 
had played, perhaps, two bars. But the effect 
it had upon us was that the whole world had 
stopped for our convenient inspection. Con- 
sidering all things, and particularly considering 
our rashness in venturing out of the house, 
the experience might certainly have been 
much more disagreeable than it was. It 
showed, no doubt, that Gibberne has still 
much to learn before his preparation is a 
manageable convenience, but its practica- 
bility it certainly demonstrated beyond all 
cavil. 

Since that adventure he has been steadily 
bringing its use under control, and I have 
several times, and without the slightest bad 
result, taken measured doses under his 
direction ; though I must confess I have 
not vet ventured abroad again while under its 
influence. I may mention, for example, that 
this story has been written at one sitting and 
without interruption, except for the nibbling 
of some chocolate, by its means. I began 
at 6.25, and my watch is now very nearly at 
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the minute past the half-hour. The con- 
venience of securing a long, uninterrupted 
spell of work in the midst of a day full 
of engagements cannot be exaggerated. 
Gibberne is now working at the quantitative 
handling of his preparation, with especial 
reference to its distinctive effects upon 
different types of constitution. He then 
hopes to find a Retarder with which to dilute 
its present rather excessive potency. The 
Retarder will, of course, have the reverse 
effect to the Accelerator; used alone 
it should enable the patient to spread 
a few seconds over many hours of 
ordinary time, and so to maintain an apathetic 
inaction, a glacier-like absence of alacrity, 
amidst the most animated or irritating 
surroundings. ‘The two things together must 
necessarily work an entire revolution in 
civilized existence. It is the beginning of 
our escape from that Time Garment of which 
Carlyle speaks. While this Accelerator will 
enable us to concentrate ourselves with 
tremendous vigour upon any moment or 
occasion that demands our utmost sense and 
vigour, the Retarder will enable us tq pass in 
passive tranquillity through infinite hardship 
and tedium. Perhaps I am a little optimistic 
about the Retarder, which has indeed 
still to be discovered, but about the Ac- 
celerator there is no possible sort of doubt 
whatever. Its appearance upon the market 
in a convenient, controllable, and assimilable 
form is a matter of the next few months. 
It will be obtainable of all chemists and 
druggists, in small green bottles, at a high 
but, considering its extraordinary qualities, 
by no means excessive price. Gibberne’s 
Nervous Accelerator it will be called, and he 
hopes to be able to supply it in three 
strengths : one in 200, one in goo, and one 
in 2,000, distinguished by yellow, pink, and 
white labels respectively. 

No doubt its use renders a great number 
of very extraordinary things possible ; for, of 
course, the most remarkable and, possibly, 
even criminal proceedings may be effected 
with impunity by thus dodging, as it were, 
into the interstices of time. Like all potent 
preparations it will be liable to abuse. We 
have, however, discussed this aspect of the 
question very thoroughly, and we have de- 
cided that this is purely a matter of medical 
jurisprudence and altogether outside our 
province. We shall manufacture and sell the 
Accelerator, and, as for the consequences —we 
shall see. 
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HEN Edwin went 
bo) away from home 
Wx a few weeks ago, 
V3 leaving what he 
calls his “pet” 
razor behind him, I for the 
first time 
grasped the 
beneficent wis- 
dom of Nature 
in growing 
whiskers on 
men’s faces. 
For me, a 
young wife, that 
razor smoothed 
the way out of 
many difficul- 
ties, and helped 
me to realize 
that the family 
cutlery - case is 





stale, flat, and unprofitable when certain little 
household duties requiring a really sharp 
instrument are to be successfully carried 


out. 

It was by the merest 
accident that I discovered 
the virtues of a razor. I 
wanted to cut some but- 
tons off one of baby’s gar- 
ments. The razor was 
lying upon the dressing- 
table, and there was no- 
thing else handy, so I 
used it for the purpose 
named, and with such 
success that I determined 
in future to use it when- 
ever I could in preference 
to a pair of scis- 
sors or an ordinary 
penknife. I was 
simply charmed 
with it. The but- 
tons seemed to 
fall off as if by 
magic when I put 
the least pressure 
on the razor. 

Next day I was 


Edwins Razor. 


By ANGELINA BROWN. 










‘THE BUTTONS SEEMED TO FALL OFF AS IF BY MAGIC.” 


















“THE TIME SAVED IN SLICING THE ORANGES AND 
n 
LEMONS WAS WONDERFUL. 
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the purpose. 


busy preparing 
to make some 
marmalade, 
when the 
thought struck 
me: “Why not 
use Eddie’s 
razor to slice 
the fruit?” I 
can never feel 
thankful 
enough for the 
inspiration. 
The time saved 
in the slicing of 
the oranges and 
lemons was 
wonderful. 
Hours at least ! 
I strongly advise 
every wife who 
would make 





satisfactory marmalade, with the fruit in nice, 
thin shavings, to use her husband’s razor for 
The marmalade is always ever 


so much nicer than when 
an ordinary table-knife is 
used. 

The same afternoon I 
happened to be in the 
box-room. For a long 
time I had been hoping to 
spare the necessary hour 
or two in which to scrape 
off the dirty old Con- 
tinental labels which had 
remained on Eddie’s and 
my own boxes since our 
happy, happy honeymoon. 
You know how these 
nasty labels disfigure nice 
and otherwise — unsoiled 
travelling chests and port- 


- manteaus ? Which was 


the best way of removing 
them? Like a message 
from Heaven came the idea 
to my brain: ‘ Eddie’s 
razor !” 

Soon the paper shavings 
were flying in all directions 
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about the room. It 
was so nice and plea- 
sant just to place the 
sharp edge of the razor 
beneath the side of 
each label, and then 
with a brisk whisk to, 
as it were, shave the 
label from the box. 
Some of those 
labels, I confess, 


were so tightly 
fixed to the can- 
vas and leather 


that I had in a 
few cases to use 
a good deal of 
force in cutting 
them away, but 
Eddie’s razor robbed 
the job of half its tire- 
someness, and pre- 
sently our beautiful 
boxes and portmanteaus were quite free from 
the ugly, dirty bits of coloured paper, which 
were always an eyesore to me when I 
entered our little box-room. 

Another thing which I should advise 
young and old wives to do. When you want 
a pencil sharpened, don’t use your penknife 








“WHEN YOU WANT A PENCIL SHARPENED, DON'T 
USE YOUR PENKNIFE.” 


—that is nearly always blunt, and one can’t 
sharpen a pencil properly with a blunt knife. 
During Eddie’s absence from home I never 
used anything else but his razor when I 
wanted a pencil very sharp and smoothly 
pointed. It was quite a pleasure to use that 
pencil, I assure you. Mrs. Williams, my 
neighbour, was so charmed with my pencil 
on an occasion which arose when we were 
enjoying afternoon tea in my drawing-room, 
that I insisted on sharpening her own pencil 
with Eddie’s razor, and she was ever so 
grateful. 


As for cutting geranium-slips |! You might 
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“SOON THE lAPER SHAVINGS WERE FLYING IN ALL DIKECTIONS. A 


search the wide world over and you could 
not possibly have a better thing for cutting 
geranium-slips than your husband’s razor! 
It was quite a pleasure, I assure you, to get 
hold of a big geranium in my left hand, and 
with Eddie’s “ pet” razor in my right hand 
lop off cutting after cutting. Not the 
slightest exertion seemed necessary, the blade 
of the razor went through the stalks just as 
though they were warm butter. And in the 
same way I found the razor a most admirable 


H1 FOUND THE RAZOR A MOST ADMIR- 
\BLE THING FOR CHOPPING UP 
THE MOULD.” 
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thing for chopping up 
the mould to make it 
nice and fine before 
transplanting the slips 
into it. I feel positive 
that, owing to being so 
_cleanly slipped and with 
the mould so beautifully 
fine, our geraniums next 
year will be bound to 
surpass anything ever 
seen before in this 
neighbourhood. 
How I got*hold 
of the excellent 
idea of chopping 
up the mould with 
Eddie’s pet razor 
was this: A few 


I WAS MOST CARE 





days previously I was 
rather hurried in pre- 
paring the pudding for 
dinner. I always make 
the sweets myself, as 
servants are not always 
to be trusted at such 
work ; and I found the 
knife I was using in cut- 
ting up the suet, etc., 
rather blunt. Of course, 


I thought of Eddie’s 
Vol. xxii,—80. 
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L TO GIVE IT A RUB 
ON THE KNIFE-BOARD," 
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razor immediately, and, 
getting hold of that, I 
made short work of the 
suet. I was most careful, 
when it had done what I 
required of it, to wipe the 
grease from it and give 
it a rub on the knife- 
board. 

For cutting up old 
clothes, or re-making a 
skirt, I find nothing can 
beat Eddie’s razor. You 
simply take the skirt in 
one hand, with the 
seams running in a line 
from between the finger 
and thumb. ‘Take the 
razor and place its edge 
on the seam to be 

THR SUT" divided. The cloth will 

almost seem to separate 
of its own accord, and you will be saved an 
immense amount of time and trouble. 

One day I was out shopping and, the rain 
coming on unexpectedly, my patent leather 
shoes became caked with mud. Could I 
trust such a delicate operation as the removal 
of caked mud from my beautiful patent 
leather shoes to Mary Anne? Certainly not! 
Eddie’s razor acted superbly in saving my 
shoes from disaster, and I was enabled, 
through its aid, to preserve the polish intact. 
I am persuaded that nothing can beat a razor 
as a remover of mud from boots. Its sharp- 
ness, no matter how caked the mud may be, 
enables one to shave the stuff cleanly away, 
especially from the soles and heels. 


“1 MADE SHORT WORK OF 






H FOR CUTTING UP OLD CLOTHES I FIND NOTHING CAN BEAT EDDIE'S RAZOR.” 
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‘f NOTHING CAN BEAT A RAZOR AS A REMOVER OF 
MUD FROM BOOTS.” 


On the evening preceding the day on 
which my dearest Edwin returned home 
we had tinned peaches and, amongst other 
things, sardines, for supper. What do you 
think happened? Mary Anne, the stupid 
girl, had mislaid the can-opener ; nor could 
it be found, although a thorough search 
was instituted immediately ; it looked as 
if our supper would have to be postponed 
indefinitely when—I thought of Eddie’s 
razor ! 

It saved the situation! Running upstairs, 
I carried it, the most useful of all house- 
hold chattels, back to the dining-room in 
triumph, and found not the slightest diffi- 
culty in opening both the peach-can and 
the sardine-tin. I assure you, I enjoyed my 
supper all the more in consequence of my 
success. As for Mary Anne, the poor, stupid 
creature seemed positively delighted, and did 
not cease to grin during the remainder of the 
evening. The lower classes have really. very 
little resource when 


thing, I always took pains to replace dear Edwin's 
razor in its case on the dressing-table. 

The morning following his return I noticed 
him examining the razor, with a rather strange 
expression on his face. I was so glad, for it 
gave me an opportunity of explaining to him 
how useful I had found it whilst he was away. 

He seemed astounded. I suppose the silly 
boy thought that a razor was only fit for one 
thing—shaving his whiskers, and was so sur- 
prised at my proving the opposite that he 





“1 FOUND NOT THE SLIGHTEST DIFFICULTY IN OPENING BOTH 
THE PEACH-CAN AND THE SARDINE-TIN,” 


could find no words to express his 
thoughts. 

But afterwards, when I had left the room, 

I thought I heard him utter quite a torrent 

of words. Since he returned I have not been 

able to continue the 





they find themselves 


in a sudden or un- 
expected difficulty. 
Being tidy, if any- 
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use of the razor. l 
rather fancy he locks 
his dressing-case every 
morning now. 
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The Guiding Hand. 


By Owen OLIVER. 


HE fog that lay in Gloom 
Valley dwindled to a mist as 
we rose up the hill; but the 
mist was thick enough to 
W| hide the lights of Braemar 
till they flung open the hall 
The blaze of the logs made a feeble 





doors. 
inroad upon the night, and showed a spectral 
driver beside a shadowy, panting horse. Old 
McAlister stepped backward as I came out 
from the darkness as though I, too, were a 
ghost. 

“ Mr. Arnold!” he exclaimed. 


“I must see 
Mr. Robert or 
Miss Flora,” I 
said. 

The old man 
looked at me 
anxiously. 

“*There’s 
nothing wrong 
with Mr. Hec- 
tor, I hope, sir?” 

I took off 
my mackintosh 
without answer- 
ing him. 

“Its nothing 
that I can tell 
you, McAlister. 
Will you let 
them know that 
I am here?” 

He nodded 
toward the foot 
of the stairs, 
and Flora Bain 
came forward. 
She had not 
altered in the 
year that had 
passed—a long, 
long year. 

“This is — 
unexpected,” 
she said. I 
bowed. It was, 
of all things, unlikely that I should come 
there. 

“I came to see Bob.” She flushed. “I 
mean—I have business with him.” She 
turned a trifle pale. 

“ Hector !” she cried. ‘Tell me.” 

“Not here. Take my arm. You are 
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“HE GRASPED THE ARMS OF niə CHAIR AND FLORA 
LEANED FORWARD.” 


faint.” She put her arm in mine and leaned 
upon it. It was painfully pleasant to feel 
the touch of her fingers. | 

“He is not dead?” she asked, as we 
moved slowly down the passage. 

“He is not dead.” I almost wished that 
he were. 

Robert Bain was dozing, with his head on 
his hand and an open book upon his knees. 
One ankle was bandaged. He had damaged 
it badly, while deer-stalking, I knew. In his 
sleep he was smiling a pleasant smile. 

“Tell me,” she entreated, with a thrill in 
her voice. “I 
shall break it 
to him best.” 
I shook my 
head. 

“Bob, I 
called. “ Bob !” 

He opened 
his eyes and 

looked up 

at us. 

“ What !” 
he cried, 
with his 
ready laugh. 
“Flora! 
Frank !” 

She shrank 
from me 
suddenly. We had 
been lovers once and 
were lovers no more. 

“ No,” I said, with 

a choke in my voice. 

“It is not that. It 

is be brave, dear old 
Bob.” I struggled with 
the words that would not 
come and sat down on 


a chair. His face went 
slowly white. 
“Ts he dead?” I 


wiped my forehead. 
“Worse!” He grasped 
the arms of his chair 
and Flora leaned forward. 
“T will not believe it,” she said, passion- 


ately. Her brother held up his hand. 
“Tell us, Frank.” I cleared my throat 
desperately. 


“It was just after daylight ; about a quar- 
ter to seven this morning. I was shaving. 
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The landlady knocked to say that some- 
one wanted to see me. He would not give 
his name, and he looked as if he had been 
out all night, she reported. I told her to 
send him away; but she came back to say 
that he would not go. So I saw him. It 
was Hector.” I paused. 

“ Yes ? ” 

“ He—I wish I could say something to 
soften it—he had fallen into difficulties over 
racing and speculation.” 

“Oh!” cried Flora, scornfully ; “if shat 
is all!” She stopped suddenly, seeing my 
face. 

“He took £10,000 of his employers’ 
money.” I turned my face away not to see 
theirs. “Of course, he did not mean to keep 
it.” 

“Ten thousand pounds!” said Robert 
Bain, in a hard whisper. ‘Things had gone 
hardly with them of late, and the estate was 
heavily mortgaged. He could not raise a 
quarter of the sum. 

“Tt would be found out unless he could 
pay by to-morrow morning. If I had had 
the money ” I looked at them appeal- 
ingly. ‘You know?” 

“ Yes, Frank,” he answered, “I know.” 

Flora’s white fingers played restlessly on 
the little table beside her. 

“ And I know,” she confessed, almost in- 
audibly. 

“Clarkson and Read are hard men 

“ Hard men,” she echoed: 

“ There was nothing to hope for from them. 
He had been to your Uncle Donald, know- 
ing of no one else who could find the money. 
Your uncle refused and ordered him out of 
the house. He came to ask my help to get 
away from the country.” 

“ The coward!” hissed his brother. Flora’s 
eyes blazed at him for an instant, then she 
turned to me. 

“Our Hector! You helped him? Frank 
—you helped him ?” 

“T helped him.” 

“T need not have asked,” she murmured, 
half to herself. “ You were always kind.” 

“Where is he going?” inquired his 
brother, in a dull, level voice. 

“To Australia. There is a small cargo 
vessel, the Anne Jane, sailing from Liverpool 
before daylight to-morrow. He is going in 
her. I have given him what money I could 
lay my hands on. The other is all gone.” 
Robert groaned. “He asked me to come 
and break it to you.” I laughed, hollowly. 
“I have done it badly, but-——” 

“ May God bless you!” said Flora. 





» 
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brother said nothing, but held out his 
hand. 

“I was to beg of you to forgive him.” 

“Never!” he cried. Flora buried her 
face in the sofa pillow. 

“I think you would pity him if you had 


seen him.” Robert Bain shook his head, 
sternly. 

“ Bob!” cried Flora. “ Bob, dear! He 
was our mother’s son-—her baby. She— 


Bob!” She put her hand on his knee. 

“ He is only a boy,” I pleaded. 

“Only a boy,” echoed Flora. 

Her brother said nothing; but he nodded 
slowly as he turned away to the fire. 

We avoided one another’s eyes for a long 
time. In the silence the quaint high clock 
on the mantelshelf ticked obtrusively. I 
remembered Hector’s mother holding him 
up to touch the mailed supporters. He was 
a baby then and I was a child. He was 
barely twenty now. .... He looked so 
haggard and ill He always used to 
be so merry. 

“Dinner is ready, sir,” said McAlister, 
glancing anxiously from one to the other. 
It must be a grave secret, he knew, that was 
kept from him. 

“Presently.” Robert waved his hand. 

“Mr. Arnold will have come all the way 
from London, sir,” the old man protested. 

“Iam not hungry, McAlister, thank you.’ 
He retired, with a sigh. 

“ They will all know,” Flora sobbed, tear- 
lessly. Her brother seemed to shrink in his 
chair, and I sought vainly for any word of 
comfort. 

The fire flickered and went low, but no 
one moved to mend it. The old collie on 
the rug looked up in his master’s face and 
whined, but he took no notice. Hector was 
always fond of the dog. 

“Dinner is ready, sir,” said McAlister 
again. His master frowned impatiently. 

“ For appearance’ sake,” whispered Flora. 
Bob rose slowly, and we helped him into the 
dining-room. 

We had scarcely commenced when there 
came a loud knock at the hall-door. It was 
a telegram. Robert Bain glanced at it and 
leaned forward, excitedly. 

“ Has the man a horse?” 

“No, sir. He came on foot from Long 
Hill.” It is a village five miles away. 

“Give him something to eat and drink,” 
he said, mechanically, “and let him go.” 

The telegram shook in his hand. I took 
the flimsy paper from him and read it 
aloud :— 
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“For sake of family will do what is 
necessary. Send Hector to me at once.— 
DonaLpD Ban.” 

“We must telegraph to Hector to-night,” 
cried Flora, excitedly. “ It will be too late 
in the morning.” Her brother took out his 
watch. 

“It is now five minutes past eight. The 
telegraph office at Ben Vallon closes at nine. 
It is eleven miles away.” I stood up. 

“ Let me have old Bess.” 

“No, no!” cried Flora. 
know the road.” 
“ J will go.” 

“ Bess could not do it,” said her brother. 
“She is a cripple, like me.” 


“You do not 
It was a dangerous one. 
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He looked at his bandaged leg and 
groaned. Flora laid her arms on the table 
and put her head down on them. 

“I learnt to cycle at the end of the 
summer,” I told them. “I am only a 
beginner, but if I knew the road a 

Flora sprang up with her eyes ablaze. 

“ Will you ride with me?” 

“Yes,” I answered, promptly. I would 
have ridden with her to the end of the world 
—and beyond ! 

“ It is to death,” said her brother, hoarsely. 
Flora laughed her soft, deep laugh. 

“In good company!” She smiled at me 
and held out her hand. I pressed it firmly. 

“ To live in or die in !” I vowed. 








‘FLORA SPRANG UP WITH HER EYES ABLAZE.” 


“I will go on my bicycle,” said Flora. 

“Tt would be murder!” I cried. “The 
road is barely rideable even in daylight.” 

“It would be murder not to go,” she 
answered, determinedly. 

“I sent your machine to be cleaned this 
afternoon,” said Bob. 

She brushed her hair impatiently from her 
forehead. 

“I must go. I can ride the tandem.” 

“ My poor girl, you could not drive it alone. 
If I were able——” 
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She ran away for her hat. I got the 
machine ready and waited outside in the 
mist. Robert Bain came to the door, lean- 
ing on McAlisters arm. In a few moments 
she tripped down the stairs, a slim, graceful 
figure, in a slight jacket and fur cap. 

“Good-bye, Bob, dear,” she cried. “ Don’t 
worry. You taught me to ride.” Then she 
was beside me. 

“ If we come back, Flora,” I whispered, as 
I held the machine for her, “I have some- 
thing to explain.” 
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“ Nothing, Frank,” she said, emphatically. 

Then I leapt up, and we dashed into the 
darkness. 

The tandem was a front-steerer and, 
luckily, her seat was in front. She was an 
expert rider and knew every inch of the 
rough road. I was a novice at cycling and, 
indeed, had never been on a tandem before ; 
but I had a good balance and plenty of nerve, 
and all my life had been trained to athletic 
exercise. So I gripped the handles firmly 
and pedalled hard, watching the slim figure in 
front of me, and swaying as she swayed. The 
cycle dipped into hollows, rose upon mounds, 
and leapt over stones. Once a broken 
branch lying on the road nearly threw us off. 
Twice I lost the pedals and tore the skin off 
my ankles in regaining them, but still we 
kept on. $ 

“To the left,” she cried. We whirled 
round the corner at the cross-roads. “ Back 
pedal!” The machine became almost un- 
manageable down a steep decline. “Hold 
tight, I am going through the gap.” The 
hedge brushed my arm as we dropped a foot 
into the narrow lane. We toiled through 
deep mud and over newly-laid flints. I 
could scarcely keep my feet for the jolt- 
ing. There was a sudden whirr, and she 
gasped. 

“Tt is only an owl.” 
unsteady laugh. 

“ Don’t,” she cried. “Don’t!” I touched 
her shoulder gently with my hand. “ You 
are so good.” 

“ You are so brave,” I told her. 

“Only because you—/o the right!” We 
wheeled into the main road again and toiled 
up the steep hill. The machine rattled and 
strained with our exertions. 

“ Slower,” she commanded. 
sure—the left!” 

My pedal grazed the milestone as we 
turned sharply away from it. 

“Another eight miles,” she said. I set 
my teeth and struggled on. The unaccus- 
tomed exertion was telling on me. “ Faster, 
can your” ; 

“TIL do my best.” I was beginning to 
fear that my best was not good enough. 

“I never doubted it.” She smiled back at 
me over her shoulder for a second. I knew 
that she smiled, though I could not see in the 
dark. “Seven miles.” 

“ Are we near the top of the hill?” My 
breath was coming quickly and my legs were 
growing stiff. It was terrible riding for a raw 
hand. 

“ J-—I think so.” 


I laughed an 


“I am not 
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A couple of dim lights struggled through 
the fog. 

“This must be the village.” 

“Yes. No! The left!” 
breath of a horse. 

We grazed along the wall as we passed a 
dog-cart. “Are you hurt?” she asked, 
breathlessly. 

“No,” I told her. My left elbow had 
been struck, but the numbness would soon 
pass, I hoped. 

“Long Hill !-” 

A number of little lights streaked into the 
mist. ‘There was a faint red glimmer at the 
doctor’s door. A noisy chorus of invisible 
singers announced the village inn. The kirk 


I felt the hot 


at the roadside towered dimly over us. The 
clock struck the half-hour as we passed. 
“Six miles to go,” I said. “I am 


afraid——” 

“We must do it,” she cried; “we must.” 
I did not answer. ‘ Oh, Frank !” 

“We will do it,” I assured her; but I did 
not think so. 

When we had passed the village we ran 
down hill for nearly three miles. The slope 
varied in all degrees from gentle to steep, 
and all the way we went as fast as we could 
go. She leaned over the’ handle-bar, strain- 
ing her eyes to see the hedge on either side. 
I bent steadily to my work, with my eyes 
fixed on her. At the foot of the hill she 
drew a long breath. 

“We may do it now,” she said, but she 
was breathing hard and I was nearly spent. 
We were too tired to pedal evenly, and the 
machine was swaying a good deal. 

“We will do it,” I said. She detected the 
lack of confidence in my voice and sighed. 

“'The next lamp. Can you see the time?” 
I drew out my watch at the risk of over- 
balancing, not being used to relying upon one 
hand. 

“ A quarter to nine.” 
ing cry. 

“ There are over three miles to go. 
no use.” 

“We can try.” I struggled fiercely with 
the resisting pedals. “Isnt there a short 
cut ?” 

“ Ves,” she hesitated. 
he is not your brother.” 

“ He is yours.” 

She shook her head quickly. 

“ Your life——” 

“Ts yours,” I told her. She did not speak 
Then she put one hand 
behind her and I touched it with my lips. 

“Hold firmly when I tell you,” 


She gave a despair- 


It is 


“There zs, but— 


she 
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warned me. “We are near... Another 
moment... Now!” 

We bounded down a bank and up a bank. 
A couple of tall trees seemed to leap at us 
from the dark, but we whirled past them. 
Then we seemed to rise into the air; sank 


into a soft heap, tottered, almost stopped, 


went on again... . 
“I have lost the track! Frank! Dear 
Frank !” 


I let go the handles and put my arms 
round her. We seemed to fly into space. 
Something black and vague rose in front of 
us. I thought 
it was a wall, 
and put out my 
arm to fend 
her. Then my 
head struck 
against some- 
thing. I lost 
everything for 
a moment. 
When I found 
myself I was 
sitting up, grop- 
ing wildly for 
her. 

“Flora!” I 
cried. “Flora!” 
Suddenly I felt 
her arms round 
my neck and 
her lips close 
to mine. 

“ I. thought 
you were dead,” 
she sobbed. 
“ And I wanted 
to tell you—- 
you know!” 

“ Dear love,” 
I cried. “I 
know.” 

We said no- 





639 


bushes, and just missing the dikes. When 
we came out into the road again the fog was 
clearing off and we could see almost from 
lamp to lamp. Shortly we came to the little 
group of cottages called “ Mile Town,” and 
the clock struck nine. 

Soon after we heard the distant, indescrib- 
able murmur of the town, and the lights 
began to peep out one by one. A goods 
train was shunting in the station. We could 


hear the rattle of the trucks and a porter 
shouting to the guard. 
“ The station,” I said. 


“There is 
no light in the 
office.” Her 
voice broke. 
“We are too 
late.” 

We dashed 
into the un- 
lighted station 
yard. A short, 
stout man was 


locking the 
door behind 
him. 


“Are you 
the telegraph 
clerk?” I asked. 
He turned the 
key slowly and 
put it in his 
pocket. 

“T was,” he 
answered, 
gruffly, “five 
minutes ago.” 

“ If you were 
still,” I said, 
quickly, “you 

. would be richer 
by 2 sovereign.” 

He took the 
key out of his 


thing more for pocket, un- 
a few moments. locked the 
Then I sud- door, and went 
denly remem- in. Then he 
` bered. lit a candle-end 

“ The cycle,” deliberately 
I cried. “ Per- HARE YOU THE TELEGRAPH CLERK ?' I ASKED.” and held out 
haps there is a telegraph 
time.” form. ... 

We felt in the dark till we found it. We When the telegram was dispatched we 
had fallen on soft earth and it was un- went to the village inn. They laid a frugal 


damaged. After a short search we recovered 
the track and went on again, over heaps of 
stones and across broken ground, skimming 
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meal for us. We sat down to it with our 
chairs touching and pretended to eat. We 
did not say much. Though we were lovers 
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again there was a constraint between us. We 
had not been skilful enough in the past to 
reconcile two strong wills ; and we knew that 
we had to face the old problem again. 

After dinner they harnessed a shaggy little 
pony in an ancient vehicle, and I helped her 
into it. In default of a rug I borrowed a 
blanket to put round her. She insisted on 
sharing it with me when I got up by her 
side. The pony went off at a jog-trot as I 
sat down; but neither of us touched the 
reins. The fog had cleared off and the stars 
were shining. They made little sparklets in 
her eyes as she turned to me. 
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“Tt isthe start of a long journey, Frank,” 
she said. “Your hand must guide.” Her 
lips trembled a little, and I looked for a 
moment at the brave, tender face and realized 
how much it cost her to say the words. 
Then I picked up the reins and gave them 
to her. 

“To-night,” I said, “ my life has been safe 
in your guiding hands.” She leaned gently 
against me. 

“ Dear 
mine !” 

And so, with my hand over hers, we 
started our journey ! 


love,” she whispered, ‘ guide 








At Sunwich Port. 
By W. W. Jacoss. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
CNS APTAIN NUGENT awoke 
7 Fi the morning after his attempt 

to crimp his son with a bad 
headache. Not an ordinary 
headache, to disappear with a 
little cold water and fresh air ; 
but a splitting, racking affair, which made 
him feel all head and dulness. Weights 
pressed upon his eyelids and the back of his 
head seemed glued to his pillow. 

He groaned faintly and, raising himself 
upon his elbow, opened his eyes and sat up 
with a sharp exclamation. His bed was 
higher from the floor than usual and, more- 
over, the floor was different. In the dim 
light he distinctly saw a ship’s forecastle, 
untidy bunks with frouzy bedclothes, and 
shiny oilskins hanging from the bulkhead. 

For a few moments he stared about in 
mystification ; he was certainly ill, and no 
doubt the forecastle was an ‘hallucination. 
It was a strange symptom, 
and the odd part of it was 
that everything was so dis- 
tinct. Even the smell. He ` 
stared harder, in the hope 
that his surroundings would 
give place to the usual ones, 
and, leaning a little bit more 
on his elbow, nearly rolled out 
of the bunk. Resolved to 
probe this mystery to the 
bottom he lowered himself to 
the floor and felt distinctly 
the motion of a ship at sea. 

There was no doubt about it. 
He staggered to the door and, 
holding by the side, looked on to 
the deck. The steamer was roll- 
ing in a fresh sea and a sweet 
strong wind blew refreshingly into 
his face. Funnels, bridge, and 
masts swung with a rhythmical 
motion ; loose gear rattled, and 
every now and then a. distant 
tinkle sounded faintly from the 
steward’s pantry. 

He stood bewildered, trying to piece 
together the events of the preceding night, 
and to try and understand by what miracle 
he was back on board his old ship the 
Conqueror. There was no doubt as to her 
identity. He knew every inch of her, and 
any further confirmation that might be 
required was fully supplied by the appear- 

Vol. xxii,—81. 
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ance of the long, lean figure of Captain 
Hardy on the bridge. 

Captain Nugent took his breath sharply 
and began to realize the situation. He 
stepped to the side and looked over; the 
harbour was only a little way astern, and 
Sunwich itself, looking cold and cheerless 
beyond the dirty, tumbling seas, little more 
than a mile distant. 

At the sight his spirits revived, and with 
a hoarse cry he ran shouting towards the 
bridge. Captain Hardy turned sharply at 
the noise, and re- 
cognising the in- 
truder stood peering 
down at him in 
undisguised amaze- 
ment. 












“Put 
cried 
waving 
him. 
back.” 

“What on earth 
are you doing on my 
ship?” inquired the 
astonished Hardy. 

“Put me ashore,” 
cried Nugent, impe- 


back,” 
Nugent, 
up at 
“Put 


riously ; ‘don’t waste 
F : time talking. Dye 
HE STEPPED TO THE SIDE AND 
LOOKED OVER.” h ear? Put me 
ashore.” 


The amazement died out of Hardy’s face 
and gave way to an expression of anger. 
For a time he regarded the red and threaten- 
ing visage of Captain Nugent in silence, then 
he turned to the second officer. 

“ This man is not one of the crew, Mr. 
Prowle?” he said, in a puzzled voice. 

“No, sir,” said Mr. Prowle. 
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“ How did he get aboard here ?” 

Captain Nugent answered the question 
himself. “JI was crimped by you and your 
drunken bullies,” he said, sternly. 

“How did this man get aboard here?” 
repeated Captain Hardy, ignoring him. 

“He must have concealed himself some- 
where, sir,” said the mate; “this is the first 
Pve seen of him.” 

“A stowaway? ” said the captain, bending 
his brows. ‘ He must have got some of the 
crew to hide him aboard. Youd better 
make a clean breast of it, my lad. Who are 
your confederates ?” 

Captain Nugent shook with fury. The 
second mate had turned away, with his hand 
over his mouth and a suspicious hunching of 
his shoulders, while the steward, who had 
been standing by, beat a hasty retreat and 
collapsed behind the chart-room. 

“Tf you don’t put me ashore,” said Nugent, 
restraining his passion by a strong effort, 
“TIl take proceedings against you for crimp- 
ing me, the moment I reach port. Get a 
boat out and put me aboard that smack.” 

He pointed as he spoke to a smack which 
was just on their beam, making slowly for the 
harbour. 

“When you’ve done issuing orders,” said 
the captain, in an indifferent voice, “ perhaps 
you'll explain what you are doing aboard my 
craft.” 

Captain Nugent gazed at the stern of the 
fast-receding smack ; Sunwich was getting 
dim in the distance and there was no other 
sail near. He began to realize that he was 
in for a long voyage. 

“I awoke this morning and found myself 
in a bunk in your fo’c’s‘le,” he said, regard- 
ing Hardy steadily. ‘How I got there is 
probably best known to yourself. I hold 
you responsible for the affair.” 

“ Look here, my lad,” said Captain Hardy, 
in patronizing tones, “ I don’t know how you 
got aboard my ship and I don’t care. I am 
willing to believe that it was not intentional 
on your part, but either the outcome of a 
drunken freak or else a means of escaping 
from some scrape you have got into ashore. 
That being so, I shall take a merciful view 
of it, and if you behave yourself and make 
yourself useful you will not hear anything 
more of it. He has something the look of 
a seafaring man, Mr. Prowle. See what you 
can make of him.” 

“Come along with me, my lad,” said the 
grinning Mr. Prowle, tapping him on the 
shoulder. 

The captain turned with a snarl, and, 
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clenching his huge, horny fist, let drive 
full in the other’s face and knocked him off 
his feet. 

“Take that man forard,” cried Captain 
Hardy, sharply. ‘Take him for’ard.” 

Half-a-dozen willing men sprang forward. 
Captain Nugent’s views concerning sailormen 
were well known in Sunwich, and two of the 
men present had served under him. He 
went forward, the centre of an attentive and 
rotating circle, and, sadly out of breath, was 
bestowed in the forecastle and urged to listen 
to reason. 

For the remainder of the morning he 
made no sign. The land was almost out of 
sight, and he sat down quietly to consider his 
course of action for the next few weeks. 
Dinner-time found him still engrossed in 
thought, and the way in which he received 
an intimation from a good-natured seaman 
that his dinner was getting cold showed that 
his spirits were still unquelled. 

By the time afternoon came he was faint 
with hunger, and, having determined upon 
his course of action, he sent a fairly polite 
message to Captain Hardy and asked for an 
interview, 

The captain, who was resting from his 
labours in the chart-room, received him with 
the same air of cold severity which had so 
endeared Captain Nugent himself to his 
subordinates. 

“You have come to explain your extra- 
ordinary behaviour of this morning, I sup- 
pose ?” he said, curtly. 

“I have come to secure a berth aft,” said 
Captain Nugent. “I will pay a small deposit 
now, and you will, of course, have the balance 
as soon as we get back. This is without 
prejudice to any action I may bring against 
you later on.” 

“Oh, indeed,” said the other, raising his 
eyebrows. “We don’t take passengers.” 

“I am here against my will,” said Captain 
Nugent, “and I demand the treatment due 
to my position.” 

“If I had treated you properly,” said 
Captain Hardy, “ I should have put you in 
irons for knocking down my second officer. 
I know nothing about you or your position. 
You're a stowaway, and you must do the 
best you can in the circumstances.” 

“Are you going to give me a cabin?” 
demanded the other, menacingly. 

“Certainly not,” said Captain Hardy. “I 
have been making inquiries, and I find that 
you have only yourself to thank for the 
position in which you find yourself. I am 
sorry to be harsh with you.” 
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“ Harsh?” repeated the other, hardly able 
to believe his ears. “ You—harsh to me?” 

“But it is for your own good,” pursued 
Captain Hardy ; “it is no pleasure to me to 
punish you. I shall keep an eye on you 
while you’re aboard, and if I see that your 
conduct is improving you will find that I am 
not a hard man to get on with.” 

Captain Nugent stared at him with his 
lips parted. ‘Three times he essayed to 
speak and failed; then he turned sharply 
and, gaining the open air, stood for some 
time trying to regain his composure before 
going forward again. The first mate, who 
was on the bridge, regarded him curiously, 
and then, with an insufferable air of authority, 
ordered him away. 

The captain obeyed mechanically and, 
turning a deaf ear to the inquiries of the 
men, prepared to make the best of an in- 
tolerable situation, and began to cleanse his 
bunk. First of all he took out the bedding 


and shook it thoroughly, and then, procuring - 


soap and a bucket of water, began to scrub 
with a will. Hostile comments followed the 
action. 

“We aint clean enough for 
im,” said one voice. 

“ Partikler old party, ain't he, 

. Bill?” said another. 

“« You leave ‘im alone,” said the 
man addressed, surveying the 
captain’s efforts with 
a smile of approval. 
“You keep on, 
Nugent, don’t you 
mind ’im. There’s 
a little bit there you 
ain’t done.” 

“Keep your head 
out of the way, unless 
you want it knocked 
off,” said the in- 
censed captain. 

“Ho!” said the 
aggrieved Bill. “ Ho, 
indeed! Dye ’ear 
that, mates? A man 
mustn’t look: at ’is 

own bunk now.” 
The captain turned 
as though he had 
been stung. “This 
is my bunk,” he said, 


sharply. : f 
“ Ho, is it?” said 
Bill. “ Beggin? of 


your pardon, an’ 
apologizing for a- 
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contradictin’ of you, but it’s mine. You 
haven’t got no bunk.” 

“T slept in it last night,” said the captain, 
conclusively. 

“T know you did,” said Bill, “but that 
was all my kind~artedness.” 

“ And ‘arf a quid, Bill,” a voice reminded 
him. 

“ And ’arf a quid,” assented Bill, graciously, 
“and I’m very much obliged to you, mate, 
for the careful and tidy way in which you’ve 
cleaned up arter yourself.” 

The captain eyed him. Many years of 
command at sea had given him a fine 
manner, and force of habit was for a moment 
almost too much for Bill and his friends. 
But only for a moment. 

“Im going to keep this bunk,” said the 
captain, deliberately. 

“No, you ain't, mate,” said Bill, shaking 
his head, “don’t you believe it. You're 


nobody down here; not even a ordinary sea- 
man. 
for yourself on the carpet. 
corner over there.” 


I’m afraid you'll ’ave to clean a place 
There’s a nice 
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“When I get back,” said the furious 
captain, “ 
night’s work.” 

“Don’t be hard on us,” said a mocking 
voice, “ we did our best. It aint our fault 
that you look so ridikerlously young, that 
we took you for your own son.” 

“And you was in that state that ‘you 
couidn’t contradict us,” said another man. 

“Tf it is your bunk,” said the captain, 
sternly, “I suppose you have a right to it. 
But perhaps you'll sell it to me? How 
much ?” 

“Now you're talking bisness,” said the 
highly gratified Bill, turning with a threaten- 
ing gesture upon a speculator opposite. 
“Wot do you say to a couple o’ pounds?” 

The captain nodded. 

“Couple o’ pounds, money down,” 
Bill, holding out his hand. 

The captain examined the contents of his 
pocket, and after considerable friction bought 
the bunk for a pound cash and an I O U for 
the balance. 

A more humane man would have shown a 
little concern as to his benefactor’s sleeping- 
place ; but the captain never gave the matter 
a thought. In fact, it 
was not until three 
days later that he dis- 
covered there was a 
spare bunk in the fore- 
castle, and that the 
unscrupulous seaman 
was occupying it. 

It was only one of 
many annoyances, but 
the captain realiz- 
ing his impotence 
made no sign. From 
certain remarks let 
fall in his hearing 
he had no difficulty 
in connecting Mr. 
Kybird with his dis- 
comfiture and, of his 
own desire, he freely 
included the unfor- 
tunate Mr. Wilks. 

He passed his 
time in devising 
schemes of ven- 
geance, and when 
Captain Hardy, 
relenting, offered 
him a cabin aft, 
he sent back such 
a message of re- 
fusal that the 


said 
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steward spent half an hour preparing a 
paraphrase. The offer was not repeated, and 
the captain, despite the strong representa- 
tions of Bill and his friends, continued to 
eat the bread of idleness before the mast. 





CHAPTER XV. 

Mr. ADOLPHUS SWANN spent a very agree- 
able afternoon after his interview with 
Nathan Smith in refusing to satisfy what he 
termed the idle curiosity of his partner. The 
secret of Captain Nugent’s whereabouts, he 
declared, was not to be told to everybody, 
but was to be confided by a man of insinuat- 
ing address and appearance—here he looked 
at himself in a hand-glass—to Miss Nugent. 
To be broken to her by a man with no 
ulterior motives for his visit; a man in the 
prime of life, but not too old for a little 
tender sympathy. 

“I had hoped to have gone this after~ 
noon,” he said, with a glance at the clock ; 
“but I’m afraid I can’t get away. Have you 
got much to do, Hardy ?” 

“No,” said his partner, 
finished.” 

“Then perhaps you wouldn’t mind doing 
my work for me, so that I can 
go?” said Mr. Swann, mildly. 

Hardy played with his pen. 
The senior partner had been 
amusing himself at his expense 
for some time, and in the hope 
of a favour at his 
hands he had en- 
dured it with un- 
usual patience. 

“Fouro’clock,” 
murmured the 
senior partner ; 
“hadn't you bet- 
ter see about mak- 
ing yourself present- 
able, Hardy?” 

“Thanks,” said 
the other, with alac- 
rity, as he took off 
his coat and crossed 
over to the little 
washstand. In five 
minutes he had 
finished his toilet 
and, giving his 
partner a little 
friendly pat on the 
shoulder, locked up 
his desk. 

“Well?” he said, 
at last. 


briskly. “I’ve 
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“Well?” repeated Mr. Swann, with a little 
surprise. 

“What am I to tell them?” inquired 
Hardy, struggling to keep his temper. 

“Tell them?” repeated the innocent 
Swann. “Lor bless my soul, how you do 
jump at conclusions, Hardy. I only asked 
you to tidy yourself for my sake. I have an 
artistic eye. I thought you had done it to 
please me.” 

“When you're tired of this nonsense,” said 
the indignant Hardy, “I shall be glad.” 

Mr. Swann looked him over carefully and, 
coming to the conclusion that his patience 
was exhausted, told him the result of his 
inquiries. His immediate reward was the 
utter incredulity of Mr. Hardy, together with 
some pungent criticisms of his veracity. 
When the young man did realize at last that 
he was speaking the truth he fell to wonder- 
ing blankly what was happening aboard the 
Conqueror. 

“ Never mind about that,” said the older 
man. “For a few weeks you have got a clear 
field. It is quite a bond between you: both 
your fathers on the same ship. But whatever 
you do, don’t remind her of 
the fate of the Kilkenny cats. 
Draw a fancy picture of the 
two fathers sitting with their 
arms about each other’s waists 
and wondering whether their 
children——” 

Hardy left hurriedly, in fear 
that his indignation at such 
frivolity should overcome his 
gratitude, and he regretted as 
he walked briskly along that 
the diffidence peculiar to 
young men in his circum- 
stances had prevented him 
from acquainting his father 
with the state of his feelings 
towards Kate Nugent. 

The idea of taking advan- 
tage of the captain’s enforced 
absence had occurred to other 
people besides Mr. James 
Hardy. Dr. Murchison, who 
had found the captain, despite 
his bias in his favour, a par- 
ticularly tiresome third, was 
taking the fullest advantage 
of it; and Mrs. Kybird had 
also judged it an admirable opportunity for pay- 
ing a first call. Mr. Kybird, who had not taken 
her im^ his confidence in the affair, protested 
in vain ; the lady was determined, and, more- 
over, had tõe warm support of her daughter. 
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“I know what I’m doing, Dan’l,” she said 
to her husband. 

Mr. Kybird doubted it, but held his peace ; 
and the objections of Jack Nugent, who 
found to his dismay that he was to be of the 
party, were deemed too trivial to be worthy 
of serious consideration. 

They started shortly after Jem Hardy had 
left his office, despite the fact that Mrs. 
Kybird, who was troubled with asthma, was 
suffering untold agonies in a black satin 
dress which had been originally made for a 
much smaller woman, and had come into 
her husband’s hands in the way of business. 
It got into hers in what the defrauded 
Mr. Kybird considered an extremely un- 
businesslike manner, and it was not without 
a certain amount of satisfaction that he 
regarded her discomfiture as the party sallied 
out. 


Mr. Nugent was not happy. Mrs. Kybird 


in the snug seclusion of the back parlour 
was one thing; Mrs. Kybird in black satin 
at its utmost tension and a circular hat set 
with sable ostrich plumes nodding in the 
He felt that the public 


breeze was another. 





“IT WAS NOT WITHOUT A CERTAIN 


AMOUNT OF SATISFACTION THAT HE REGARDED HER DISCOMFITURE.” 


eye was upon them and that it twinkled. 
His gaze wandered from mother to 
daughter. 

“What are you staring at ?” demanded 
Miss Kybird, pertly. 
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“I was thinking how well you are look- 
ing,” was the reply. 

Miss Kybird smiled. She had hoisted 
some daring colours, but she was of a bold 
type and carried them fairly well. 

“If I ’ad the woman what made this 
dress ’ere,” gasped Mrs. Kybird, as she 
stopped with her hand on her side, “Pd 
give her a bit o’ my mind.” 

“I never saw you look so well in anything 
before, ma,” said her daughter. 

Mrs. Kybird smiled faintly and continued 
her pilgrimage. Jem Hardy coming up 
rapidly behind composed his amused features 
and stepped into the road to pass. 

“ Halloa, Hardy,” said Nugent. 
home ?” 

“I am calling on your sister,” said Hardy, 
bowing. 

“ By Jove, soare we, 


“ Going 


” said Nugent, relieved 
to find this friend in need. “Well go 
together. You know Mrs. 
Kybird and Miss Kybird ? 
That is Mrs. Kybird.” 

Mrs. Kybird bade him “Go 
along, do,” and acknowledged 
the introduction 
with as stately a bow 
as the black satin 
would permit, and 
before the dazed 
Jem quite knew how 
it all happened he 
was leading the way 
with Mrs. Kybird, 
while the young 
people, as she called 
them, followed be- 
hind. 

“We aint look- 
ing at you,” she 
said, playfully, 
over her shoulder. 

“And were try- 
ing to shut our eyes 
to your goings on,” > 
retorted Nugent. 

Mrs. Kybird stopped and, with a half-turn, 
playfully reached for him with her umbrella. 
The exertion and the joke combined took 
the remnant of her breath away, and she 
stood still, panting. 

“You had better take Hardys arm, I 
think,” said Nugent, with affected solicitude. 

“Its my breath,” explained Mrs. Kybird, 
turning to the fuming young man by her 
side. “I can ’ardly get along for it—I’m 
much obliged to you, I’m sure.” 

Mr. Hardy, with a vain attempt to catch 


Digitized by Goc gle 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


Jack Nugent’s eye, resigned himself to his 
fate, and with his fair burden on his arm 
walked with painful slowness towards Equator 
Lodge. A ribald voice from the other side 
of the road, addressing his companion as 
“ Mother Kybird,” told her not to hug the 
man, and a small boy whom they met loudly 
asseverated his firm intention of going straight 
off to tell Mr. Kybird. 

By the time they reached the house Mr. 
Hardy entertained views on homicide which 
would have appeared impossible to him 
half an hour before. He flushed crimson as 
he saw the astonished face of Kate Nugent 
at the window, and, pausing at the gate to 
wait for the others, discovered that they had 
disappeared. A rooted dislike to scenes of 
any kind, together with a keen eye for the 
ludicrous, had pompe Jack Nugent to 
suggest a plea- 
sant stroll to 
Amelia and 










“MR. HARDY RESIGNED HIMSELF TO HIS PATE.” 





put in an appearance later cn. 

“We won't wait for “im,” said 
Mrs. Kybird, with decision ; “if I don't get 
a sit down soon I shall drop.” 

Still clinging to the reluctant Hardy sh: 
walked up the path ; farther back in the ‘dark- 
ness of the room the unfortunate your- 
gentleman saw the faces of Dr. Murchis: ! 
and Mrs. Kingdom. 

“And ’ow are you, Bella?” inquires 
Mrs. Kybird with kindly condescensicr 
“Ts Mrs. Kingdom at ’ome ?” 

She pushed her way past the astonish: 
Bella and, followed by Mr. Hardy, entered : 
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room. Mrs. Kingdom, with a red spot on 
each cheek, rose to receive them. 

“T ought to ’ave come before,” said Mrs. 
Kybird, subsiding thankfully into a chair, 
“but I’m such a bad walker. I ’ope I see 
you well.” 

“We are very well, thank you,” said Mrs. 
Kingdom, stiffly. 

“That’s right,” said her visitor, cordially ; 
“ what a blessing ealth is. What should we 
do without it, I wonder?” 

She leaned back in her chair and shook 
her head at the prospect. There was an 
awkward lull, and in the offended gaze of 
Miss Nugent Mr. Hardy saw only too plainly 
that he was held responsible for the appear- 
ance of the unwelcome visitor. 

“I was coming to see you,” he said, 
leaving his chair and taking one near her. 
“ I met your brother coming along, and he 
introduced me to Mrs. Kybird and_ her 
daughter and suggested we should come 
together.” 

Miss Nugent received the information with 
a civil bow, and renewed her conversation 
with Dr. Murchison, whose face showed such a 
keen appreciation of the situation that Hardy 
had some difficulty in masking his feelings. 

“They're a long time a-coming,” said Mrs. 
Kybird, smiling archly; “but there, when 
young people are keeping company they 
forget everything and everybody. They 
didn’t trouble about me; if it ’adn’t been for 
Mr. ’Ardy giving me ’is arm I should never 
’ave got here.” 

There was a prolonged silence. Dr. Mur- 
chison gave a whimsical glance at Miss 
Nugent, and meeting no response in that 
lady’s indignant eyes, stroked his moustache 
and waited events. 

“It looks as though your brother is not 
coming,” said Hardy to Miss Nugent. 

“He'll turn up by-and-by,” interposed 
Mrs. Kybird, looking somewhat morosely at 
the company. “They don’t notice ’ow the 
time flies, that’s all.” 

“Time does go,” murmured Mrs. King- 
dom, with a glance at the clock. 

Mrs. Kybird started. “ Ah, and we notice 
it too, ma'am, at our age,” she said, sweetly, 
as she settled herself in her chair and clasped 
her hands in her lap. “I can’t ’elp looking 
at you, my dear,” she continued, looking over 
at Miss Nugent. “There’s such a wonderful 
likeness between Jack and you. Don’t you 
think so, maam?” 

Mrs. Kingdom in a freezing voice said that 
she had not noticed it. 

“Of course,” said Mrs. Kybird, glancing 
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at her from the corner of her eye, ‘ Jack 
has ’ad to rough it, pore feller, and that’s 
left its mark on ’im. I’m sure, when we 
took ‘im in, he was quite done up, so to 
speak. Hed only got what ’e stood up in, 
and the only pair of socks he’d got to his 
feet was in such a state of ’oles that they 
had to be throwed away. I throwed ’em 
away myself.” 

“ Dear me,” said Mrs. Kingdom. 

“ He don’t look like the same feller now,” 
continued the amiable Mrs. Kybird ; “ good 
living and good clothes ’ave worked wonders 
in’im. Pm sure if hed been my own son I 
couldn’t ’ave done more for ’im, and, as for 
Kybird, he’s like a father to him.” 

“ Dear me,” said Mrs. Kingdom, again. 

Mrs. Kybird looked at her. It was on 
the tip of her tongue to call her a poll 
parrot. She was a free-spoken woman as a 
rule, and it was terrible to have to sit still 
and waste all the good things she could have 
said to her in favour of unsatisfying pin- 
pricks. She sat smouldering. 

“I spose you miss the capt’in very 
much ?” she said, at last. 

“ Very much,” was the reply. 

“And I should think ’e misses you,” 
retorted Mrs. Kybird, unable to restrain her- 
self; “e must miss your conversation and, 
what I might call, your liveliness.” 

Mrs. Kingdom turned and regarded her, 
and the red stole back to her cheeks again. 
She smoothed down her dress and her hands 
trembled. Both ladies were now regarding 
each other in a fashion which caused serious 
apprehension to the rest of the company. 

“Tam not a great talker, but I am very 
careful whom I converse with,” said Mrs. 
Kingdom, in her most stately manner. 

“I knew a lady like that once,” said Mrs. 
Kybird ; “leastways, she wasn’t a lady,” she 
added, meditatively. 

Mrs. Kingdom fidgeted, and looked over 
piteously at her niece; Mrs. Kybird, with a 
satisfied sniff, sat bolt upright and meditated 
further assaults. There were at least a score 
of things she could have said about her 
adversary’s cap alone: plain, straightforward 
remarks which would have torn it to shreds. 
The cap fascinated her, and her fingers 
itched as she gazed at it. In’ more con- 
genial surroundings she might have snatched 
at it, but, being a woman of strong character, 
she suppressed her natural instincts, and 
confined herself to more polite methods of 
attack. 

“Your nephew don’t seem to be in no 
hurry,” she remarked, at length ; “ but, there, 
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direckly ’e gets along o’ my daughter ’e forgits 
everything and everybody.” 

“T really don’t think he is coming,” said 
Hardy, moved to speech by the glances of 
Miss Nugent. 

“T shall give hima little longer,” said Mrs. 
Kybird. “I only came ‘ere to please ‘im, 
and to get ’ome alone is more than I can 
do.” 

Miss Nugent looked at Mr. Hardy, and 
her eyes were soft and expressive. As plainly 
as eyes could speak they asked him to take 
Mrs. Kybird home, lest worse things should 
happen. 

“Would it be far out of your way?” she 
asked, in a low voice. 

“ Quite the opposite direction,’ 
Mr. Hardy, firmly. . 

“ How I got ’ere I don’t know,” said Mrs. 
Kybird, addressing the 
room in general; “it’s a 
wonder to me. Well, once 
is enough in a lifetime.” 

“Mr. Hardy,” said Kate 
Nugent, again, in a low 
voice, “I should be so 
much obliged if you would 
take Mrs. Kybird away. 
She seems bent on quarrel- 
ling with my aunt. It is 
very awkward.” 

It was difficult to resist 
the entreaty, but Mr. Hardy 
had a very fair idea of the 
duration of Miss Nugent’s 
gratitude; and, besides 
that, Murchison was only 
too plainly enjoying his 
discomfiture. 

“ She can get home alone 
all right,” he whispered. 

Miss Nugent drew her- 
self up disdainfully ; Dr. 
Murchison, looking scan- 
dalized at his brusqueness, 
hastened to the rescue. 

“ As a medical man,” he 
said, with a considerable 
appearance of gravity, “I 
don’t think that Mrs. Kybird ought to go 
home alone.” 

“Think not?” inquired Hardy, grimly. 

“ Certain of it,” breathed the doctor. 

“Well, why don’t you take her ?” retorted 
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Hardy; “it’s all on your way. { have some 
news for Miss Nugent.” 

Miss Nugent looked from one to the 
other, and mischievous lights appeared in her 
eyes as she gazed at the carefully-groomed 
and fastidious Murchison. From them she 
looked to the other side of the room, 
where Mrs. Kybird was stolidly eyeing Mrs. 
Kingdom, who was trying in vain to appear 
ignorant of the fact. 

“Thank you very much,” said Miss 
Nugent, turning to the doctor. . 

“Im sorry,” began Murchison, with an 
indignant glance at his rival. 

“ Oh, as you please,” said the girl, coldly. 
“ Pray forgive me for asking you.” 

“If you really wish it,” said the doctor, 
rising. 

Miss Nugent smiled upon him, and Hardy 
also gave him a smile of 
kindly encouragement, 
but this he ignored. He 
crossed the room and 
bade Mrs. Kingdom good- 
bye; and then in a few 
disjointed words asked 
Mrs. Kybird whether he 
could be of any assistance 
in seeing her home. 

“Im sure Im much 
obliged to you,” said that 
lady, as she rose. * It 
don’t seem much use for 
me waiting for my future 
son-in-law. I wish you 
good afternoon, ma'am. 
I can understand now why 
Jack didn’t come.” 

With this parting shot 
she quitted the room 
and, leaning on the 
doctor’s arm, sailed majesti- 
cally down the path to the 
gate, every feather on her 
hat trembling in response 
to the excitement below. 

“Good -natured of 
him,” said Hardy, glanc- 
ing from the window, 
with a triumphant smile. 

“ Very,” said Miss Nugent, coldly, as she 
took a seat by her aunt. “What is the news 
to which you referred just now? Is it about 
my father ?” 
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ANIMALS. 


By EDOUARD (CHARLES. 


| CEMETERY for dogs, cats, 
and domestic pets generally, 


| Outrageous! Splendid! Of 
4 course, as the matter strikes 
you so you fit the exclama- 
tion. Different persons see it in different 
lights. Lovers of the truest friend of man will 
disagree with the opinions of those to whom 
a dog is always a dog and never anything else, 
fit only for more kicks than crusts during 
life and the river or the gutter in death. And 
those interested in the public health will 
disagree with them likewise. 

From the hygienic point, at least in the 
case of the more substantial and domestic 
animals, such a cemetery is necessary ; but 
whether or not it is sensible, or in good 
taste, to go so far as to erect monuments, 
more or less costly, inscribed with affectionate 
epitaphs, is a moot point ; apart from the fact 
that it is the outcome of sentiment and a 
well-stocked purse. London has its burial- 
ground for the pet dogs and cats of the 
wealthy close to Hyde Park; in Brussels 
there is a cemetery for this purpose in the 
Laeken Park; but it is in Paris, where 
nothing is done by halves that is worth doing 


at all, that will be found the finest of all 
Vol xxii.—82. 
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from a canary to a monkey. ° 


animal graveyards, and this notwithstanding 
that it is the newest. 

La Nécropole Zoologique, as the spot is 
named, is situated some short distance out- 
side the capital itself, at Asnières, in the 
centre of the River Seine. The notorious Z% 
des Ravageurs would, undoubtedly, always 
have been kept fresh in the memories of 
Parisians by the terrible tales of Eugene Sue 
concerning Parisian suburban life. It was a 
frightful place in the days of which the noted 
author wrote—a social cancer ; its inhabitants 
were beasts in human form—thieves and 
murderers of both sexes in whose hands 
the lives of honest men were not worth a 
moment’s purchase. 

Time and a determined police, however, 
have changed all that, and to-day no more 
peaceful spot than this Ze des Chiens, as it 
nas been rechristened, could be imagined. 
Far from the madding crowd, away from 
the noise and bustle of the busy world, 
surrounded by tall trees which cast a wel- 
come shade over the ground when the sun 
shines warmly and tempers the breeze to the 
sweet-smelling flowers when the wind blows 
across the river, it is an ideal nook for the 
purpose to which it has been devoted. 

Whatever can be said on sentimental 
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grounds against the innovation, its success 
manifests beyond doubt that it fills a long- 
felt want ; for, although the Société Française 
Anonyme du Cimititre pour Chiens et autres 
Animaux Domestiques was only founded a 
couple of years since and the cemetery itself 
only opened last year, some hundreds of 
persons have already displayed in a very 
material manner their devotion to and 
remembrance of deceased pets. 

When its founder mooted the schemeabroad 
he had excellent data to go upon, and he ap- 
pealed both to sense and sentiment, and we 
must not omit gratitude, of which sentiment 
was the outcome. The canine population of 
Paris runs into 150,000. The average life of 
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the waters of the Seine became polluted, and 
in the gutters of the city itself and outside 
the fortifications the dead were deposited by 
night. It is a difficulty the municipal 
authorities have done nothing to cope with 
even to-day, but they pay annually a sum of 
no less than 4,000 francs for the recovery of 
dogs’ bodies. 

With a view to ameliorating this sad 
condition of affairs and providing for 
those whose sentiments prompted them 
to give animals that had perhaps been 
their life-long companions decent inter- 
ment, Mr. Georges Harmois, a well-known 
French littérateur, philanthropist, and 
lover of animals, proposed /a Vécropole 
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a dog is eight years, and the death-rate is 
12 per cent., or 18,000 yearly. By law they 
should each be interred; an Act of Parlia- 
ment passed in 1850 rendered it a punishable 
offence to dispose of a dead dog other than 
by burial. But it did not provide a public 
burial- ground. Persons who had private 
gardens and a regard for their deceased pets, 
if not for the law, buried them therein, but 
the life of Paris did not and does not provide 
a garden for every house, so even those 
who would have liked to prove themselves 
law-abiding citizens had perforce to tip 
the concierge to see that the body was 
judiciously disposed of, As a consequence 
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Zoologique. The suggestion received moral 
and financial support from many prominent 
persons, both in literary and sporting circles ; 
Emile Zola expressed himself as particularly 
in favour of the proposition, while Madame 
Durand, proprietress and editress of the only 
daily newspaper in the world run by women 
for women, interested the ladies of France in 
the scheme. _So the “ Dogs’ Burial Com- 
pany ” was formed with a quarter of a million 
of francs capital, divided into shares of 100 
francs each, and the first step was the pur- 
chase from the city authorities of the Z% des 
Ravageurs. 

To-day it is quite a beautiful little park, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


A CEMETERY FOR ANIMALS. 


decorated with innumerable tombs and grave- 
stones, and resplendent with beautiful blooms, 
and as an object of curiosity certainly well 
repays a visit. The photograph which 
forms the heading of this article shows 
the handsome stone fagade and gateways 
which strike the eye on approaching the 
place. The gates are kept closed, for 
admission is not free to the general public. 
A source of revenue to the company is the 
entrance fee of ten sous. To the right on 
entering is the picturesque lodge of the 
caretaker, where visitors purchase their 


tickets, and for an extra thirty centimes a 
LAmi 


copy of the company’s journal, 
des Chiens, which is published . 
periodically and serves as a 
history of the cemetery and 
guide thereto. To the left is 
the office where 
are kept the 
archives of the 
company; por- 
traits of celebra- 
ted dogs adorn 
the walls, and 
there is also a 
library consisting 
almost entirely of 
works and pub- 
lications on dogs 
and their doings. 
But what at- 
tracts the visitor 
more than 
either lodge or 
office is the 
enormous 
stone monu- 
ment depicted 
in the accom- 
panying photo- 
graph. It is 
the largest and 
most imposing 
example of the 
sculptor’s art to be found in the grounds, 
standing as it does some 3oft. in height, 
and it may, in fact, be described as the 
chief object in this exhibition. It was 
erected shortly after the opening of the 


cemetery to Barry, a great St. Bernard, 
the most celebrated of all the rescue 
dogs that have worked in the hospice 


on Mount Bernard. This noble animal 
saved in his time the lives of no fewer than 
forty persons who had been caught in storms 
on the mountain, and to the great regret of 
the monks sacrificed his own life in attempt- 
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ing to save the forty-first. His intelligence 
was almost human, and the story of his 
achievements during his twelve years’ service 
would make a very interesting volume. One 
day whilst out with one of the brothers he 
obstinately refused to follow the monk along 
a certain route, but insisted upon making a 
détour of some distance to reach the desired 
goal. The good man gave in to the whim of 
the dog and had reason to be thankful for so 
doing, for even as they made the long détour 
an avalanche came down the mountain right 
across the path the monk would have taken. 

In the photograph it will be seen that the 
dog has been sculptured with a child on his 
back, and thereby hangs a 
story—the story of what is 
regarded as being the most 
remarkable ` accomplishment 
of this sagacious 
animal. While 
out on the moun- 
tains one day he 
found, partially 
buried in the 
snow, already 
deep in that 
slumber which 
runs silently into 
death, a child of 
very tender years 
that, losing its 
way, had fallen 
down in sheer 

fatigue. Al- 

ready the child 
washalf-frozen, 
and must 
surely have 
added another 
to the moun- 
tain’s toll of 
victims had 
not Barry 
licked it and 
warmed it back 
to consciousness and action. ‘This done, the 
dog, by its actions, made it clear to the infant 
that it was to mount its back and clasp -its 
neck, and in this position the animal carried 
its burden to the hospice. 

How eventually Barry met his death is, 
indeed, sad reading. On a tempestuous even- 
ing a traveller, struggling up the treacherous 
rocky path, saw approaching him in the 
waning light, with jaws gaping apart, what 
he took to be a ferocious beast bent upon 
assault. He was quick to act, striking the 
unfortunate dog on the head with his iron 
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From a 


stick before the monk fol- 
lowing could prevent it. 
Barry fell with a terrible wound in his head, 
his lifes blood staining crimson the snows 
from which he had rescued so many 
unfortunate wanderers, and in the 


hospice a few hours later, to the un- Xe 


utterable grief of 
the monks and 
the keenest re- 
gret of the man 
who had dealt 


the fatal blow, 
drew his last 
breath. 


But though 
Barry has been 
dead near on a 
century past his 
memory is cheri- 
shed by the 
French, who 
. have shown their 
gratitude for his 
services and 
admiration for 
his bravery in 
erecting this 
monument, than 
which none was 
ever more de- 
serving. Round 
its base runs a 
small garden of 
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geraniums, red and white, 
and tall marguerites, while 
some climbing plant covers the back of the 
stone to its top. 
Passing here one enters on to a 
broad, long terrace, beautifully laid 


7 out with flowers, at the end of which 


Sy is the burial- 
ms ground itself. A 
general view of 
this will be 
gained from the 
above photo- 
graph, anda very 
quaint and 
pathetic sight it 
presents with its 
miniature tombs 
and tiny grave- 
stones, unnamed 
graves, and 
graves but newly 
made to order. 
As the full title 
of the company 
indicates, it is 
not only dogs 
that are here in- 
terred but also 
other domestic 
animals, and to 
meet require- 
ments the 
ground has been 


. THE MONUMENT 
b EMMA. 
From a Photo, 
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divided into four 
plots: there are the 
dogs’ quarter, the 
cats’ quarter, the 
birds’ quarter, and 
a quarter for various 
animals. Amongst 
the latter is to be 
seen a stone which 
covers the grave of 
a monkey: “ Ven- 
dredt, le plus beau 
singe du monde.” 
The tombs are of 
many shapes, des- 
criptions, and sizes ; 
some very plain, a 
few very elaborate, 
the majority out of 
the common in ap- 
pearance ; and in 
most instances the 
attendant is paid to 
keep the graves in 
good condition by attending to the 
foliage and watering the flowers. 
They are either carved out or built 
up of stone, not marble, and in Jarry. 
some cases support statues in 
bronze or stone, while others are 
adorned with photographs of the animals laid 
beneath. Generally the name and date of 
birth and death are given, more often than 


further 


From a) A DOG-KENNEL GRAVE. 


not accompanied by some phrase or remark, 
cut out in the stone, conveying in what high 
esteem the animal dead and buried had 
been held by its master or mistress. 

-In the matter of handsome tombs the 


Digitized by Go gle 





infbrms all 
sauvé la vie en Mat, 1891.” 





653 


dogs have fared 
better than any of 
the other animals, a 
particularly striking 
one being shown at 
the bottom of the 
previous page. The 
capital of a column 
supports a canopy, 
surmounted by a 
crown, beneath 
which a dog reposes 
at full length on a 
cushion. How 
beautifully this is 
carved will be readily 
seen from the photo- 
graph, which also 
shows the flower- 
covered grave at the 
base, railed round. 
Beneath the canopy 
a tablet at the back 
bears this inscrip- 


tion: “ À da memoire de ma 
chère Emma, du 12 Avril, 1889, 
au Adult, 1900, fidèle compagne 
et seule amie de ma vie errante 
et desolée.” This imposing 
erection was made to the order 
of Princess de Cerchiara Picnatelli, who 
readers: “Z/R me 


Quite a different style of tomb is that of 
Jappy, who ended his earthly career in 
Igor and exists now only in a stone image, 
sitting alert on a heap of boulders, on one of 
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which is inscribed—as expressing, 
no doubt, the sentiments of the 
animal’s owner—a quotation upon 
Pascall, anything but flattering to 
mankind. It runs: “The more I 
see of men the better I like my 
dog,” and gives one the impression 
that whoever was responsible for 
the building of this monument to a 
faithful canine companion had a 
very small opinion of the male 
sex. 

Several of the monuments are 
in the style shown on page 718 
—te, in the shape of dog- 
kennels. This one has been 
erected to the memory of five dogs, 
“en souvenir de nos bons et fideles 
petits amis,” and in the entrance to 
the niches stand the photographs 
of four of the quintet. A painted 
tombstone has been erected to 
“ Petit Mignon,” who was “nothing 
but a poor dog, innocent and good, 
kiled in the flower of his youth by 






























[ Photo. 





a civilized savage”; while over the 
grave of Amida Zawa rises a huge 
monument of boulders, with a 
carved stone jar in a recess in the 
centre filled with sweet blossoms, 
and ivy trails over the whole. 
Amongst other curious inscriptions 
appearing may be mentioned “ Zeda- 
Nous latmions de trop, elle ne 
pouvait vivre” ; “ Follette, 4 ans: 
Pauvre Follette aimée, aujourd hut 
tu reposes sous ce parterre fleuri. 
Sur ton corps le printemps effeuillera 
des roses; mais tu le meritais, te 
possedatt un caur,” 

Concerning the graves of the cats, 
canaries, parrots, et&, there is little 
to say, though the felines are re- 
presented in goodly number. One 
grave with tiny bushes round it 
bears a photograph of the deceased 
disturber of sweet sleep, and also a 
small statue, while on another grave 
reposes a family of cats in china. 
"i i : On one tiny tomb, in the quarter 
From ul FETIT MIGNON iva. devoted to birds, an empty cage 
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for 15 francs is granted a three years’ lease 
of a piece of ground. In these cases the 
animals must be taken to the cemetery by 
their owners. For 25 francs, however, a five 
years’ lease is obtained, while ten years’ costs 
50 francs, twenty years’ 75 francs, thirty years’ 
100 francs, fifty years’ 150 francs, over fifty 
years’ 200 francs, and the high prices of 500 
and 1,000 francs are charged for graves in 
exceptional situations, taken, of course, with 
the idea of erecting magnificent monuments 
thereon. From 25 francs upwards the charge 
also includes the transport of the deceased 
from the house to the cemetery in the official 
carrier-tricycle, ridden by a uniformed cyclist. 
At moderate prices the company also supplies 
coftins, takes photographs, and disinfects the 
apartment wherein the animal expired, and 
knowing that few people care to keep defunct 
creatures near them, the 
company hasalso provided 
a place where the corpse 
can await interment at 
a charge of 3 francs per 





A CANARY'S MONUMENT 
From a Photo 










tells a pathetic story of the 
one-time sweet - tongued 


occupant day. 

who will trill Of course, 

no more. noceremony 
Funerals of any kind 


here vary in 
price just as 
with the un- 
dertaker 
who caters 
for our cus- 
tom. An ani- 
mal can be 
buried as 
cheaply as 5 
francs, or as 
much as 
500 to 1,000 
francs can 
be paid, and 
thisis merely 
for inter- 
ment and 
includes no 


is permitted 
in connec- 
tion with the 
burial at the 
graveside, 
neither are 
there allow- 
ed on the 
graves any 
decorations 
which would 
be likely to 
give offence 
to religious 
feeling. Con- 
sequently it 
is acemetery 
without a 
single cross, 


monument. and thọugh 
A simple the graves 
grave, with- are kept 
out any per- green and 
mission to beautiful 


erect any with grow- 


monument, ing flowers, 
costs the low st no wreaths, real or artificial 
just mentioned, but will be found thereon. 
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HARD man was Ralph 
Strang, seventh Earl of Beden, 
seventy years of age on his 
last birthday, but still up- 
Ki right as a dart, with hair white 
as snow, but with the devilry 
of youth still sparkling in his keen dark eyes. 
He was, indeed, able to follow the hounds with 
the best of us, and there were few men, even 
among the youngest and most hot-headed of 
our riders, who cared to follow him over all 
the jumps he put his horse at. 

When I first came to Upstanway as a 
doctor I thought it strange that so good 
a sportsman should'be so unpopular. As a 
rule a man can do pretty well anything in a 
sporting county so long as he rides straight 
to hounds. But before I had been in the 
place a month I attended him after a fall in 
the hunting-field, and I saw that a man like 
that would be unpopular even if he gave all 
his goods to the poor and lived the life of St. 
Francis of Assisi. Not that he was harsh or 
even unpleasant, but he had the knack of 
making one feel foolish and uncomfortable, 
and there was something in the expression of 





his eyes that made one unable to look him’ 


squarely in the face. His manners, indeed, 
were perfect, and he retained all the old- 
world courtliness which seems to have been 
permanently abandoned by this generation, 
but I could not help feeling that underneath 
all his politeness and even hospitality lay a 
solid substratum of contempt. 
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It was doubtless this impression which 
had earned him his unpopularity, for I never 
heard a single one of his enemies lay any- 
thing definite to his charge beyond the 
fact that his elder brother had died in a 
lunatic asylum, and that Lord Beden was in 
some vague way held responsible for this 
unfortunate event. 

But it was not until Lord Beden pur- 
chased a 12-h.p. “Napier” motor-car that 
the villagers really began to consider him 
possessed of a devil. And certainly his spirit 
of devilry seemed to have found a worthy 
plaything in that grey mass of snorting 
machinery, which went through the lanes like 
a whirlwind, enveloped in a cloud of dust, 
and scattering every living thing close back 
against the hedges as a steamer dashes the 
waves against the banks of a river. I had 
often heard people whisper that he bore a 
charmed life in the hunting-field, and that 
another and better man would have been 
killed years ago; and he certainly carried 
the same spirit of dash and foolhardiness, 
and also the same good fortune, into a still 
more dangerous pursuit. 

It was the purchase of this car that brought 
me into closer contact with him. I had had 
some experience of motors, and he was suffi- 
ciently humble to take some instructions from 
me, and also to let me accompany him on 
several occasions. At first I drove the car 
myself, and tried to inculcate a certain 
amount of caution by example, but after the 
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third lesson he knew as much about it as I 
did, and, resigning the steering-gear into his 
hands, I took my place by his side with some 
misgivings. 

I must confess that he handled it splen- 
didly. The man had a wonderful nerve, 
and when an inch to one side or the other 
would probably have meant death his keen 
eye never made a mistake and his hand on 
the wheel was as steady as a rock. This 
inspired confidence, and though the strain on 
my nerves was considerable, I found after a 
time a certain pleasurable excitement in 
these rides. And it was excitement, I can 
tell you. No twelve miles an hour for Lord 
Beden, no precautionary brakes down hill, 
no wide curves for corners. He rode, as he 
did to hounds, straight and fast. Sometimes 
we had six inches to spare, but never more, 
and as often as not another half inch would 
have shot us both out of the car. We 
always seemed to come round a sharp corner 
on two wheels. It was certainly exhilarating. 
But there was something about it I did not 
quite like. I don’t think I was physically 
afraid, but I recalled certain stories about 
Lord Beden’s mad exploits in the hunting- 
field, and it almost seemed to me as though 
he might be purposely riding for a fall. 

Then all at once my invitations to ride 
with him ceased. I thought at first that I 
had offended him, but I could think of no 
possible cause of offence; and, besides, his 
manner towards me had not changed in any 
way, and I dined with him more than once 
at Beden Hall, where he was as courteous 
and irritating as usual. However, he offered 
no explanation, and I certainly did not intend 
to ask for one. I watched him narrowly 
when we talked about the motor, but he 
made no mystery about his rides. I noticed, 
however, that he looked older and more care- 
worn, and that his dark eyes burned now 
with an almost unnatural brilliancy. 

I met him two or three times on the road 
when I was going my rounds in the trap, and 
he appeared to be driving his machine more 
furiously and fearlessly than ever. I was 
almost g'ad that his invitations had ceased. 
Strangely enough, I always encountered him 
on the same road, one which led straight 
to Oxminster, a town about twenty miles 
away. 

One evening, however, late in August, 
while I was finishing my dinner in solitude, 
I heard a familiar hum and rattle along the 
road in the distance. In less than a minute 
I saw the flash of bright lamps through my 


open window and heard the jar of a brake. 
Vol. xxii.—83. 
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Then there was a ring at the bell and Lord 
Beden was announced. 

“ Good evening, Scott,” he said, taking off 
his glasses. “ Lovely night, isn’t it? Would 
you care to come for a ride?” He looked 
very pale, and was covered with dust from 
head to foot. 

“ A ride, Lord Reden? ” I replied, thought- 
fully. “Well, I hardly know what to say. 
Will you have some coffee and a cigar?” 

He nodded assent and sat down. I 
poured him out some coffee, and noticed 
that his hand shook as he raised the cup to 
his lips. But driving a motor-car at a rapid 
rate might easily produce this effect. Then I 
handed him a cigar and lit one myself. 

“ Rather late for a ride, isn't it?” I said, 
after a slight pause. 

“ Not a bit, not a bit,” he answered, hastily. 
“Tt is as bright as day and the roads clear 
of traffic. Come, it will do you good. We 
can finish our cigars in the car.” 

“Yes,” I replied, thoughtfully, “or at any 
rate the draught will finish them for us.” 

“ Look here, Scott,’ he continued, in a 
lower voice, leaning over the table and look- ` 
ing me straight in the eyes, “I particularly 
want you to come. In fact, you must come 
—to oblige me. I want you to see some- 
thing which I have seen. I am a little 
doubtful of its actual existence.” 

I looked at him sharply. -His voice was 
cold and quiet, but his eyes were certainly a 
bit too bright. I should say that he was in 
a state of intense excitement, yet with all his 
nerves well under control. I laughed a little 
uneasily. 

. “ Very well, Lord Beden,” I replied, rising 
from my chair. “I will come. But you 
will excuse me saying that you don’t look 
well to-night. I think you are rather over- 
doing this motor business. It shakes the 
system up a good deal, you know.” 

“I am not well, Scott,” he said. 
you cannot cure me.” 

I said no more, and left the room to put 
on my glasses and an overcoat. 

We set off through the village at about ten 
miles an hour. It was a glorious night and 
the moon shone clear in the sky, but I 
noticed a bank of heavy black clouds in the 
west, and thought it not unlikely that we 
should have a thunderstorm. ‘The atmo- 
sphere had been suffocating all day, and it 
was only the motion of the car that created 
the cool and pleasant breeze which blew 
against our faces. 

When we came to the church we turned 
sharp to the right on to the Oxminster Road. 


“ But 
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‘“WOULD YOU CARE TO COME FOR A RIDE?” 


It ran in a perfectly straight white line for 
three miles, then it began to wind and ascend 
the Oxbourne Hills, finally disappearing in 
the darkness of some woods which extend 
for nearly five miles over the summit in the 
direction of Oxminster. 

“Where are we going to?” 
settling myself firmly in my seat. 

“ Oxminster,” he replied, rather curtly. 
“Please keep your eyes open and tell me if 
you see anything on the road.” 

As he spoke he pulled the lever farther 
towards him and the great machine shot 
forward with a sudden plunge which would 
have unseated me if I had not been prepared 
for something of the sort. We quickly 
gathered up speed: hedges and trees went 
past us like a flash; the dust whirled up 
into the moonlight like a silver cloud, and 
before five minutes had elapsed we were at 
the foot of the hills and were tearing up the 
slope at almost the same terrific pace. 

As we ascended the foliage began to 
thicken and close in upon us on either 
side ; then the moon disappeared, and only 
our powerful lamps illuminated the darkness 
ahead of us. The car was a magnificent 
hil-climber, but the gradient soon became 
so steep that the pace slackened down to 
about eight miles an hour. Lord Beden 


I asked, 
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had not spoken a word 
since he told me where 
we were going to, but he 
had kept his eyes steadily 
fixed on the broad circle 
of light in front of the 
car. I began to find the 
silence and darkness 
oppressive, and, to say 
the truth, was not quite 
comfortable in my own 
mind about my com- 
panion’s sanity. I took 
off my glasses and tried 
to pierce the darkness on 
either side. The moon 
filtered through the trees 
and made strange sha- 
dows in the depths of 
the woods, but there was 
nothing else to be seen, 
and ahead of us there 
was only a white streak 
of road disappearing into 
blackness. Then sud- 
denly my companion let 
go of the steering-gear 
with one hand and 
clutched me by the arm. 

“ Listen, Scott !” he cried; “do you hear 
it?” 

I listened attentively, and at first heard 
nothing but the throb of the motor and a 
faint rustling among the trees as a slight 
breeze began to stir through the wood. Then 
I noticed that the beat of the piston was not 
quite the same as usual. It sounded jerky 
and irregular, faint and loud alternately, and 
I had an idea that it had considerably 
quickened in speed. 

“I hear nothing, Lord Beden,” I replied, 
“except that the engine sounds a little 
erratic. It ought not to make so much fuss 
over this hill.” f 

“If you listen more carefully,” he said, 
“you will understand. That sound is the 
beat of two pistons, and one of them is some 
way off.” 

I listened again. He was right. There 
was certainly another engine throbbing in the 
distance. 

“T cannot see any lights,” I answered. 
looking first in front of us and then into the 
darkness behind. “But it’s another motor, 
I suppose. It does not appear to me to be 
anything out of the way.” 

He did not reply, but replaced his hand on 
the steering-gear and peered anxiously ahead. 
I began to feel a bit worried about him. It 
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was strange that he should get so excited 
about the presence of another motor-car in 
the neighbourhood. I was not reassured 
either when, in re-arranging the rug about my 
legs, I touched something hard in his pocket. 
I passed my fingers lightly over it, and had 
no doubt whatever that it was a revolver. 
I began to be sorry I had come. A 
revolver is not a necessary tool for the proper 
running of a motor-car. 

We were nearly at the top of the hill now, 
and still in the shadow of the trees. ‘The 
road here runs for more than a mile along 
the summit before it begins to descend, and 
half-way along the level another road crosses 
it at right angles, leading one way down a 
steep slope to Little Stanway, and the other 
along the top of the Oxbourne Hills to 
Kelston and Rutherton, two small villages 
some miles away on the edge of the moors. 

We had scarcely reached the level when 
a few heavy drops of rain began to fall, and, 
looking up, I saw that the moon was no 
lenger visible through the branches overhead. 
A minute later there was a low roll of 
thunder in the distance, and for an instant 
the scenery ahead of us flashed bright and 
faded into darkness. I turned up the collar 
of my coat. 

The car was now moving almost at full 
speed, but to my surprise, before we had gone 
a quarter of a mile, Lord Beden slowed it 
down and finally brought it to a full stop 
with the brake. Then he appeared to be 
listening attentively for something, but the 
rising wind and pouring rain had begun to 
make an incessant noise among the trees, and 
the thunder had become more loud and con- 
tinuous. I strained my sense of hearing to 
the utmost, but I could hear nothing beyond 
the sounds of the elements. 

“ What is the matter ?” I queried, impa- 
tiently. “Are we going to stop here?” 

“Yes,” he replied, curtly. ‘That is to say, 
if you have no objection. There is a certain 
amount of shelter.” 

I drew a cigar from my pocket and, after 
several attempts, managed to light it. To 
say the truth, I was in hopes that we should 
go no farther. The downward descent, 
three-quarters of a mile ahead of us, was 
about one in ten, and I did not feel much 
inclined to let my companion take me down 
a hill of that sort. 

Then, for a few seconds, the rustling of the 
wind and pattering of the rain ceased among 
the trees, and once more I could distinctly 
hear the thud, thud, thud of an engine. It 
might have been a motor-car, but it certainly 
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sounded to me more like the noise a traction 
engine would make. As we listened the 
sound came nearer and nearer and appeared 
to be on our left, still some distance down 
the hill. Then the storm broke out again 
with fresh fury, and we could hear nothing 
else. Lord Beden pulled the lever towards 
him and we ran slowly forward until we 
were within thirty yards of the cross-roads, 
when he again brought the machine to a 
standstill. 

The noise had become much louder now, 
and was even audible above the roar of the 
wind and rain. It certainly came from some- 
where on our left. I looked down through 
the trees, and thought I saw a faint red glow 
some way down the hill. Lord Beden saw 
it too, and pointed to it with a trembling 
hand. 

“ Looks like a fire in the wood,” I said, 
carelessly. I did not very much care what 
il was. 

“Don’t be a fool,” he replied, sharply. 
“Can't you see it’s moving ?” 

Yes, he was right. It was certainly 
moving, and in a few seconds it was hidden 
by a thicker mass of foliage. I did not, 
however, see anything very noticeable about 
it. It was evidently coming up the road to 
our left, and was probably a belated traction 
engine returning home from the reaping. I 
was more than ever convinced of my com- 
panion’s insanity and wished that I was safe 
at home. I had half a mind to get off the 
car and walk, but he had by now managed 
to infect me with some of his own fear and 
excitement, and I did not quite fancy being 
left with no swifter mode of pregression than 
my feet. 

The thumping sound came nearer and 
nearer, and, as we heard it more distinctly, 


was even more suggestive of a traction 
engine. Then I saw a red light through 


the trees like the glow of a furnace, and not 
more than fifty yards away from us. My 
companion laid his left hand on the lever and 
stared intently at the corner. 

Then a rather peculiar thing happened. 
Whatever it was that had been lumbering 
slowly up the hill like a gigantic snail sud- 
denly shot across the road in front of us like 
a streak of smoke and flame, and through 
the trees to our right I could see the red 
glow spinning up the road to Kelston at over 
thirty miles an hour. Almost simultaneously 
Lord Beden pulled down the lever and I 
instinctively clutched the seat with both 
hands. We shot forward, took the corner 
with about an inch to spare between us and 
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‘f IT SUDDENLY SHOT ACROSS THE ROAD IN 


the ditch, and dashed off along the road in 
hot pursuit. But the red glow had got at 
least a quarter of a mile’s start, and I could 
not see what it proceeded from. A flash of 
lightning, however, showed a dark mass 
flying before us in a cloud of smoke. It 
looked something like a large waggon with a 
chimney sticking out of it, and sparks 
streamed. out of the back of it until they 
looked like the tail of a comet. 

“ What the deuce is it?” I said. 

“You'll see when we come up to it,” the 
Earl answered, between his teeth. “We 
shall go faster in a few minutes.” 

We were, however, going quite fast enough 
for me, and though I have ridden on many 
motors since, and occasionally at a greater 
speed, I shall never forget that ride along 
the Kelston Road. The powerful machine 
beneath us trembled as though it were going 
to fall to pieces, the rain lashed our faces like 
the thongs of a whip, the thunder almost 
deafened us, the lightning first blinded us 
with its flashes and then left us in more 
confusing darkness, and, to crown all, a dense 
volume of smoke poured from the machine 
in front and hid the light of our own lamps. 
It wouid be hard to imagine worse conditions 
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for a motor 
ride, and a man 
who could keep 
a steady hand 
on the steering- 
gear under cir- 
cumstances 
like these was 
a man indeed. 
I should not 
have cared to 
try it, even in 
the daytime. 
But Lord Be- 
den’s luck was 
with him still, 
and we moved 
as though 
guided by some 
unseen hand. 

“You will 
find a small 
lever by your 
side, Scott,” he 
said, after a 
long pause. 
“Pull it to- 
wards you until 
it gives a click. 
It is an inven- 
tion of my 
own.” I found the handle and, following 
out his instructions, saw the arc of light from 
our lamps shoot another fifty yards ahead, 
leaving the ground immediately in front of 
the car in darkness. We had gained con- 
siderably. The light just impinged on the 
streaming tail of sparks. 

“At last!” my companion muttered. 
“He has always had half a mile’s start 
before, and the oil has given out before I 
could catch him. But he cannot escape us 
now.” 

“What is it, Lord Beden ?” 

“Iam glad you see it,” he replied. “TI 
thought before to-night that it was a fancy of 
my brain.” 

“ Of course I see it,” I said, sharply. 
am not blind. But what is it?” 

He did not answer, but a flash of light- 
ning showed me his face, and I did not 
repeat the question. 

Mile after mile we spun along the lonely 
country road, but never gaining another inch. 
We dashed through Kelston like a streak of 
light. It was fortunate that all the inhabit- 
ants were in bed. Then we shot out on toa 
road leading across the open moor, which 
stretches from here to the sea, twenty 
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LORD BEDEN’S MOTOR. 


miles away, and I remembered that eight 
miles from Kelston there was a deep descent 
into the valley of the Stour, and it was 
scarcely possible that we could escape de- 
struction. I quickly made up my mind to 
overpower Lord Beden and gain control of 
the machine. 

Then we suddenly began to sweep down a 
long and gentle gradient, and second after 
second our speed increased until the arc of 
light shone on the machine ahead of us, and 
I could see what manner of thing it was that 
we pursued. 

It was, I suppose, a kind of motor-car, but 
unlike anything I had ever seen before, and 
bearing no more resemblance to a modern 
machine than a bone-shaker of twenty years 
ago does to the modern “free-wheel.” It 
appeared to be built of iron, and was painted 
a dead black. In the fore-part of the struc- 
ture a 5ft. fly-wheel spun round at a terrific 
speed, and various bars and beams moved 
rapidly backwards and forwards. The chim- 
ney was quite 1oft. in height, and poured 
out a dense volume of smoke. Ona small 
platform behind, railed in by a stout irom 
rail, stood a tall man with his back to us. 
His dark hair, which must have reached 
nearly to his shoulders, streamed behind him 
in the wind. In each hand he grasped a 
huge lever, and he was apparently gazing 
steadily into the darkness before him, though 
it seemed to me that he might just as well 
have shut his eyes, for the machine had no 
lamps, and the only light in the whole con- 
cern streamed out from the half-open furnace 
door. 

Then, to my amazement, I saw the man 
take his hands off the levers and coolly pro- 
ceed to shovel coal into the roaring fire. I 
held my breath, expecting to see the flying 
mass of iron shoot off the side of the road 
and turn head over heels down the sloping 
grass. But nothing happened. The machine 
apparently required no guidance, and pro- 
ceeded on its way as smoothly and swiftly as 
before. 

I took hold of my companion’s arm and 
called his attention to this somewhat strange 
circumstance. He only laughed. 

“ Look at the smoke,” he cried.“ That is 
rather strange too.” I looked up and saw 
it pouring over our heads in a long straight 
cloud, but I did not notice anything odd 
about it, and I said so. 

“Can you smell it?” he continued. I 
sniffed, and noticed for the first time that 
there had been no smell of smoke at all, 
though in the earlier part of the journey we 
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had been half blinded with it. I began to 
feel uncomfortable. There was certainly 
something unusual about the machine in front 
of us, and I came to the conclusion that we 
had had about enough of this kind of sport. 

“T think we will go back, Lord Beden,” 
I remarked, pleasantly, moving one hand 
towards the lever. 

“You will go back to perdition, Scott,” he 
answered, quietly. ‘If you meddle with me 
we shall be smashed to pieces. We are 
going forty miles an hour, and if you distract 
my attention for a single instant I won't 
answer for the consequences.” 

I felt the truth of what he said, and put 
my hand ostentatiously in my pocket. It 
was quite evident that I couldn’t interfere 
with him, and equally evident that if we 
went on as we were going now we should be 
dashed to pieces. My only hope was that 
we should speedily accomplish whatever mad 
purpose Lord Beden had in his mind, 
although by now I began to think that he 
had no other object than suicide. The 
valley of the Stour was only two miles off. 

But we had been gaining inch by inch 
down the slope, and were now not more than 
thirty yards from the machine in front of us. 
Showers of sparks whirled into our faces, and 
I kept one arm before my eyes. I soon 
found, however, that, for some reason or 
other, the sparks did not burn my skin, and 
I.was able to resume a more comfortable 
position and study the occupant of the“car. 

His figure somehow seemed strangely 
familiar to me, and I tried hard to recollect 
where I had seen those square shoulders and 
long, lean limbs before. I wished I could see 
the man’s face, for I was quite certain that I 
should recognise it. But he never looked 
back, and appeared to be absolutely uncon- 
scious of our presence so close behind him. 

Nearer we crept, and still nearer, until our 
front wheels were not more than roft. from 
the platform. The glow of the furnace bathed 
my companion’s face in crimson light, and 
the figure of the man in front of us stood out 
like a black demon toiling at the eternal fires. 

“ Be careful, Lord Beden,” I cried. “We 
shall be into it.” 

He turned to me with a smile of triumph, 
and I thought I saw the light of madness in 
his eyes. 

“Do you know what I am going to do?” 
he said, in a low voice, putting his lips close 
to my ear. “Iam going to break it to bits. 
We have a little speed in hand yet, and when 
we get to the slope of the Stour Valley I 
shall break the cursed thing to bits.” 
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“For Heaven’s sake,” I cried,’ ‘‘ put the 
brake on, Lord Beden. Are you mad?” and 
I gripped him by the arm. He shook my 
hand off, and I clung to my seat with every 
muscle of my body strained to the utmost, 
for as I spoke there was a flash of lightning, 
and I saw the road dipping, dipping, dipping, 
and far below the gleam of water among 
dark trees, and on the height above a large 
building with many spires and towers. I 
idly called to mind that it was the Rockshire 
County Asylum. 

Our speed quickened horribly, and the 
car began to sway from side to side. I saw 
my companion pull the lever an inch nearer 
to him and grip the steering-wheel with both 
hands. Then suddenly the road seemed to 


fall away beneath us; we sprang off the 
ground and dropped downward and forward 
We were 


like a stone flung from a precipice. 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


of us, until the man seemed to be almost 
touching our feet, and at last I saw his face 
—a wild, dark face with madness in the eyes, 
and the face of Lord Beden, as I had seen a 
portrait of him in Beden Hall taken thirty 
years ago. | 

My companion rose on his seat and 
grappled with his own likeness, but he 
seemed to be only clutching the air, and 
neither car nor occupant appeared to have 
any tangible substance. Steadily and silently 
we bored our way clean through the machine, 
inch by inch, foot by foot; through the 
blazing furnace, through the framework of the 
boiler, through bolt and bar and ‘stanchion, 
through whirring fly-wheel and pulsing shaft 
and piston, until there was nothing beyond 
us but the dip of the white road, and, looking 
back, I saw the whole dark mass running 
behind our back wheels. 





“WE SPRANG OFF THE GROUND AND DROPPED DOWNWARD AND FORWARD,” 


going to smash clean through the machine in 
front of us. 

For five seconds I held my breath, only 
awaiting the awful crash of splintering wood 
and iron and the shock that would fling us 
fifty feet from our seats. But we only 
touched the ground with a sickening thud an 
inch behind the other machine, and then a 
wonderful thing happened. We began to 
slowly pierce the rail and platform in front 
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Lord Beden was still standing and tearing 
at the air with his fingers. Our car was 
running without guidance, and T sprang to 
the steering-wheel and reversed the lever, 
but it was too late. We struck something at 
the side of the road and the whole machine 
made a leap from the ground. ‘There was 4 
rush of air, an awful shock and crash, and 
then—darkness! 

A week afterwards in the hospital they told 
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“STEADILY AND SILENTLY WE BORED OUR WAY CLEAN THROUGH THE MACHINE.” 


me Lord Beden was dead. He had fallen 
on a large piece of scrap-iron by the road- 
side, and nearly every bone in his body had 
been broken. I myself had had a miracu- 
lous escape by falling into a thick clump of 
gorse, and had got off with a broken arm 
and dislocated collar-bone, but I was not 
able to get about for two months. I said 
nothing of what had happened, and the 
aceident required but little explanation. 
Motor-car accidents are common enough, 
especially on slopes like that of the Stour 
Valley. 

When I was able to get about, however, I 
visited the scene of the disaster. A friend 
of mine, one of the doctors at the County 
Lunatic Asylum, called for me and drove me 
over to the place. The smash had occurred 
nearly half-way down the hillside, close 
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to a ruined shed. 
The ground was 
covered with 
gorse and brack- 
en, but here and 
there huge pieces 
of rusty iron 
were scattered 
about. Some of 
them were sharp 
and brown and 
ugly, but many 
were overgrown 
with creeping 
convolvulus. 
They looked as 
if they had once 
been parts of 
some great ma- 
chine. 

“A curious 
coincidence,” 
said my com- 
panion, as we 
drove away from 
the place. 

“What do you 
mean?” 

“I have been 
told,” he con- 
tinued, “that 
thirty years ago 
this old shed was 
used by the late 

i Earl’s elder bro- 
Kg A ther. He was 
Ryes og 4 a mechanical 
iain. W A genius, and they 
say that his 
efforts to work 
out some particular invention in a practical 
form drove him off his head. He was allowed 
to have this place as a workshop, and, under 
the supervision of two keepers, worked on 
his invention till the day of his death. It 
was thought that perhaps he would recover 
his reason if he ever accomplished the task. 
But in some mysterious way his plans were ` 
stolen from him no fewer than three times 
and after the third time the poor fellow lost 
heart and destroyed himself. I have heard 
it whispered by one of my colleagues up 
yonder that the late Earl was not altogether 
ignorant of these thefts, but this is probably 
only gossip. All the fragments of iron you 
saw lying about were parts of the machine. 
Heaven knows what it was.” 

I did not venture any suggestion on this 
point, but I think I could have done so. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





NCE upon a time every planter in 

Jamaica grew sugar-cane, and the 
thoughts and the talk of the island 
were about sugar and the molasses 
that come from sugar and the rum 
that comes from molasses—except when they 
thought and talked about rats : the rat that 
ate the canes that gave the suyar that gave 
the molasses that 
gave them the rum. 
It ate from morn- 
ing till night, and 
not, like many other 
thieves, from night 
till morning. For 
it slept all night 
and ate sugar all 
day. 

A cocksure, do- 
as-you-please sort 
of rat that went 
- about, as it were, 
whistling with its 
hands in its poc- 
kets and a general 
Bank Holiday 
kind of air. 
Ashamed of itself ? 
Not in the least. 
On the contrary, 
it went scrambling 
about ostenta- 
tiously among the 
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canes, and the waving of the great feathery 
seed-plumes marked its track as it went 
plunging across the crops. 

Little negro boys with long sticks were 
paid to chase the rats, and terriers were sent 
in to worry them. But the terriers preferred 
to chivvy the little negro boys; so that 
the rats put “the thumb of scorn to the 
nose of derision” 
and watched the 
fun. 

The planters also 
tried cats. 

Now, cats have 
not got a very lofty 
sense of moral re- 
sponsibility. So 
that when they 
found that they were 
expected to catch 
rats (and of a par- 
ticularly nimble 
sort, too) as a daily 
duty they decided 
it was “not good 
enough.” Besides, 
rats are not first- 
rate eating. And 
it very soon came 
to pass that these 
idle apprentices 
scorned the task 
they were set to 
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THE PLANTERS AND THE RATS. 


do and came to a 
friendly understand- 
ing with the rats, and 
lived in comfort and 
without exertion upon 
the fat little chickens 
that, in those days, 
used to go maunder- 
ing about among the 
sugar-canes, and that 
snoozed for hours 
together in the bush. 
And the rats, so to 
speak, whistled 
louder than ever, and 
went about with their 
thumbs in their waist- 
coat arm-holes as 
who should say, 
“We and our friends 
the cats.” 

Then the sugar 
planters were greatly 
perplexed, till one 
day a man who had lived in Yucatan, 
and had often had brain fever there, got 
up and said: “In the country I came from 
there are enormous bull-frogs which eat 
the young of rats and eke of mice. Let us 
get some.” So they got some bull-frogs from 
Yucatan ; and they were so big and bellowed 
so loudly that the owners of the ship they 
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came over in wanted 
to charge freight for 
the bull-frogs as 
cattle. Then the 
planters turned them 
into the sugar-cane 
fields to eat the young 
of the rats and eke of 
mice, as the man who 
used to have brain- 
fever in Yucatan 
had promised. they 
should do. 

But matters had 
evidently not been 
properly explained to 
the bull-frogs, for all 
that they did was to 
go very slowly over 
the ground like land- 
surveyors, measuring 
it-with long strides, 
and stopping every 
now and again, and 
looking as if they were totting something 
up in their heads. And the cats moved out 
of their way respectfully az they came sprawl- 
ing along in such a solemn, business-like way, 
and the rats looked down at them with sur- 
prise and scratched their heads. ‘They would 
have liked to be saucy, but the bull-fregs had 
too impressive an appearance, and they felt 
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as little boys in the parish church do when 
the beadle walks about amongst them. 

At last the new-comers got to the other 
edge of the field, and then the biggest of 
them, after clearing his throat as if he were 





“THIS IS NO PLACE FOR ME.” 


going to make a speech, said gravely, in a 
voice that seemed to come from his trouser- 
pockets: “ This is no place for me.” 

Then they all went sprawling out of the 
field into the irrigation ditches and the 
swampy bits of waste land and, sitting up to 
their chins in the mud, began bellowing with 
all their might, “ Take me ’ome,” “ Take me 
’ome,” and answering one another, “ No, they 
won't,” “ No, they won't.” But some people 
think that they 
say, ‘‘Jug-o’- 
rum,” “ Jug-o’- 
rum,” which is 
very likely, for 
bull - frogs are 
thirsty old souls, 
and rum is the 
best thing you 
can drink when 
you are in 
Jamaica, especi- WV 
ally out of a jug i - 
that has lime- 
juice and sugar 
and iced water 
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in it. Let this be as it may be, the bull- 
frogs would not stop in the dry cane-fields, 
and a long time afterwards the man from 
Yucatan remembered that it was young 
water-rats that the bull-frogs ate, and he 
advised them to 
get over some 
water-rats so that 
the bull-frogs 
might be made 
useful ; but they 
put it all down to 
the brain fever 
he had had so 
much in the 
country which he 
came from. And 
to this day there 
are great bull-frogs 
in the ditches and 
pools in Jamaica, 
who grumble and 
shout for rum all 
night and eat 
ducklings all day. 

So the rats were 
‘left alone for 

awhile, until one 
day a man who 
had lived many 
years in India, 
and had suffered 
repeatedly from 
sunstrokes there, said that in India there was 
“an animal like a very large ferret with a 
bushy tail which was kept half tame about 
the houses in order to rid them of rats and 
snakes and other vermin, and it was called 
a mongoose.” “Let us get some mongooses 
at once,” said the other planters. 

So they sent to India and got some and 
turned them loose among the sugar-canes. 
And the cats saw them and did not like 

them, for when they spat at a mon- 
goose and said rude things and tried 
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“THE CATS SLUNK AWAY.” 


to look big by putting up their fur, the mon- 
goose would spit back at them and fluff 
out its fur and look big too. So the cats 
slunk away. 

As for the rats, they were completely upset. 
If they had had time to do it, they might 
have affected airs of innocence and ad- 
dressed the mongooses, as boys caught by 


ing the rat was dead. The rats thought it 
shocking, for these pink-nosed wretches in 
grey coats wasted no time in argument but, 
like irresponsible special constables, knocked 
them on the head right and left. And 
apparently, too, ali for the fun of the thing, 
for they couldn’t eat half the rats they killed. 
And as there was no pleasing them, so there 





“(THE RATS BEGAN TO FEEL THAT A GREAT CHANGE HAD TAKEN PLACE.” 


Bobbies do, with “ Please, sir,” ‘ Yes, sir,” 
“No, sir,” “It wasn’t me, sir,” “It was the 
other rat, sir.” But there was no time for 
anything of the sort. “ Halloa,” said the 
mongoose, “ there’s a rat,” and in a twinkl- 
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was no escaping them, for they hunted by 
night as well as by day, as stealthy as shadows 
and swift as lightning. 

So the rats began to feel that a great 
change had taken place. 
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As for the little negro boys with sticks, and 
the terriers and the cats and the bull-frogs, 
they thoroughly understood them, just as pick- 
pockets understand the ordinary constable, 
but the ‘“slimness” of the mongoose was 
a novel experience, and at first, flurried as 
they were and, so to speak, metagrobolized, 
they played into the hands of the enemy at 
every point. But in time the rats adapted 
their own tactics to those of the mongoose, 
and instead of trying to hide in holes or to 
run away over the flat from their swift-footed 
foes they abandoned the level ground alto- 
gether and took to 
the trees, intending 
to wait for the 
clouds to roll by. 

Now, the mongoose 
cannot climb up a 
tree, so a remnant 
of the host of rats 
survived. But they 
were not as they 
had been. They 
didn’t go along 
whistling now with 
a jaunty, cigarette- 
in-the-mouth air, 
but kept out of 
sight and hearing as 
much as_ possible, 


and with the best N 
grace they could 
pretended that 
“high life” suited 
them — well, not 
exactly “ down to 
the ground ”—but 


sufficiently. 

The planters were \ 
delighted, patted 
each other on the 
back, and, meta- 
phorically, patted CS 
the mongooses, too. 

As for the mon- 
gooses, they thought themselves “no small 
potatoes,” as the saying is, and went about 
with the confident familiarity of old valued 
servants, and basked openly in the sun 
in groups, like Greenwich pensioners. But 
even a mongoose cannot keep a family 
alive upon compliments alone, nor pay its 
rent and live respectably upon public: ap- 
plause. So it found out almost immediately. 
It was hungry. In fact, he, she, it, and they 
were all hungry. There was no use in going 
round the banana trees and the cocoanut 
palms and looking up at the rats washing 
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their faces on their towers of refuge, so they 
gave that up. Nor was anything to be gained 
now by searching rat-holes. And meanwhile 
everybody was getting hungrier and hungrier. 

So they fastened their belts a hole tighter 
and went to other places to look for some- 
thing else to eat. And they had not far to 
go. For in the bush, that is to say among 


the crops of cocoa and coffee and guinea- 
grass and the groves of orange and pimento, 
they found a multitude of harmless snakes 
and lizards who did good work by eating 
harmful insects. 


But the mongooses had to 
live, and so they 
began to eat them 
all up. Great was 
the dismay of these 
genteel garden 
snakes when they 
found out what was 
happening, for the 
mongoose munched 
them all up as if 
they were sticks of 
celery and never 
seemed to have had 
enough, though 
they got as fat as 
the old gentlemen 
in white waistcoats 
whom you see 
coming out of res- 
taurants and stroll- 
ing down Piccadilly 
on summer even- 
ings. 

Very dismal, too, 
were the reflections 
of the lizards, as 
dismal as those of 
the oysters when 
they saw the carpen- 
ter begin to cut thin 
bread and butter 
for himself and the 
walrus. For the 
mongoose made no more of them than 
you would of salted almonds during dinner, 
ate them by the half-dozen as hors d’ceuvres 
and, tooth-pick in mouth, leaned back 
comfortably to wait for the next course that 
happened to come past. 

Very often this would be a bird—a quail 
or a guinea-fowl or a ground-dove. But the 
mongoose did not mind a bit which it was 
It took them as they came, and the more the 
merrier. But it was woe for the poor mother 
birds with their nurseries of little downy 
chicks when, creeping about among the 
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“THEY FOUND THEMSELVES FACE TO FACE WITH A MOTHER MONGOOSE.” 


shrubs, picking up their food of seed and 
insect, they found themselves face to face 
with a mother mongoose with her family of 
eight hungry, bloodthirsty, red-eyed little ones 
around her. Sunday-school children out with 
their teacher suddenly confronted in their 
harmless necessary walk by a party of ravenous 
cannibals in search of a meal could not have 
been more horrified, nor with better reason. 
For the mongoose is a pitiless creature. 

But, after all, such fun (for the mongoose) 
could not go on for ever. Some day it must 
come to the last snake, the ultimate lizard, 
the concluding quail, and the final dove. 
And so the end arrived. “All gone!” as 
children say of the finished porridge. There 


was nothing left for the mongooses to eat ; 
nothing—but each other. 

Then set in a miserable time. With knife 
and fork in one pocket and the cruets in 
another they crept about, dodging one 
another, careworn and haggard, like criminals 
under constant pursuit. Perpetually sus- 
picious of each other’s appetites, they got no 
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rest. All friendships were dissolved. Neigh- 
bours, or those that used to be neighbours, 
now eyed one another hungrily, askance, 
from opposite sides of the road. Mongoose 
saw in mongoose only a possible meal. When 
two came in sight each, as it were, tucked his 
napkin under his chin and shook up the 
sauce bottle. 

And how will it end? Who can tell? 
Perhaps some day there will be left only two 
mongooses in Jamaica—the toughest two of 
all the mongooses — and next day there 
will be only one, in another week none, then 
the rats will all come down again out of the 
palm trees and the bananas, and whistle and 
romp in the sugar-canes as of old. And the 
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“NEIGHBOURS EYED ONE ANOTHER HUNGRILY, ASKANCE.” 


little negro boys will come back with their 
long sticks, and all will go on as before, and 
to the fowls and the doves the memory of 
the mongoose will be only as the memory 
ofa bad dream. 

And the planters and wise men of Jamaica 
will then have to think of some other plan 
for keeping the rats from the sugar-canes. 
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\(|N air of silence and depression 
MW) hung over Lakeview Castle. 
The eldest son of a long-lived 
family lay on the brink of 
XA death in a big, old-fashioned 
room, whose broad windows 
looked out on a fiery red sunset, bathing the 
leafless trees in burnished light. 

Digby ‘lerence’s father and grandfather 
had both been centenarians, and it came as a 
surprise to the family that the present head 
of the clan should be declining at the 
premature age of seventy-two. 

“A general collapse,” said the doctor. “I 
am afraid he won't last many days. He must 
not be told the end is near—the great thing 
is to keep him cheerful.” 

Digby’s younger brother nodded. 

“We try to cheer him up about himself, 
but it seems rather to annoy him than other- 
wise. You see, doctor, Digby is a very diffi- 
cult man to manage. He’s a bit of a crank. 
His cynicism makes everyone afraid of him, 
and he has more enemies than anyone I 
know. I suppose it does not suit a fellow 
to be a bachelor all his life; in old age he 
becomes crabbed and selfish. My wife tries 
her best to keep him in a good temper; but 
he seems to resent our being here, and is 
positively rude to his nurses. Several more 
distant relatives have visited him since his 
serious condition, but, of course, dared not 
show they had come to say good-bye. He 
thinks we do not sympathize with his illness 
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and are entertaining a house-party on 
his premises for our own amusement. It 
makes matters very awkward. The only 
creature he has a soft spot in his heart 
for is Mimi, my sister Clare’s child.” 

“ Ah ! the little girl I met in the hall. 
She lives here, I understand ?” 

“Yes, Digby adopted her two years 

ago. Her mother is very poor, and has 
to make her own living.” 

The doctor looked surprised ; such a thing 
seemed incredible with a wealthy brother 
living unmarried in his great, lake-bound 
castle. 

“ You see,” explained the informant, 
“ Digby and his step-sister are not on speak- 
ing terms. At one time he took an intense 
interest in her, for she is young and very 
beautiful. He meant her to do well and make 
a brilliant match under his chaperonage. 
Instead, she fell in love with a penniless 
subaltern. Digby objected to the marriage, 
so she took the affair into her own hands 
and eloped. A year later her husband died ; 
Clare had no money of her own, and Digby 
has never spoken to her since. When Mimi’s 
education came to be considered she wrote 
him a desperate letter. He consented to 
bring up the child on condition that the mother 
gave her entirely to him. It was a terrible 
struggle, but Clare did the right thing, and 
very sensibly fell in with the cruel request. 
She is now companion to a tyrannical old 
lady, while Digby enjoys the sunshine of sweet 
little Mimi’s presence. I am telling you this, 
because Clare wants to see Digby before he 
dies, and begs me to let her take him by 
surprise. I know he would be furious ; I have 
therefore hardened my heart and forbidden 
her the house. Am I doing right, doctor ?” 

“Certainly! Your action was fully justified. 
It is most important that Mr. Terence should 
not be excited.” As the doctor left he 
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caught sight of a little fair head on the stairs 
and the prettiest child’s face he had ever 
seen. 

John Terence, Digby’s younger brother, 
called Mimi to him. 

“Your uncle wants to see you this even- 
ing,” he said. “Mind you are very quiet, 
because, you know, he is seriously ill. Nurse 
Tindall will fetch you presently.” 

Mimi made no reply, but just nodded and 
choked back something very like a sob. 
She saw only the soft, kind side of Uncle 
Digby—the side it had taken such a very 
small child to discover. She knew nothing 
of his harshness to her mother—his cold, 
hard attitude to the world in general—for 
she had crept into the holiest of holies, the 
inner core of the old man’s heart. 

Since his illness she had never seen him 
alone. Nurse Tindall led her in by the hand 
every morning to kiss him, and whisked her 
away again, under the plea that the doctor 
was expected. To-day the doctor had called 
twice, and Mimi heard it whispered her uncle 
would die. 

Digby lay with his eyes fixed on the win- 
dow. The red glow crept into the room— 
he could see the sky from his bed. He felt 
very weak and near the brink, yet he told 
himself bitterly that not a soul in the house 
realized that he was 
so ill. His brother, 
his sister - in-law, his 
cousins, even the doc- 
tor came to him with 
smiles and cheerful 
talk of his recovery. 
It made him almost 
eager for death, to 
prove his illness was 
by no means imagi- 
nary. He fancied to 
see little Mimi quite 
alone—like the rest, 
she would have no 
idea of his critical 
condition, but he could 
forgive her, because 
she was a child. 

The door opened 
very softly and the 
fair-haired mite stole 
in. At a peremptory 
Nurse Tindall retired, 
Mimi on to his bed. 


order from 
then he 


Digby 
beckoned 
She clambered up, 
seating herself beside him on the crimson 


quilt. Her soft, gold head fell lovingly 
on his shoulder; he felt warm lips pressed 
to his withered cheek—never before had the 
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child kissed him with such 
feeling. 

He looked at her curiously. Under the 
long dark lashes gleamed a mist of tears, 
while eyes like wet violets gazed sadly into 
his. 

“Why are you crying, little one?” he 
asked. 

Oddly enough, he never connected her 
tears with himself; he waited to hear some 
childish complaint. 

She put her knuckles in her eyes and the 
rosebud mouth trembled. 

“ They say you are going to die, and—and 
I don’t like it at all,” she answered, simply. 
“Couldn’t you manage not to die, uncle? 
Everybody downstairs seems quite sure about 
it. I heard the doctor say he was afraid you 
would not last many days. I ran away and 
cried till I couldn't cry any more. I shall 
be so lonely when you've gone !” 

She clung to him, as if her baby arms 
might hold him back from the unknown 
terror ; he felt the damp splash of her silent 
tears. 

Digby raised himself on his pillows, a 
flush of excitement lighting his pale cheeks. 

“They say I shall die,” he murmured. 
“You are absolutely certain they say that ?” 

“Quite sure—all the people here talk 


intensity of 


““THEY SAY I SHALI 
DIE,’ HE MURMURED," 


of nothing else. ‘The cousins came because 
the doctor told Uncle George he had better 
write to all the family. I don’t think one of 
them begged you to try and live ; and Nurse 
Tindall said I wasn’t to ask any favours, so 
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I could not talk when she was in the room, 
her eyes glared at me so!” 

As Digby listened to these startling reve- 
lations, betrayed in all innocence, a strange 
revulsion of feeling swept over him. 

So these people, after all, had been making 
a fool of the old man, acting a part before 
his face, discussing the true issues behind 
his back! They had gathered to the castle 
to see him die. They could “talk of nothing 
else.” 

When he fancied they meant him to live 
his spirits instinctively yearned for rest. Now 
that they had passed his death sentence, 
condemned the sinking ship, a stubborn 
resistance, a great wave of will-power, domi- 
nated him. It seemed to strengthen the 
beating of his heart, to send the blood 
coursing once more freely through his veins, 
to quicken the springs of human action, to 
defy weakness and encourage strength. 

There and then he resolved to triumph 
over the flesh, to disappoint expectant rela- 
tives, to snap his fingers in the doctor’s 
face. Digby’s pugnacious tendencies asserted 
their powerful influence. Grimly amused, he 
pictured the scene below, remembering, with 
a flash of strange, distorted humour, a strong 
family superstition. 

Whenever a Terence was about to “shuffle 
off this mortal coil” it was said that a picture 
invariably fell the night before in the dining- 
room. 

“Tf to-night,” he told himself, “ my picture 
fell, my life would not be worth a farthing 
rushlight in their eyes to-morrow! The 
very day for me to assert my strength, to 
prove the victory of mind over matter, to 
show the folly of vain superstitions.” 

“Mimi,” he whispered, “if I promise to 
try and stay with you, will you do something 
for me? It may be a little difficult, but I 
want you not to tell anyone. Small as you 
are, I believe my ‘ Baby-Girl’ could keep a 
secret.” 

He always called her his ‘ Baby-Girl” 
when she especially pleased him. Mimi's 
eyes brightened, till they looked like dew- 
drops in the sun. 

“T was thinking to-day I should love to 
be able to do something for you. I told 
Uncle George, but he laughed at me, and 
said, ‘ Rubbish! What could you do?’ 
I couldn't think of anything, so I didn’t 
answer.” 

“Well, listen now. 
quite low in your ear. 
desk ?” 

“Yes,” 


I am going to ‘talk 
You know my writing- 
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“In the second drawer on the left-hand 
side you will find a big clasp-knife, open and 
ready for use. I want you to hide it in your 
room. In the middle of the night, when 
everyone is in bed, creep downstairs to the 
dining-room, climb up on the sideboard, and 
cut the cord of my portrait! Leave the 
picture lying face downwards, just as it will 
fall. Say nothing to a soul. You will 
please me very much if you manage this 
successfully.” 

As Mimi listened she turned very cold. 
No terror to her was more awful than dark- 
ness. The gloomy old castle, when daylight 
faded, became full of strange spectres and 
horrible phantoms. 

The child possessed a vivid and some- 
what morbid imagination. To walk alone 
through the corridors at dead of night, to 
face the silent, armoured figures in the hall, 
the eyes of weird faces on the tapestried 
walls—this meant something almost more 
than human endurance could bear ! 

Yet her fond little heart reminded her that 
Uncle Digby asked it as a favour; surely a 
personal sacrifice for him would be worth a 
short spell of agony, however keen. 

She concealed her feelings with an effort ; 
she hoped he would not notice how she 
trembled. 

“I'll do it,” she said, very softly, “and TH 
keep the secret close, uncle, dear. I don’t 
think anyone would guess. It seems a very 
funny thing to do, but I suppose there is 
some reason I shall never understand. I 
don’t mind about not understanding, if it 
will make you glad. I shall stay awake till 
all the lights are out, and I won’t wear any 
shoes.” 

“Good little girl! I knew I could trust 
you,” answered the sick man, with such 
energy in his tone that he fancied he gripped 
suddenly his old healthful self and threw off 
the lassitude which bound him to his bed. 
“Don’t try to understand; I would rather 
you did not. Just do it unquestioningly, as 
a matter of duty—an action of love.” 

He took the round, pink face in his 
bloodless hands and kissed it many times. 
Inwardly a sense of ribald merriment at the 
trick he was ordering made him chuckle to 
himself. 

“ Now,” he said, “I must send you away, 
or the household will suspect I am not as ill 
as it supposes. Everybody is double-faced 
except my ‘ Baby-Girl,’ and she tells me the 
truth—bless her!” 

With an expression of extraordinary elation 
he watched the small figure cross the room 
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and vanish through the door. She looked 
back to wave her little hand, and again 
he repeated, “ Bless her!” under his breath. 


Mimi was so afraid of falling asleep that 
she sat up in bed for hours and kept pinch- 
ing herself to be sure of staying awake. 
Not that her troubled brain would have 
allowed her to rest ! 

Her thoughts were in wild disorder, and 
her heart went thump, thump against her 
little white nightgown, till she fancied it 
might bound out on the counterpane. 

Every few minutes she ran to her door to 
listen, occasionally venturing to the end of 
the passage to see if the lights were extin- 
guished yet. Each time she felt herself 
reprieved as the gleam of lamps fell upon 
her eyes. 

Mimi firmly believed that the wildest chaos 
reigned below when everyone had gone to 
bed. She was sure the pictures 
came out of their frames to dance 
stately minuets; that the tigers 
which made rugs in the daytime 
prowled abroad, grinning with open 
jaws. Even the furniture held 
high carnival, according to her 
childish ideas ; while the white 
statues paraded up and down the 
great marble hall. Lakeview Castle 
was truly a place to set a child’s 
fancy working. Older folk had 
been known to fear it at night 
on account of its mystic, 
time-hallowed associations. 

At last the dreaded hour 
arrived when all was still. 
Only the moon crept through 
the mullioned windows, 
pointing to the path of 
duty, which looked so 
hard to the little, 
breathless pilgrim. 
With knife in hand, 
eyes dilated, and lips 
set firm to prevent 
screaming, Mimi’s bare 
feet pattered down a 
winding staircase, lead- 
ing to an enormous, | 
ghostly-looking library, | 
filled with curiosities | 3 
and lined by sombre 
volumes. Through this 
room she passed to the 
hall, where the marble 
figures ceased their 


revels, standing back 
Vol. xxii —86, 
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in dignified array to let her pass. How 
she reached the far-off dining-room Mimi 
never quite knew. She was followed by a 
thousand fears, voices whispered behind 
every curtain, and the pictures seemed to 
frown upon the weapon in her hand. With 
every fibre of her being on the rack she 
climbed tremblingly upon a high oak chair, 
and from thence to the massive sideboard. 
She came face to face at last with Uncle 
Digby’s picture, and a ray of moonlight 
strayed across it, illuminating the sinister 
features. A remarkably unflattering like- 
ness this, bringing out all that was worst in 
the man’s nature—a portrait taken long 
before Mimi stole into his life, making it 
tenderer where she was concerned. 

Mimi thought the picture winked at her i in 
a singularly human manner. 

Closing her eyes for very terror she raised 
her hand and cut sharply through the cord. 






























“SHE RAISED HER HAND AND CUT SHARPILY THROUGH THE CORD,” 
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The blade executed its work so quickly that 
she had no time to catch the picture as it fell, 
and the sound of its falling echoed through 
the room, giving forth, in the intense silence, 
a strange rumbling noise. She thought, as 
she leapt to the ground, that all the doors 
opened and queer, unearthly figures rushed 
in—then she remembered no more, save that 
her bare feet touched the carpet, as she 
drifted into space. 


The dawn was just breaking when Mimi 
woke to find herself still in the dining-room, 
lying by the fallen picture. The knife, 
luckily, slipped from her hand, and rested 
a few inches away by the carved legs of the 
sideboard. 

Mimi felt very dizzy as she picked herself 
up and took possession of the knife once 
more. The place looked > `’ 
less ghostly now the moon | | 

had gone; daylight made 
` everything appear’ more 
natural again. Evidently 
no one heard the disturb- 
ance, and, reassured, Mimi 
regained her room, too 
dazed to feel frightened as 
she crossed the hall under 
the immovable stare of the 
castle’s silent guardians. 

She crept to bed, burrow- 
ing beneath the clothes 
like a rabbit seeking the 
shelter of its warren. Her 
uncle’s words came back to 
her: “Just do it as a 
matter of duty—an action 
of love. I believe my 
‘Baby-Girl’ could keep a 
secret.” ` 

She smiled, for the terror 
was past. Youth lives in 
the present, which at that 
moment proved warm, com- 
fortable, and secure. 

The following morning 
she heard nothing directly 
of the picture. Certainly 
there was a good deal of 
whispering, and furtive 
glances turned repeatedly 
to the blank space on the 
wall. All conversation was reduced to an 
undertone, and gradually Mimi became 
aware a general impression reigned . that 
Digby Terence would die that day. 

“He seems better,” George told his wife ; 
“he actually wants to get up. The nurses 
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see a great change in him. I believe it often 
happens just before the end.” 

So they waited expectantly for the fatal 
hour and the tolling of the passing bell, 
waited long, till gradually the watchers 
realized that they had placed themselves too 
confidently at the gate of Fortune, and the 
goddess with the golden wings guarded the 
gate securely, opening it not. 

“ You are quite a resurrection,” said the 
doctor, surprised to find a grain of gaiety 
filtering through his patients words and 
actions. “I declare you look positively 
radiant !” 

“ Don’t you know the old saying?” replied 
“Three H’s make a 
man happy—Health, Holiness, and a Head- 
piece. I can’t boast of the second, but I 
seem, since yesterday, to have got hold of the 


FURTIVE GLANCES TURNED REPEATEDLY TO THE 
BLANK SPACE ON THE WALL.” 


first and last, which means I am going to 
keep up the family reputation and live to be 
as old as my father and grandfather.” 

“ Superstition is all rot,” George informed 
the doctor, as he related the story of the 
fallen picture. 
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“Your brother has brought the most 
extraordinary will-power to bear on his case,” 
replied the man of science. 

“He certainly understands the art of 
being lucky ; he turned the corner just in 
time.” 


Lakeview Castle was cleared of guests. 
Digby Terence and little Mimi found them- 
Nurses, doctors, 


selves once more alone. 
relations faded 
from the scene. 
Mimi whispered 
she felt glad, for 
it seemed so nice 
to be cosily to- 
gether. Uncle 
Digby quite 
agreed, as he sat 
over a huge log 
fire with Mimi 
on his knee. 

“ Baby - Girl,” 
he said, solemnly, 
“I have come to 
the conclusion 


that you saved 
my life.” 
“How?” she 


asked, surprised. 

“You told me 
the truth about 
things; you put 
me on my mettle. 
I owe you a debt 
of gratitude! 
Now I come to 
think of it, I 
can’t imagine 
how I could send you on that wild errand 
to break the family superstition! I wonder 
I trusted so small a person! You might 
have injured yourself with the knife — it 
was very risky; besides, I forgot you were 
frightened of the dark. To make up for it 
all, and wipe away the shadow of the past, I 
want you to remember this Christmas as the 
brightest in your life, to choose any treat you 
like, and take as long as you please to think 
it over.” 

Mimi quivered with sudden joy. “I know 
what ‘I should choose, without any think- 
ing!” she said. 

He looked at her curiously ; the childish 
face wore a strangely intense and expectant 
expression. 
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“I should ask for mother to come,” she 
continued. “You used to say it was im- 
possible, but I believe you might manage to 
make it possible, if you tried very hard.” 

The small voice echoed an unspoken 
yearning which, since his illness, involuntarily 
crept into Digby’s heart. 

He sighed deeply and stared at the fire. 
“Suppose you write and ask her,” he said. 

Mimi sprang up, clapping her hands. She 








HT SHOULD ASK FOR MOTHFR TO COME.” 


ran across to a big desk, arming herself with 
a quill pen. “ May she stay for always, or is 
it only to be a Christmas treat?” came ina 
little treble from the desk. 

“Tt would be a pity to let her go away,” 
said the old man, slowly. ‘Christmas is 
a time of festivity—it should be always 
Christmas for you, Baby-Girl !” 

As he spoke a face like Baby-Girl’s rose 
before his mind’s eye, an older face, with the 
same delicate modelling and soft, golden 
hair. It seemed to smile at him from the 
ruddy embers, to bring a sense of “ Peace 
on earth and goodwill towards men.” 

So he sat and dreamed, hearing only the 
scratch of Mimi's pen, seeing only the smiling, 
mystic face of his sister, Clare. 
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French Humorous Artists. 


By MARIE A. BELLOC. 








;|NE of the peculiarities of a great who is, perhaps, the greatest caricaturist now 
| caricaturist is that his humour living, Caran D’Ache, could never for a 
SSE 4. resembles that of no one else, for moment be mistaken for that of one of his 
<4, in the province of humorous draw- friends. It matters little whether he is trans- 
ing imitation is by no means the lating the humorous side of the life led by 


sincerest form of flat- 
tery. No artist who 
sets out to enliven 
rather than to de- 
press his patrons has 
much chance of 
success unless hecan 
prove himself, whilst 
appealing to a wide 
public, original in 
the strictest sense of 
the word. To give 
an example: the 
work of the man 


4-—‘* What is your weapon, Monsieur? * 
“The deadliest to be obtainéd,” 





HOW BEST TO SETTLE A DUEL. 


zed ty Google 


















5.—'' This man means mischief. We had better bave a glass 
of wine and consider what to do.” 


the soldier, the poli- 
tician, the actor, or 
even the dog — in 
each and every case 
he contrives to pre- 
sent the ludicrous 
aspect of any given 
situation in a way 
that is entirely his 
own. To his honour 
be it said, in the 
majority of cases his 
sense of humour is 
aroused by incidents 












which furnish inno- 
cent and wholesome 
amusement to 
people belonging to 
every age and to 
both sexes. 

M. Poiré, for his 
pen-name, Caran 
D’Ache, is only the 
Russian for “lead 
pencil,” really sees 
life entirely from the 
humorous stand- 
point. 





His friends complain that even 
when he is making a serious sketch por- 


FRENCH HUMOROUS ARTISTS. 








trait he produces 
something danger- 
ously like a carica- 
ture of his sitter. 
He is a man of en- 
thusiasms : his hero 
is Napoleon I., his 
heroine Marie An- 
toinette; and his 
delightful studio 
contains a wonderful 
collection of First 
Empire cartoons 


and a complete set of busts and portraits of 
the last Queen of France. 


Caran D’Ache 





“ My Paris hat makes them all jealous !""—ny CARAN D'ACHE. 


Google 





678 THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 


man, his parents would naturally 
have preferred for him a more 
serious career than that of adding 
to the gaiety of nations. Even 
as a child, however, he drew 
humorous pictures, but it was not 
until after some years of real hard 
study that he became a frequent 
contributor to the French comic 
papers, and even now he finds 
time to exhibit work of a very 
different type from that by which 
he is most known. 

M. Gerbault possesses the true 
French humour—that which has 
perhaps its highest exponent in 
Molière ; thus, while quick to 
seize the absurd side of an inci- 
dent, he does not seek, as do one 
or two other artists of his genera- 
tion, to paint the grotesque and 
humorously horrible. His work 
is human and sane in feeling and 
expression, and he is equally at 
home in describing the humours 
of town and country; indeed, 
some of his most successful car- 
toons have been done during his 
holidays and away from Paris. 








Av tHE Doc-Tattor’s.—'! No, that won't do 5 
atall. I don't want my little pet to look like A 
a giddy little actress. ”— BY H. GERBAULT. | 


delights in the society of animals; 
he considers them quite as in- 
telligent and quite as full of fine 
feeling as are most human beings. 
A noble dog, for instance, will 
often inspire him to do a dozen | 
studies under different aspects 
and from different points of jes 
view. | 
As a rule the French pictorial | 
humorist does not much trouble m= 
his head about the animal half of |H] lili 
creation. To him the perfect řiti 
study of mankind is Man, or 
perhaps one should say Woman ; 
and accordingly the dog or cat 
which often appears with such 
excellent effect in the work of M. 
Gerbault is nearly always secen 





acting as an accessory to its 
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M. Gerbault, though still quite 


a young man, has attained < - P Cekal 
1 +m ha ittained a fore Ctl N 
most place m the more important g ke 
group Of French — caricaturists. 
The son of a well-known states- “Move on here, No crowd permitted !"—py H. GERBAULT. 
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M. Abel Faivre is also a two-sided artist ; 
that is to say, he is almost as well known for 
his portraits and serious work as he is for 
his grimly mordant cartoon satires. It has 
always been said that pathos and humour are 
closely allied ; M. Faivre goes a step farther, 
and declares that the grotesque and the 
terrible are generally found side by side. A 
glance at his work makes this more clear 
than pages of explanation could make it. 
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The name of M. Albert Guillaume is well 
known outside France, for he has more than 
once contributed excellent drawings and cari- 
catures to English and American periodicals, 
and in 1899 his little exhibition entitled 
“ Bonshommes Guillaume” was one of the 
big successes of the Great Exposition. 

M. Guillaume comes of a family of artists, 
and his sister, Mme. Lami, is almost as well 
known in France as he is himself; indeed, 


You're doing better 


than last year, and you will be able to swim quite well by the time we celebrate our 
golden wedding."—BY A. FAIVRE. 


Although the French character is supposed 
to be so remarkably gay and cheerful, there 
is in France a large public which appreciates 
the striking and peculiar individual talent of 
this young artist. “ To my eyes,” he observes, 
half apologetically, “the absurd and the 
horrible walk as it were hand in hand. I see 
life thus, and I often find that what amuses 
other people simply seems to me stupid. To 
me, I can but repeat it, life is either wholly 
ideal or wholly grotesque.” M. Faivre is not 
yet five-and-thirty ; he has been devoted to 
art from earliest youth, and has studied really 
hard. He is a painter first, a caricaturist 
afterwards, but no sketch, however slight, of 
French humorous art could be considered 
adequate without some allusion to the very 
peculiar satirical talent of this young artist. 
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she may claim to be the only woman carica- 
turist of our day, though she does not give 
herself up entirely to humorous work. 

M. Guillaume began exhibiting when only 
seventeen, and then he became a soldier for 
close on ten years. Even during this long 
period he remained in touch with his old 
friends and published some amusing albums, 
one of his most successful being entitled 
“Lawn Tennis Throughout the Ages.” M. 
Guillaume is, perhaps, the most hard-working 
of modern French artists. His fertility is 
amazing, and he never goes out without bring- 
ing back half-a-dozen good ideas for cartoons 
and posters. At one time he made his 
studio literally out of a large cellar of his 
own and his brother's delightful house, which, 
though situated within a stone’s throw of the 
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THE Country IN PARIS.—BY GUILLAUME. 


Luxembourg Garden, might be a hundred 
miles from the centre of a great capital. In this 
curious workroom, lined with valuable tiles, 
on which were gummed many of his drawings 
and those of his friends, M. Guillaume worked 
night and day. Now, to the joy of his 
family, who did not approve of his thus 
trying his eyes—for electric light was naturally 
the only illuminant of this peculiar studio— 
he has arranged for himself an airy atelier, 
from the windows of which he overlooks 
the leafy gardens of those Parisians who 
have the good for- 
tune to dwell in the 
most picturesque 
quarter of the 
town. 

Mme. Lami 
shares her brother’s 
strong sense of 
humour. She is a 
delightful and ac- 
complished artist, 
and during years 
of her life, when a 
painter of delicate, 
miniature-like por- 
traits, it never en- 
tered into her mind 
to turn her pencil 
to a humorous use. 
Since her first essay 
of the kind she 
has found herself 
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obliged, almost 
against her will, to 
go on with this kind 
of work, for, as we 
are all only too well 
aware, the world asks 
for nothing better 
than to be perpetu- 
ally amused, and 
Mme. Lami’s quaint, 
humorous studies in 
femininity have an 
ever -increasing 
public. 

“ As far as is pos- 
sible,” she said to 
me, “I am inspired 
by actual facts and 
incidents, and doubt- 
less that is why I 
have been so suc- 
cessful. To give you 
three examples, one 
of my most successful 
drawings, that in 
which one woman says to another, ‘ How 
little I thought I should ever become fond 
of you! Why, my husband told me you 
were so very beautiful!’ was actually said to 
me by one of my best friends. Again, another 
very successful ‘cartoon representing a little 
boy, just home from the exhibition, Darkest 
Africa, running up to his mother, who is 
nursing the baby, with the words, ‘Oh, 
mamma, do let our next baby be a black 
one,’ was taken from life, for the hero of that 
episode was a little lad well known to me. 
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Again, the cook who, on hearing 
her mistress call her any number 
of hard names, turned round and 
remarked, coolly: ‘Dear me, 
ma’am, I thought you were talk- 
ing to yourself, is also an ac- 
quaintance, and a valued one, 
for she has become quite a do- 
mestic type through my drawings. 

“From my point of view,” 
she added, “women lend them- 
selves to caricature even more 
than men do. A woman comes 
across so many absurd things in 
her progress through life. I am 
not often tempted to caricature 
the men I meet, but I delight in 
reproducing, if only for my own 
and 


amusement that of my 
brothers, the little humorous 
incidents which brighten my 


existence from day to day.” 

“And do you consider, ma- 
dam, that the ordinary carica- 
turist is fair in his delineation 
of woman?” 






Housemaid: * Please, miss, t 


Mistress AND Matp.—Zady: “ Now you know what I think of you. No name 
would be too bad for you.” i 
Cook : “ Dear me, ma'am, I thought you were talking to yourself all this time.” 


BY MME, LAMI. 


Vol. xxii.—86. 
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THE IDEAL AND THE ReEAL.— Lady (reading): “And when Prince Charming 
advanced towards the lovely jay of his dreams——" 
ey’ve come for the washing.”--BY MME. LAMI. 


“Yes and no. The French 
humorist is too apt to see 
the stupid and silly side of 
the woman whose character 
he attempts to sum up ina 
few lines and in a few words. 
Not often are they as happy 
as was the humorist who, 
seeing a young couple en- 
joying a day on the river, 
luckily for himself overheard 
the following remark, made 
by the lady: ‘How lovely 
this is! If you or I were to 
die I should retire to the 
country!’ That deserved to 
be immortalized. But too 
often the man humorist is 
never happier than when he 
finds occasion to turn even 
a pretty woman into ridicule ; 
he does not like to think 
that she has intelligence as 
well as beauty. Again, many 
people are glad to deny a 
pretty woman a sense 0’ 
humour.” 
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But when all is said and done Mme. Lami 
thoroughly appreciates the admirable work 
done by her brother and his friends, and she 
enjoys—as, indeed, what woman would not? 
—her peculiar position as the only woman 
caricaturist whose work is constantly pub- 
lished side by side with that done by the 
masters of her craft. 

Among the 
younger artists who 
may hope to make 
twentieth century 
reputations quite as 
great as those of 
their predecessors, 
the Italian carica- 
turist, Cappiello, 
deserves special 
mention, for he has 
struck a really new 
note, and, though 
he has only been in 
Paris three or four 
years, his cartoons 
are eagerly asked 
for and accepted by 
the leading comic 
papers. 

M. Cappiello 
made his début as a 
designer of pictorial 
posters, but, even 
when helping to 
spread the fame of 
some light beer or 
new safety lamp, his 
sense of humour was 
always very present, 
and accordingly he 
was told to turn his 
attention to what 
may be called, al- 
though a contradic- 
tion in terms, serious 
caricature. To an 
English eye his work 
vaguely recalls, 
without in any way 
imitating, the Vanity Fair type of cartoon. 
He seems to possess an instinctive knowledge 
of the humorous points of any. man or 
woman who becomes, willingly or un- 
knowingly, his sitter for the nonce. This is 
why his drawings have attracted wide atten- 
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tion among artists. “A little more, and 
he might become the modern Velasquez,” 
was said of him by a well- known art 
critic. 

One fine morning, not content with the 
possibilities offered by pen, pencil, and 
palette, Cappiello turned his attention to 
sculpture, and his 
humorous statuettes 
of well - known 
people made even 
more sensation than 
his cartoons and 
portrait-albums had 
done. Though only 
a few inches high, 
each of these statu- 
ettes gives to those 
who have known or 
who have often seen 
the person whom it 
is supposed to re- 
present a startlingly 
vivid idea of the 
young Italian artist’s 
sitter, particularly 
successful being 
those done by him 
of Yvette Guilbert 
and Jeanne Granier. 
Indeed, it would 
appear as if M. 
Cappiello had really 
achieved, what at 
this date of the 
world’s history 
would almost seem 
to be impossible— 
namely, a new me- 
dium for the inter- 
pretation of humor- 
ous art ! 

As yet his fellow- 
caricaturists have 
been content to 
admire his work, 
and he may be said 
to have a monopoly 
of the humorous statuette; but, doubtless, 
soon his invention, for invention it certainly 
has been, will be adapted, if not copied, and 
a new terror will be added to the existence 
of those whose careers make their faces anc 
figures familiar to the man in the street ! 





By Mrs. NEWMAN. 


Author of “ Her Will and Her Way,” ‘“ His Vindication,” “ The Last of the Haddons,” etc., etc. 


WYN the larger of two dreary, 


barely furnished rooms, in a 
NS block of “mansions” situated 
Wag ri the sete of onn 
73) ONE | lay a man of about forty-five 
spire years of age in the last stage 
of a long illness. The window-blind was 
drawn up as it had been left by the doctor 
when taking his last look at his patient, and 
the hot glare of the June sunshine streamed 
in unchecked upon the wan, wasted face of 
the dying man. The light without could 
make no difference to him now. 

With a grave, pitiful look at the one other 
inmate of the room —a girl of about eighteen, 
kneeling by the bedside—the doctor had 
moved silently away. 

“ She preferred to be alone with her father 
just now,” he had said to the three or four 
women who pressed forward on his way 
downstairs with kindly, if somewhat noisy, 
sympathy and eager offers of their services. 
‘The sympathy they could offer was not of 
the kind to meet the present case, he was 
thinking, and the trained, capable nurse he 
was about to send would be there in less than 
half an hour. 

“ Well, the Moores had always been a little 
stand-offish, keeping to themselves more than 
was quite neighbourly,” agreed the would-be 
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consolers as they moved off to compare notes 
upon another and more interesting event just 
occurring in the “ block,” as it was generally 
termed. 

The young girl knelt by her father’s side 
in silent prayer, incapable of taking heed of 
aught besides the terrible fact that the life of 
the one nearest and dearest to her—the one 
she loved best in all the world—her father 
and only friend, was fast ebbing away. Ina 
few hours—it might be moments—she would 
be alone in the world. 

Circumstances had drawn these two more 
closely together than are the generality of , 
fathers and daughters. Her mother had 
died when she was an infant, and since then 
the one object of his life had been to give 
his child every advantage he could secure for 
her. She had been kept at good schools, 
where she had made the most of her oppor- 
tunities, and supposed her father to be ina 
good position in life, and that his being 
immersed in business was the cause of her 
spending the vacation at school and pre- 
vented her seeing much of him. Only when 
at sixteen she left school and came to his 
poor home did she realize at what a cost all 
this had been to her father. 

The money spent by Stephen Moore—the 
name he had chosen to be known by—on his 
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child’s education had been earned by the 
hardest toil as a law-writer. She knew now 
that he must have deprived himself of all but 
the barest necessaries in order to give her the 
advantages she possessed. 

Sybil Moore was endowed with something 
more than quick feeling. She very soon set 
to work to add her share towards meeting the 
expenses, and considered herself very fortu- 
nate when, by the aid of her late school- 
mistress, she obtained a morning engagement 
as reader to an elderly lady, which left her 
free to assist her father in the after-part of the 
day. The long years of hard work and self- 
denial had not been in vain. He knew now 
that she would at least be able to earn a living 
after he was gone. 

In the last days of his illness the know- 
ledge of this had not been sufficient to satisfy 
him, his thoughts constantly reverting to 
the advantages which he told himself ought 
to be hers. He would lie murmuring in a 
half-dreamy way of a beautiful park, a 
stately old home, and a_ time-honoured 
name, which would be hers but for a great 
wrong done. 

A proud, cold, reticent man, neither 
asking nor offering sympathy, had appeared 
Stephen Moore to the outside world. To 
his daughter he was a delightful companion, 
with his deep perception, mind stored with 
knowledge, and heart like that of a child. 
The reserve which veiled the best in him 
to the eyes of others she attributed to his 
having suffered some great wrong in the past, 


a wrong which he had hitherto shrunk from: 


entering upon, even to her. 

His prospects in life, of which his Oxford 
training and great natural capabilities had 
seemed to give so much promise, had been 
ruined. This much she knew, and she 
could see that during his illness his thoughts 
reverted to a happy boyhood rather than to 
the years of trial and difficulty that had come 
later. 

One thing he told her, anxiously en- 
deavouring to impress it upon her mind, and 
this was that he had chosen to be known by the 
name of Moore to prevent his real one being 
known by those he came in contact with. 

“Our name is Harland. You will re- 
member, Sybil, Harland.” 

“ Dear father, yes, I will not forget.” 

“You will find the register of your birth 
and’ my marriage to your mother—the dear 
wife who chose to share my misfortunes. A 
brave, true woman, who stood unflinchingly 
by my side until she died. A great wrong— 
a cruel wrong!” 
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In silent agony of spirit the young girl 
laid her cheek upon his hand, to which no 
caress of hers could impart the slightest 
warmth. Not her least trial had been the 
having to listen to his incoherent ramblings 
about “a great wrong,” “a cruel wrong,” to 
which he reverted again and again. 

“Is it getting dark? Sybil, where are 
you?” 

“ Dear father, I am here ; I will not leave 
you”; her heart stabbed afresh by his un- 
consciousness that his hand was clasped in 
hers. 

“A great wrong! A cruel wrong !” 

“Forget it, dear. Think how happy we 
have been, you and I. Think of your un- 
selfish goodness to me.” 

“ As we forgive them which trespass against 
us. There must be forgiveness before I go. 
Do you-hear, Sybil, full forgiveness ? ” 

“Yes, father.” 

His thoughts wandered back to his boy- 
hood again, and he was calling to his brother 
Wilfred. 

“ A race down the avenue, Wil. All fair, 
twelve steps ahead, and off you go! | 
showed Wilfred where the nest was, sir, so 
Iam most to blame! Your terrier for my 
pony: that’s a good chop for you, old fellow ! 
Did you call, Wil? Are you waiting for me 
there? Sybil! where are you?” 

She held a restorative to his lips, and he 
presently recommenced :— 

“ You must promise to do it for me, Sybil. 
Tell Wilfred.” The words trailed off into 
silence again. 

“What is it you wish me to tell him, 
father?” She had not, until now, beard that 
he had a brother living. 

“ Go to him—the old home.” 

“ Where ?” Pi 

“The park, you know—Haresfield—and 
say ” 

“Ves, go to your brother Wilfred and 
say ?” 

“ As I hope to be forgiven.” 

“Find your brother and tell him he is 
forgiven? I will, father.” 

“Wilfred!” Stephen’ Harland suddenly 
opened wide his eyes, as if in surprised 
recogr'tion, then fell back with a smile on 
his face— dead ! 

Ten days later Sybil Harland was on her 
way to Haresfield, a large estate situated 
in Berkshire. With the assistance of her 
father’s marriage certificate, in which he was 
described as the son of Ambrose Harland, 
Haresfield, Berkshire, she had had no diñ- 
culty in ascertaining its whereabouts. The 
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Harlands were well known in the county, 
having for generations owned the property 
distant four miles from the junction. 

Hiring a fly she was driven to the park- 
gates, where she alighted. At the lodge she 
was told she would most probably find Mr. 
Harland at the house. 

“ He is a studious gentleman, and spends 
a deal of time over his books in the library,” 
said the woman, who came out to answer her 
inquiries, eyeing the young girl with no little 
curiosity as she spoke, and wondering why 
she had asked for the master instead of the 
mistress. 

“ She don’t look one of their sort, neither, 
at least her clothes don’t,” she thought, un- 
certainly. “ After subscriptions or something 
like that, I take it. But the master don’t like 
em to be turned away without a hearing.” 










“(SYBIL WALKED UP THE LONG AVENUE.” 


Sybil walked up the long avenue, bordered 
on either side by spreading elms, and slightly 
ascending the whole way towards a stately 
house of the Tudor period, in the midst of a 
well-wooded park, stretching away on all 
sides. 

This, then, was the home of Wilfred 
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Harland ; while his brother had lived in a 
close back street, wearing his life out with 
hard work for daily bread. Her eyes dwelt 
upon the scene, so unfamiliar in its luxury of 
space and quiet beauty, with bitter resent- 
ment of the cruel wrong which had robbed 
her father of it all, and deprived him of the 
rights of sonship. 

The wrong, whatever it was, must have 
been relentlessly carried on through long 
years of suffering to her beloved father! He 
had been able to forgive, and to wish his 
dying forgiveness to be given to the brother 
who had wronged him—but for her! Ah, 
no, not yet, not here, where everything 
seemed to mock her with the contrast of her 
father’s lot and that of his brother! The 
very rooks seemed to caw mockingly to her 
as they flew in and out the trees. 

She could look no longer at the beau- 
tiful scene, but walked sternly on with 
down-cast eyes up the long avenue until 
she came to the sweep before the house. 
She would not even 
pause to admire the 
stately old building 
which under different 
circumstances would 
have appealed to her 
artistic taste ; her brows 
knitted into a frown as 
she ascended the few 
broad steps at the en 
trance. 

As she reached the 
hall-door, thrown hos- 
pitably open, a man- 
servant came forward. 

“Is Mr. Harland in? 
Can I see him?” 

“ Mr. Harland?” he 
repeated, with a slight 
interrogatory emphasis; “I 
will see, ma’am,” throwing 
open a door for her to enter, 
=o as he added, “ What name, if 
= you please ? ” 

Indicating by a gesture that 
she preferred waiting there, she 
replied, “ Miss Harland.” 

Well-trained as he prided 
himself upon being, the man 

could hardly avoid showing his surprise. 
Miss Harland, and unknown there—to him, 
although he had lived there for years! He 
opened the door of another room, and she 
heard the murmur of voices within; then he 
emerged, and, with a look of bewilderment 
still on his face, stood aside for her to enter. 
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Wilfred Harland had pushed back the 
library chair in which he had been seated; 
risen to his feet, and stood looking towards 
the open door with even greater astonishment 
than the man had shown. 

What did he see? A young girl, tall, 
slender, and, to his eyes, beautiful exceed- 
ingly, but with an expression in her face 
almost repellent in its sternness. She was 
clothed from head to foot in deep mourning, 
plain of make and coarse in texture. 


THE STRAND 


MAGAZINE. 


“ My father, my dear father, died ten days 
ago. It was his dying wish that I should 
find you and bring his forgiveness for the 
great wrong done him.” 

“I—it is very good of you; but I do not 
quite understand. That is, I have no 
brother.” 

“Your name is Wilfred Harland. Do you 
repudiate your brother Stephen, now ?” 

“I think you must be alluding to my 
father. His name was Wilfred, and he had 





“po YOU REPUDIATE YOUR BROTHER STEPHEN, Now?” 


At loss for words, he could only bow, with 
an interrogatory look at the refined face, 
which not even its proud reserve could 
render unattractive. 

“You are Mr. Harland?” she began, as 
the door closed and he wheeled a chair 
towards her. “Mr. Wilfred Harland?” 
taking no notice of his offer of the chair. 

a Yes.” 

“ My name is Sybil Harland. I am the 
only child of your brother Stephen.” 

He advanced a step, holding out his hand, 
but still with the same puzzled look in his 
eyes. 

She did not put out her hand to meet his, 
and went on, with tiie careful distinctness of 
one repeating a well-learned lesson :— 


Digitized by Goc gle 


a brother Stephen whom he lost sight of for 
many years.” 

She looked at him more intently now, and 
saw that he could not be much more than 
six or seven and twenty. 

“Then it is your father I ought to have 
seen ? ” 

“ He died a year and a half ago.” 

She fell back, gazing at him in silent 
dismay. How could she say the words she 
had meant to say—to him, the dead man’s 
son ? 

“She does not know the truth,” was his 
swift thought, “and I cannot tell her. No; 
come what may, I cannot!” 

“Iam sorry to have intruded upon you,” 
she faltered, pride and reserve giving place 
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to an expression very like pity in her face. 
How much worse to be the son of the man 
who had done the wrong, than for her, she 
was thinking. To him, she went on :— 

“ I did not know he was dead, and I was 
bound to bring my father’s message.” 

He bowed, mentally repeating, “She does 
not know.” At loss what to reply, he some- 
what irrelevantly said, “I hope your father 
did not suffer much in his last illness ?” 

“ He always suffered. He was very poor, 
and was, until quite lately, obliged to work 
too hard,” she said, striving to steel herself 
against anything like a friendly feeling 
towards this man. 

“Money was always waiting for him at the 
bank. It was hoped he knew that.” 

“Tf he knew that it was there I am glad to 
think he did not take it. But since things 
are as they are, I need say no more than that 
I have done my father’s bidding. I will 
trespass no longer on your time, Mr. 
Harland. Good-bye ”—turning to quit the 
room as she spoke. 

“ You must not—pray do not go, Miss Har- 
land. There are but my sister and myself 
left, and if you are your father’s only child 
we are the sole representatives of the old 
house now, and we ought to be friends.” 

“Thank you; but I am desirous of 
catching the two o’clock up-train,” she replied, 
still a little stiffly, although she found it as 
difficult to withstand Wilfred Harland’s good- 
will as did other people. 

A fine young fellow, gifted with brains as 
well as good looks ; one of the few who 
carry the world with them in their frank, 
genial fashion. 

“ Let us try to forget the past, as they who 
are gone would wish us to do. Would they 
not wish it if they were present with us 
now?” 

She was silent. Her father had sent his 
forgiveness, and it was not for her to say or 
do anything which might invalidate that. 

“ At least let me introduce my sister to 
you?” he hurriedly recommenced. “She is 
living with me, and I shall find her in a few 
moments.” 

“ There will not be time, I think. I must 
catch the train,” she replied, still endeavour- 
ing to keep on the defensive, though she 
found it increasingly difficult to do so. 

“Oh, no, I cannot let you go without 
seeing my sister. Grace would never forgive 
me,” his admiration deepening as he gazed at 
her. 

She hesitated, returning his gaze a little 
doubtfully. He seemed kind and desirous 
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of being friendly ; but he had accepted the 


-message she brought in a manner so different 


from what might have been expected, in the 
son of the man against whom she had infer- 
entially brought an accusation. Even if he 
did not know what the charge was any more 
than did she, it seemed singular that he 
should show no curiosity as to the meaning 
of her message. He had looked so strange 
when she said she had gone there for the 
purpose of conveying her father’s forgiveness, 
and yet he had passed it over without com- 
ment, uttering no word of inquiry or defence. 

Taking quick note of her hesitation, he 
repeated, “Oh, yes, you must see Grace,” 
hurrying out of the room as he spoke. 

She looked round at the well-filled book- 
shelves, remembered what books had been to 
her father, then, with a bitter sigh, turned 
towards the open window, only to be re- 
minded of what else he had been deprived. 
As her eyes dwelt upon the scene without, 
this side of the house giving upon grass 
terraces, old Italian garden, trellised roseries, 
and view of the park beyond, as far as the 
eye could reach, she thought how great must 
have been the wrong which had driven her 
beloved father from a home such as this, 
which he was so capable of appreciating, 
to a life of loneliness and poverty, and yet— 
ah, yes, it would be her happiness by-and- 
by to remember he had forgiven ! 

Wilfred Harland re-entered the room ac- 


companied by a young girl of about twenty 


years of age, not unlike her brother in her 
frank, kindly bearing, and good-looking in 
the same genial way. Both were the per- 
sonification of happiness and fine health, and 
had a hearty appreciation of the good things 
that had fallen to their lot. 

“ Both as easily took in as a couple of 
children, if you wanted to take ’em in, only 
you never would,” was the verdict upon them 
by those employed about the estate. “They 
takes everybody for angels and treats them 
accordingly, and no one would have the heart 
to undeceive ’em.” 

They were nevertheless quite aware of 
their little weaknesses, and Grace Harland 
did not mind acknowledging that one of hers 
was a somewhat extravagant taste for pretty 
things. She was attired just now with 
becoming simplicity, although it was sim- 
plicity of a much more expensive kind than 
that of her cousin’s. 

Sybil Harland owed nothing to carefully- 
arranged effects of delicately-tinted muslin 
and soft, innocent-looking lace which a good 
artiste knows so well how to “ create.” Her 
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mourning was of the kind worn by the 
poorest, with the exception of being un- 
adorned by the cheap glitter they sometimes 
affect. The refinement of her face and figure 
was, perhaps, all the more noticeable in 
contrast with her attire. 

“ My sister Grace, Miss Harland. The 
daughter of our father’s elder brother, Grace.” 

“Our cousin! We ought to have known 
each other long ago, ought we not?” said 
Grace, with a winning smile, offering her 
hand as she spoke. 

Sybil could not withstand this, although 
she still strove to retain a cold, reticent 
bearing. 

“Have you told your sister what brought 
me here, Mr. Harland ?” 

He reddened and a little awkwardly, as 
one not accustomed to conceal anything, 
replied :— 

“I had only time to say your father has 
passed away.” A little pleadingly he added : 
“Tt did not seem necessary to tell Grace 
more than that you came to inform me of 
that.” 

“T think your sister ought also to know 
that my errand was to bring my father’s dying 
forgiveness 
to yours,” 
said Sybil, 
with quiet 
distinct- 
ness. 

“ Forgive- 
ness! To 
my father ? 
How could 
that be ne- 
cesssary ? ” 
not a little 
indignantly 
ejaculated 
Grace, 
proudly 
meeting 
Sybil’s 
eyes. 
“There 
must be 
some mis- 
take, of 
course. 
And you 
forget that our 
father is also dead, 
Miss Harland.” 

“T did not know 
that he was dead 
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and I was bound to obey my father’s dying 
request. Having done so, I must go, or I 
shall not catch my train.” 

“Tt is four miles. You must not walk. 
Of course, you will allow us to drive you to 
the station, and that will give you time to 
take some refreshment before you go,” said 
Wilfred, looking towards his sister. 

Grace remained coldly silent. 

“Thank you, but I prefer to walk.” And, 
with a slight bend of the head, by way of 
farewell, Sybil turned away. She was, in 
fact, afraid of breaking down altogether if 
she remained longer there, with the remem- 
brance of her father’s touching allusions to 
his old home crowding upon her memory. 

Wilfred opened the door for her, and he 
and his sister, who was beginning to look more 
puzzled than angry, walked with her across 
the hall and out to the sweep before the house. 

“Ts it quite fair to us your going in this 
way, when we should be so glad to be 
friends ?” said Wilfred, in a low voice. 

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I do not 


wish to be unfair, but I cannot forget that I 
am Stephen Harland’s daughter, and I know 
what he has suffered as none else could.” 
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“What if——” The young man looked 
towards his sister, gazing gravely at them, 
and kept back the words that sprang to his 
lips. 

With a murmured ‘ Good-bye” 
walked on. 

“ What does it all mean, Wilfred? Do you 
know ?” asked Grace. 

He ruffled up his hair with both hands. 
“ Don't ask me, Grace.” 

“Why not—what is there I should not 
know?” 

“ She came in all good faith to bring her 
father’s forgiveness.” 

“ She said that much herself. But what 
could our father have done to need forgive- 
ness? He could have been in no way to 
blame.” 

“ He was not.” 

** Then, why——” 

“ It isa miserable story, Grace; and you 
were not told because father could not bear 
to talk about it, I suppose. He hoped, I 
think, to keep the matter quite secret.” 

“ I think I ought to know now, Wilfred.” 

“ Well, perhaps—as things are —yes, I 
think it is better you should know the truth. 
The fact is, that when the two brothers were 
about to leave Oxford, where Stephen had 
made some mark, a great wrong was done— 
not by our father, but by hers.” 

“ Hers!” 

“ Yes, and you may imagine what I felt 
when I was told a Miss Harland wished 
to see me, and when she said that she had 
come to bring her father’s dying forgiveness 
to me, thinking she was speaking to my 
father, unaware that he is dead.” 

“Oh, Wilfred, what in the world did you 
say ? ” 

“ Simply that my father was dead. It was 
not possible to tell her that er father was 
the wrong-doer.” 

“No; how could you? But what was the 
wrong?” 

“ Some fraud about the property, I think; 
but father did not like to hear any allusion to 
the subject, therefore I never heard the 
exact story. Enough to say his brother did 
some great wrong, and had to leave his 
home in consequence. Better for us not to 
think of it, Grace. It happened years ago 
and both are dead. We will let the remem- 
brance of the wrong be buried with them. 
It is sufficient for us to know that our father 
was blameless, and for her—the knowledge of 
the truth might shadow her whole life. Her 
love for her father is as strong as yours and 


mine for ours.” 
Vol. xxii.—87. 
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“ And she seemed so refined and capable 
of the best. Ah, Wil, the pity of it! You 
are right; let her keep her belief in him. It 
cannot hurt us, knowing what we do. She 
looks so poor, too. Uncle Stephen was the 
eldest son, was he not? How was it he was 
in such bad circumstances ?” 

“The wrong must have been a very serious 
one, for grandfather was so indignant that 
he cut off the entail and left nothing to him ; 
but I know father would gladly have helped 
him if he could have found him.” 

“Wilfred, we will not let her slip away from 
us like this. I will follow her. She cannot 
know the short cut, and I will go by the road. 
If you will see that a horse is put to the 
station-cart I shall overtake her before she 
gets far.” 

He caught eagerly at the suggestion. It 
was just what he himself had been wanting 
to do; but felt it would come better from 
her. 

“That’s good of you!” he ejaculated, 
going off with quick steps round towards the 
stable-yard. 

Quick as they were to do their master’s 
bidding, Grace Harland, who had merely 
slipped on a garden-hat, was waiting in the 
drive when the cart was brought round. 

“No; 1 will go alone,” she said, as the 
groom was about to swing himself up behind. 

Seeing it was in her mind that, in the 
event of there being any confidences between 
herself and Sybil, she could speak more 
freely if they were alone, her brother gave 
the man a nod of dismissal. She indeed 
required no one. The whole neighbour- 
hood would be ready enough to go to the 
assistance of Grace Harland, should it be 
necessary. 

She drove rapidly down the avenue and 
out into the road, and presently saw Sybil 
walking rather slowly about a quarter of a 
mile in advance. She was quickly by her 
side 

“I am driving to the station. Won’t you 
take a seat with me?” she said. “Pray 
do.” 

Sybil hesitated, endeavouring to summon 
pride to her aid, but there was no shade ; 
the road was hot and dusty ; and the fatigue 
and excitement she had passed through, 
after an insufficient breakfast, were beginning 
to tell upon her. 

“ Now that step,” said Grace, with the air 
of taking consent for granted. ‘Give me 
your hand. Here you are”; and Sybil found 
herself by her cousin’s side. Seeing that she 
was looking very white, and apparently at 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


690 


THE STRAND MAGAZINE. 





‘SHE WAS QUICKLY BY HER SIDE.” 


loss what to say, Grace went on: “I am 
sorry we could not persuade you to take 
luncheon with us. Are you living with 
friends ?” 

“No; I am quite alone now.” 

“ You will not be alone for long, I hope. 
But after such a loss as yours—I know how 
itis. We have gone through the same, you 
know.” 

“Not quite the same, I think,” replied 
Sybil, her face shadowing again with the 
thought how few were the comforts she had 
been able to procure for her father and the 
contrast between the surroundings of the 
brothers during their last illness. 

“You must allow us to try to be some- 
thing to you. Wilfred is such a dear, good 
fellow, and he would be proud to be con- 
sidered your friend. But you will find all 
that out later. If you could call me Grace 
and tell me what your name is we should 
feel more like cousins to begin with.” 

“ My name is Sybil.” 

“ How pretty; and you are about my age, 
I think ?” 

“T am just eighteen.” 

“Oh, two years younger than I. I am 
twenty and ”—-with a blush and a smile—“ an 
engaged young person, if you please.” 

“One can see it is ‘the time of roses’ 
with you.” 

“That only makes me more desirous of — 
I have set my heart upon our being friends, 
you and I.” 

Sybil had more difficulty in maintaining 
her reserve now. She could imagine no 
greater pleasure than having a girl- friend 
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such as the other seemed to be, but she 
sternly reminded herself that such pleasure 
was not for Stephen Harland’s daughter. 
Gravely she replied :— 

“ Circumstances will prevent that; we shall 
be going different ways.” 

“Do you think our fathers would wish 
that?” glancing with pitiful eyes at the 
beautiful face by her side, so pathetic in its 
sadness. ‘Should we wish it?” 

“Tt is not what one wishes, but what is.” 

“You do not mean that you could not 
forgive as did your father when be thought 
he had been wronged. No, you are not like 
that, I am sure of it.” 

“I cannot forget—I never can—the long 
years of misery and isolation —the deep 
poverty he endured. He! endowed with a 
great heart as well as intellect.” s 

“Every effort was made to find him. 
Poverty he need not have suffered.” x 

“You did not know him,” said Sybil 
closing her mouth and giving a look at her 
cousin which was meant to add, ‘and there- 
fore cannot judge.” 

Grace drove very slowly; there was but 
half a mile to go, and she was too much 1 
earnest to be easily rebuffed. A 

“Will you allow us to do nothing? 
Remember, it would be hard for us to feel 
you were alone in the world and would 
accept neither our love nor our help.” 

“Had one word of regret for the past 
reached my father ! ” 

“But suppose for a moment that pox 
father had done the wrong, whatever it was 
would you not have been sorry for us?” 
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A hot flush came into Sybil’s face. “ Pity ! 
Would you have cared for that? Ah, no, 
you need not tell me,” with a bitter smile. 

“T suppose we Harlands are proud—that 
seems part of our heritage ; but we ought not 
to be proud of our pride, Sybil.” 

“No,” quietly. After a few moments’ 
reflection she added, turning hurriedly 
towards the other as they came within sight 
of the station: “You are good. I can 
think of other things besides wrongs, and it 
-will help me by-and-by to remember that 
you meant to be kind. But it must be good- 
bye between us.” 

As Grace drew rein three or four men 
came running up, each eager to be first to 
hold the horse’s head. Sybil stepped down 
and Grace sprang to her side. The train 
was just In sight. 

“Will you write to me, Sybil? May I 
write to you ?” persisted Grace, as they made 
their way to the platform. “ What address ?” 

“ Oh, we call our place ‘The Mansions,’ ” 
replied Sybil, with a little laugh. 

“The Mansions?” repeated Grace, ques- 
tioningly. 

“ Some call them blocks.” 

“ Where 2?” 

“Oh,” as the train began to move off, 
“ Camberwell way.” 

Grace nodded and smiled. “I shall find 
you,” she said, with a last wave of the hand. 


Sybil Harland took up her working life 
again, not quite so philosophically as she had 
hoped to do. Her thoughts were, indeed, 
too often apt to disobey her will, and to 
dwell upon the beautiful home from which 
her father had been thrust out by some cruel 
wrong. She knew how constantly the re- 
membrance of it had been with him during 
his last iilness, and knew that it was chiefly 
for her sake he had been troubled. Not 
only he but his child was shut out from the 
old home. Whata home! She pictured to 
herself the life there, until her heart yearned 
to roam about those woods she had caught 
glimpses of, and she dwelt upon the idea of 
being made free of the old library, until 
her spirit longed to burst the bonds that 
fettered it. 

Her father had striven to cultivate her 
mind, perhaps with some hope that she 
might eventually come to her own, as his 
share of the property would rightfully be. 
She saw now that there must have been some 
lingering hope of this in his mind when he 
made her promise to go herself to bear his 
last message to his brother. ‘ Wilfred was 
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not naturally hard-hearted,” he had told him- 
self, “and his heart might be touched by 
Sybil.” She could understand, too, why he 
had kept her at the different schools during 
the vacatiens, and why he had afterwards so 
carefully guarded her from the associations 
with which they were surrounded. How 
often had she been told that she must never 
forget she had an honoured name to uphold! 

“Honoured! Where had been the honour 
to him?” she asked herself. The doctor, 
out of his good nature and pity for her, and 
a poor clerk in the same building, who had 
now and again helped her father with his 
work, had been the followers, and she the 
only mourner at his funeral. 

Her fits of abstraction were indulgently 
borne with for a time by the elderly lady by 
whom she was employed, as the natural and 
to be expected effects of her grief for the loss 
of her father. But, as weeks went by, and 
she seemed less and less capable of feeling 
any interest in her work, Mrs. Westall grew a 
little impatient. She liked to be at least 
listened to intelligently, and Sybil’s replies 
sometimes showed how far her thoughts had 
strayed from the subjects introduced. 

“You will perhaps find the births, deaths, 
and marriages more interesting than the lead- 
ing article appears to be to you this morning, 
Miss Moore,” she a little irritably said one 
morning, when her patience had been more 
than usually tried. 

Stifling a sigh Sybil turned over the pages 
of the paper and began where she generally 
left off. She had got through the lists of 
births and marriages, and half-way down the 
deaths, when she suddenly stopped, catching 
in her breath with a little gasp. 

“On the 3rd, Stephen, eldest son of the 
late Ambrose Harland, of Haresfield, Berk- 
shire, aged forty-four.” 

“How did the notice get there?” 
her cousins, of course. 
it inserted ! 

The colour came and went in her face as 
she glanced at Mrs. Westall gazing com- 
placently at her rings. 

“Well, child, well?” 

Sybil hesitated a moment, then, with the 
thought that the other could not possibly 
know, and that it might be better not to 
attract attention by passing the notice over, 
ran through the words aloud, and was 
hurriedly reading on when Mrs. Westall put 
in :— 

“Read that again, Miss Moore.” 

Sybil obeyed, lowering her voice to almost 
a whisper. 


Ah, 
‘They must have had 
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“Harland? Stephen Harland, of Hares- 
field? Why, he must have been—of course 
he was—the missing man! Gone to his last 
reckoning ; a sad one enough for him, I fear, 
unless he made peace first with those he 
injured.” 

“ He injured no one!” hotly replied Sybil. 
“ You could not have known him !” 

“Indeed I did. We lived in the same 
county and were neighbours years ago. He 
brought great trouble on the family.” 

“Tt was not he. You must be speaking of 
his brother,” said Sybil, in her agitation 
showing that she, too, knew something of the 
family. 

Absorbed in the remembrances which the 
names had called up, Mrs. Westall did not 
notice the little slip. 

“No, it was Stephen, the elder son. His 
wrong -doing <aused some scandal at the 
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“There! Stephen Harland?” 

Sybil had risen to her feet and was gather- 
ing up her belongings. 

“Tt is not much past eleven, Miss Moore.” 

“T must go, Mrs. Westall.” 

(13 Go ? ” 

“Stephen Harland was my beloved father, 
and, knowing as I do that he was sinned 
against instead of sinning, I cannot stay here 
another hour, since you so misjudge him.” 

“Your father! My poor child; how was 
I to know that? You gave the name of 
Moore.” 

“Tt is Harland. My father did not wish 
to be known by his own name until the 
wrong done to him was righted. It never 
was righted. I took his dying forgiveness to 
--the one who was to blame. But I was too 
late; he, too, was dead. It was to do this, 
and to see to the arrangements for the 





“IT IS NOT TRUE!” 


time, and he had to leave his home in con- 
sequence. Afterwards the entail was cut off 
and he was not mentioned in his father’s 
will. J know that much, although I never 
heard precisely what his wrong-doing was. 
Some fraud with regard to the property, it 
was said, but the family were glad to hush 
the matter up as time went on.” 

“Tt is not true! The wrong was not done 
by him !” repeating, as she saw the surprise 
in Mrs. Westall’s face, “It is not true!” 

“How do you know that it is not, Miss 
Moore?” looking more curiously than angrily 
at the proud, pale young face—proud and 
so sad. 

“I do know it. He died in the place 
where I live.” 
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funeral, that I asked you to give me a week 
at home. I could, then, only tell you that 
my father was dead. Now, I must go.” 

“Why should you? You suit me very 
well, when ”— with a half smile at the remem- 
brance of certain little episodes of girlish 
enthusiasm and romance —“ you keep to the 
business in hand. Since you desire to earn 
money you could not, I think, do that any- 
where more easily than here.” 

“You believe my father was guilty, and I 
could not stay with anyone who thought that. 
No, not to earn a fortune !” 

“In that case I fear you are —well, well, 
we will say inexperienced, and you will find 
it difficult to select your employers. But 
there need be no offence. When you have 
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gained a little more knowledge of the world 
and its ways, come to me again. On my 
side, I will make no further allusions to 
unpleasant subjects, and I certainly should 
not consider anyone answerable for what a 
father might or might not have done. Mean- 
time, I will send you a cheque for what is 
due, and should you determine not to return 
to me, I will say all that I ought to say in 
your favour to anyone you may refer to me. 
I have nothing but good to say of you during 
the two years you have been coming here.” 

“That is kind. I shall always thank you 
for that ! Good-bye, 
Mrs. Westall.” 

“ Good - bye, my 
dear,” said Mrs. 
Westall, her eyes 
following the young 
girl as she went, with 
kindly anxiety. 

“To throw up 
eight-and-twenty 
shillings a week, 
which she frankly 
admitted to be 
liberal payment, for 
such sentimental 
reasons!” thought 
Mrs. Westall, who 
prided herself upon 
her worldly wisdom. 
“But she is not 
stupid, and will, no 
doubt, soon find 
that it is more than 
foolish to quarrel 
with her bread and 
butter, because I did 
not know Stephen 


Harland was her s 
tf SYBIL WAS ANXIOUSLY COUNTING HER SMALL AND RAPIDLY 
DIMINISHING CAPITAL.” 


father. That is all 
it amounts to, and 
the sooner she makes up her mind to come 
back to me the better for both of us. My 
heart goes out to the child, and I could not 
endure to lose sight of her, leal and true as 
she is. Yes; it does one good to find that 
poor human nature is not so bad after all as 
we sometimes give it the credit for being. 
You, at least, have not been apt to over- 
estimate its capabilities, I fear, Jane Westall.” 

Three or four weeks had passed. Sybil 
was already beginning to realize that there 
are not many Mrs. Westalls in the world in 
the matter of liberality. If she succeeded in 
procuring an engagement she knew now that 
reading a few hours a day to an invalid does 
not command more than very moderate pay- 
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ment in the market, hardly sufficient for the 
barest livelihood. 

She had given up one room, and narrowed 
her expenses to the lowest limit; but she 
knew that even this could not last long. In 
a very short time she would be penniless, 
unless she could find some employment. 
She could not go to the school-mistress who 
had recommended her to Mrs. Westall with- 
out explaining why she had left, and to return 
to the latter was not to be thought of. 

Sybil had returned home one afternoon, 
tired by a round of fruitless visits to agents, 
and was anxiously counting 
her small and rapidly diminish- 
ing capital. Gazing in a de- 
pressed way at the small heaps 
of shillings and pence, 
she was speculating as to 
how many lessons on the 
piano she could contrive 
to give during the 
day at threepence 
an hour—a sugges- 
tion thrown out by 
the kindly little 
clerk, himself some- 
what in straits — 
when suddenly came 
the crisis. 

There was a tap 
at the door, and 
after a moment it 
was opened, and to 
her great astonish- 
ment Grace Har- 
land looked in. 
Behind her stood 
her brother, and 
both were looking 
very grave andunlike 
themselves as Sybil 
had last seen them. 

“ May we come in?” 

“Yes, of course”; rising and looking at 
them in a half- dazed way. What had 
brought them ? 

They entered, closing the door, but did 
not advance or offer to shake hands; re- 
garding her in a way that puzzled her still 
more. 

“ How did you find this place ?” she asked, 
not knowing what to say. 

“You said the ‘ Mansions,’ Camberwell 
way, and we went from one place to the 
other, until we came to this. We had to 
find you,” said Grace. 

“It was necessary we should,” added 
Wilfred. “In justice to the dead.” 
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“Your dead or mine?” Sybil was asking 
herself, gazing silently at them. 

“ Something occurred to render it neces- 
sary,” he said. 

“ What?” asked Sybil, shrinking back with 
a terrible fear of what she might hear, uncon- 
sciously speaking a little abruptly, with the 
thought that it might be a repetition of Mrs. 
Westall’s story, and the more inclined to be 
on the defensive. 

‘“ My brother has a disclosure to make—a 
very painful one,” said Grace. Taking note 
of Sybil’s increased pallor and the defiant 
way with which she drew back her head and 
met their eyes, pressing her hand to her side, 
she added, “For us, it is a very painful 
one.” 

“For you?” glancing from one to the 
other. “I do not understand.” 

Wilfred Harland reddened, the veins in his 
temples standing out like cords as he strove 
with himself ; but he contrived to reply, in a 
quiet tone :-— 

“ You will when I have explained, which I 
will try to do in as few words as possible. A 
few days ago my sister and I were talking 
over your visit to us.” 

“When had he ceased talking about 
Sybil?” thought Grace, with a sad little 
half smile. 

“And endeavouring to hit upon some 
plan to prevent our losing sight of you, 
when suddenly some words of my father’s, 
spoken during his last illness, forced them- 
selves upon my remembrance. At the 
time I thought it was the wandering of a 
brain weakened by illness ; but, on thinking 
it over again, it seemed to me possible the 
words might have some significance. He 
said something about having written a letter 
for my private reading after he was gone, 
and tried to tell me where I should find it, 
but failed. I searched through his papers 
more carefully than I had before done, and, 
at length, found a letter carefully sealed and 
addressed to me, to be read after his death. 

“This is it,” taking a letter from an inner 
pocket of his coat and offering it to her. 
“I can only ask you to read it, and spare 
him as much as you can.” 

“ My father! Do you think it necessary 
to ask me that?” 

“Hush! You do not know.” 

“< My dear son’”—she whitened to the 
lips, ejaculating with the dread of what she 
might find: “It is for you. No; I cannot 
read it. ‘Tell me as shortly as you can. I see 
you are sorry for me, and I am not too proud 
now to thank you for that. Only ”—with a 
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little sob in her voice—“ I will not believe— 
you must understand that nothing will kill 
my love for him—nothing.” 

“She does not see,” said Grace, tears 
streaming down her pale cheeks, but, as 
Sybil was quick to notice, drawing no nearer 
to her; neither brother nor sister had, indeed, 
made any friendly overtures since their 
entrance. ‘Oh, Wilfred, you must tell her” 

“Then I must begin by saying I know now 
that the message of forgiveness you brought 
from your father to mine came from an 
innocent man to—a guilty one.” 

“You know that my father was innocent?” 
said Sybil, in a low, broken voice. “You 
came to tell me that?” 

“Yes. My poor father! God help me; I 
can only hope what he suffered may plead 
for him. He dd suffer, and his last illness 
was a consequence of long years of remorse. 
He would have given the world to undo the 
past, but it was not to be. I know that he 
did all he could to find his brother, adver- 
tising constantly, and using all the means 
that could be devised. I know, too, how 
desirous he was to restore the property, of 
which your father had been dispossessed, 
and a large sum was always kept at the bank 
to his credit. He could only suppose, as 
years went on, that his brother was dead. 
Believing this, and that the exposure would 
do his brother no good, while it would bring 
suffering upon his own children—he did not 
know his brother had married and had left a 
child—he shrank from revealing the true 


facts. How can I tell you the miserable 
story ? ” . 
“Do not. You have told me enough in 


exonerating my father,” said Sybil, in the 
largeness of her heart feeling a deep pity 
for the son upon whom such a task was 
imposed. o 
“Cost what it may, it is for me to right 
the wrong, so far as lies in my power. It's 
the only reparation I can make, and you 
must be told the whole truth. My father 
became involved in difficulties at Oxford. 
and, my grandfather being a hard man, he 
went to the Jews. As the younger son he 
had some difficulty in getting the money he 
wanted, and persuaded his brother Stephen 
to be surety for him—ah, no, you must hear 
the worst,” as Sybil was about to speak- 
“Uncle Stephen was just then immersed 1n 
study, and trusting to—teo his brother, signed 
papers for a much larger amount than he 
imagined. The transaction came to thei! 
father’s ears, and he believed that the 
elder brother had drawn the younger into 


Original from 
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


REPENTED. 


difficulties. There was a stormy scene with 
his elder son, in which he was taunted with 
having tried to ruin his brother. Stephen 
would say nothing in his own defence, and 
his father would not forgive. My father was 
away from home ona three months’ tour at 
the time, or I believe right would have been 
done. Grandfather cut off the entail and 
left all he possessed to his younger son. 
Uncle Stephen would not betray his brother, 
and left his home for ever. Grandfather 
died soon after, and it was then too late to 
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known to the world, although I have not 
yet been able to—to I can only leave the 
rest to you. You have the right to have 
the whole truth made public.” 

“There is no need to make anything more 
than my father’s innocence known. The 
rest does not concern the world ; and, for us, 
we will let bygones be bygones,” holding out 
a hand to each as she spoke. 

“ And you will come home and take what 
is rightly yours ?” 

“Home!” the word brought the soft flush 








“WE WILL LET BYGONES BE BYGONES.” 


right the wrong as my father meant to do, 
for uncie could not be found. He never 
forgave himself.” 

“ My father forgave him, thank God, and— 
and you must not think Life was difficult 
for him, but not so hard as it may have seemed. 
He was working for me—we had each other 
—and we had our compensations.” 

“ You can speak in that way—to us?” said 
Grace, in a broken voice. 

They were both gazing at her in the greatest 
astonishment. Was this the girl they had 
so much dreaded to meet ? 

“One word,” huskily put in Wilfred. “I 
have taken steps to make your father’s in- 
nocence of the charges brought against him 
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of pleasure to her cheeks and a smile to her 
eyes. “That would indeed be coming into 
a fortune !” 

“It is a large one,” said Wilfred, mean- 
ingly. 

“ Ah, now you are speaking of money. 
We will rather think of the two who are 
gone, and let the word ‘forgiven’ put a seal 
to the past. Everything else will come right 
— Wilfred !” 

He raised his head, for the first time 
standing at his full height, and looked at her, 
a wonderful light coming into her eyes. 

His sister caught the look, and told her- 
self that everything wou/d come right, and in 


„the best possible way. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





For Luck! 


A CURIOUS COLLECTION 


OF GAMBLERS’ 


MASCOTS. 


By Lewis PERRY. 


IT has been the writer’s lot, 
during many years of jour- 
$ nalistic wanderings, to gaze 
upon a number of collections 
of curiosities, some beautiful, 

— some weird, some gruesome. 
Several of these have cropped up in all sorts 
of unexpected places, where the ordinary 
citizen would never dream of looking for 
them. And all have been in the possession 
of enthusiasts, whose varied tastes in select- 
ing a particular subject to which to devote 
time and earnest attention are worthy of the 
reflections of sage or cynic. Only a week or 
two ago, by a mere accident, I came across 
what I might term a unique little lot of 
genuine curiosities, in- 
asmuch as the origin- 
ality of the subject 
cannot be disputed. 
For where can the 
second collection of 
gamblers’ mascots be 
found? I should like 
to know. 

In one of the most 
picturesque hotels in 
the beautiful Isle of 
Wight a guest, as a 
special favour, may be 
invited to look upon 
some very curious 
charms, which have 
been carried about by a number of the most 
successful visitors to the gambling palaces of 
the Continent. 

This collection is the property of a once 
well-known and now retired cross-Channel 
captain, a typical seafaring, tempest-tossed 
worthy, whose good-humoured features and 
hearty laugh are calculated to make the most 
morose of his guests begin to look out for 
the better side of life. 

Sojourning for a little rest in Shanklin, I 
happened to hear of the captain’s quaint 
collection, and in the interests of the readers 
of this Magazine I soon discovered its where- 
abouts. It certainly proved worth the trouble 
of tracking. ides being unique as a 
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THE LUCKY PIECE OF COAL. 


collection, the items on view suffice to throw 
a strong side-light on the curious superstitious 
notions of the confirmed gambler. 

During the captain’s cross-Channel pad- 
dling many thousands of visitors to Con- 
tinental gambling -tables came under his 
charge. Were this the place for such items 
I could reproduce many remarkable inci- 
dents of the gambling world now stored 
away in the capacious memory-box of the 
man who talked with winners and losers 
alike. But I must keep to my subject, 
for to every article in the captain’s collec- 
tion of mascots is attached a little 
history sufficient to fill any space at my 
disposal in these columns. 

Take, for instance, 
the piece of common 
coalwhich is illustrated 
on this page. There 
is nothing extraordi- 
nary in its appearance ; 
but the gambler to 
whom it once belonged 
would not, at one 
period of his life, have 
parted with it for a big 
sum of money. And 
for a very good 
reason. A regular 
visitor to Monte 
Carlo, infatuated with 
the gambler’s passion, 
he had found luck entirely against him. He 
lost, and lost again and again, but his passion 
increased with his losses, and after several 
visits he was all but ruined. One evening, 
whilst wandering, morose and despairing, 
along the quay, even contemplating suicide, 
he passed a barge from which some coal was 
being unloaded. As he walked under the 
swinging crane a little bit of the shiny 
mineral fell from the carrying bucket and 
landed—in the gambler’s coat-pocket! As 
superstitious as most gamblers are, he con- 
cluded it was a lucky omen, and hastened 
away to raise a little money for the night that 
was either to save or ruin him. Next morning 
he left the tables with over 30,000 francs in his 
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FOR LUCK! 


From that 
luck turned—he never left the 


possession— his night’s winnings. 
time his 


tables except as a winner, sometimes of a 
small sum, more often the amount was con- 
He never 
of coal 


siderable and occasionally huge. 

failed to carry his lucky bit 
about with him, 
stowed away in a 
secure corner of 
his safest pocket. 
That man is 
now immensely 
wealthy, with an 
estate in Scot- 
land. Returning 
from France 
eleven years ago, 
determined to be 
satisfied with his 
earnings and to 
settle down at home as a country gentle- 
man, on saying “good-bye ” to the captain 
who had safely piloted him so many 
times across the Channel he presented 
him with a’ handsome cheque and his 
woadèrful mascot, told him the story of his 
luck, and bade him go and win a fortune. 
The worthy captain accepted the presents 
with thanks, but, not having been born with 
the gambling instinct, he simply introduced 
the mascot to his 
collection of 





THE RIGHT FOREFINGER BONES OF THE SEVENTH SON OF 
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she was so unlucky as to lose all her money 

in a few days. Then, having to return to 

England, whilst crossing the Channel on her 

way home she presented the charmless 

mascot to the captain as a contribution to 
his collection of similar curiosities. 

There is an 
ancient gambling 
superstition which 
holds in the 
highest’ value the 
possession of 
three raven’s eggs 
—necessarily the 
first three of a 

‘ young bird. 

Many gamblers 
carry such a mas- 
cot, so it is not 
surprising to find 


one amongst the captain’s collection. To 
this one, however, a tragic history is 
attached. The former owner had fre- 
quently boasted of his luck in the 


cafés, attributing his good fortune to the 
possession of the mascot, which he would 
exhibit for the admiration of the bystanders. 
He carried the eggs in a well-padded gold 
case of great value, and was most particular 
lest those who inspected it should crush the 
contents, for the 
superstition runs 





curiosities, where 
it remains to this 
day. 

A somewhat 
gruesome little 
item in the mascot 
collection are the 
right forefinger 
bones of a man 
who was the 
seventh son of 
a seventh son. 
This, strangely 
enough, was 
carried by a well- 
known theatrical 
lady in the form 
of a brooch when 
she visited the 
tables at Monte Carlo or Aix-les-Bains, and 
she asserted that it always brought her luck. 
But one night, as she stretched across the 
table to rake in her winnings, the ornament 
fell from her throat, and, striking the edge of 
the table, broke at the knuckle. She had it 
immediately repaired, but, according to her 


story, the charm had departed from it, and 
Vol. xxii.—88. 


Digitized by Go gle 





THE THREE RAVEN'’S EGGS WHICH LED TO A MURDER. 
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that luck departs 
immediately when 
"even one egg is 
broken. One night 
the owner was not 
at his accustomed 
place for rouge-et- 
noir. He was 
missed from his 
hotel next morn- 
ing, and on search 
being made his 
dead body was 
found bruised and 
beaten almost out 
of recognition. 
The mascot was 
missing ; but it 
was anything of 
a mascot to the murderer, for through 
it he was traced, arrested, and con- 
demned. The case was locked when 
recovered from the murderer, and on being 
opened one of the eggs was found to be 
broken. The mascot came into the posses- 
sion of an English detective to hand over 
with other things to the murdered man’s 
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THE CLERGYMAN'S CHINESE COIN. 


relatives. The captain having expressed a 
wish for the eggs, the detective conveyed his 
message to the legal owners, who very 
graciously sent them to the collector. 

About ten years ago there was a certain 
English clergyman who occasionally “did a 
flutter” at Aix-les-Bains, and was usually in 
the best of luck. 

Unfortunately for the said cleric, people 

















THE THREE SALT BAGS WHOSE OWNER WON A FORTUNE. 


were apt to talk of such doings whe. they 
returned to England. A communication 
from his superior was dispatched in hot 
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haste. The poor clergyman, you may be 
sure, did not wear his usual winning smile 
when he read it. He at once set out home- 
wards, determined to give up for ever his 
nightly search for healthy excitement—and 
hard cash. On his way across from Havre 
he confided the secret of his gold-winning 
success to our worthy friend the captain, 
handing him over, at the same time, the 
ministerial “ mascot ”—a very old and very 
large Chinese coin—to be added to the 
collection. 

One of the most quaintly curious of 
mascots is that one formed of three little 
silk bags (whose colour was once white) filled 
with salt, and suspended on a finely-plaited 
catgut cord. ‘This extraordinary “charm ” 


was worn around the neck and next to the 








THE LADYS THUMB-RING WHICH BROUGHT WEALTH. 


skin of the gambler whose particular fancy 
selected it as an aid to the fortunes of the 
tables. The former wearer was a Spaniard 
residing in England, who never failed to 
visit regularly one or other of the Continental 
towns where play is ‘Ze thing. For many 
years, however, he has retired to his native 
land rich enough to assume a position of im- 
portance amongst his countrymen. 

An oddly-shaped thumb-ring is also 
included in the collection. It was once the 
mascot worn by a very young and charming 
lidy, who, it is said, brought back wealth to 





THE ‘‘GOLDEN HAIR MASCOT.” 
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an impoverished estate, but died shortly 
having been 
ruined through over-excitement and late hours. 


afterwards, her constitution 

Readers with retentive 
memories for such things 
will scarcely need 
to be reminded of 
the sensation caused 


some seventeen or 
eighteen years ago at 
Monte Carlo when a 


beautiful lady of good 
family plunged to such 
an extent, and so success- 
fully, that she came as 
near as may be to bring- 
ing about that little event 
known as “ breaking the 
bank.” She was accounted 
so lucky by her gambling 
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friends that it became 
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to him inasmuch that, although he did not 
make an enormous fortune, 
in closing a two months’ battle with the 


he succeeded 


bankers with the loss of 
only a few francs. Which 
is good luck of a sort ! 

A piece of common 
boot-leather cut in the 
shape of a horseshoe 
would not seem at first 
glance likely to make a 
remunerative claim on the 
attentions of good for- 
tune. But as this particu- 
lar mascot at one time 
formed portion of a shoe 
worn by a poor woman 
who tramped eighty-nine 
miles in three days on 
the Lourdes pilgrimage, 
its worth as a luck-giver 








quite a usual thing for 
an application to be made 
by one of her hundreds of 


friends for a lock of her hair as a mascot. 
tresses must have 
so numerous were the 


Her beautiful 
suffered severely, 
mascots of 
indeed whispered that, for the sake 
of her personal appearance and the 
retention of the good-will of her 
friends, the stock of a well-known 
Nice wig-maker was called upon 
pretty frequently. Be that as it 
may, the luck of the holders of 
the “ golden hair mascot ” was not 
always remarkable. Several who 
carried them and won large sums 
of course put their good fortune 
down to the mysterious in- 
fluence of the mascot. Those 
who became broke themselves had 
another opinion to vouchsafe on 
the subject. The lock of hair 
which through the art of photo- 
graphy we are enabled to re- 
produce in these pages was carried 
by an elderly relative of the lucky 
lady, and proved a mascot 


golden 
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THE HORSESHOE MADE FROM THE BOOT 


OF A LOURDES PILGRIM. 


Some 





A ONE-PIE PIECE—A MAS- 
COT WHICH FAILED. 





HALFPENNY SET WITH 
JEWELS, 


English law and 
inseparable companions during the Long 
Vacation. 
since this mascot was added, by consent of 


may not appear so trivial. 
At any rate, it and a pro- 
minent representative of 
order were at one time 
It is many years, however, 
the owner, to the collection. 

There are several more knick- 
knacks included in the captain’s 
interesting little museum, amongst 
others being a one-pie piece, 
value about the tenth of a penny, 
but which the former owner once 
declined to part with for one 
thousand francs! Poor fellow, he 
placed too much trust in that 
mascot, plunged, and never rose 
again ! 

Another coin fnascot is an 
English halfpenny set with dia- 
monds and other precious stones. 
The lady who carried it, after a 
run of unaccountable bad luck, 
sold the “lucky” trifle to find 
money to go on with, and lost 
every franc of the price within 
ten minutes of the sale. 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 





- CHAPTER I. 
IN WHICH JASPER BEGG MAKES KNOWN THE 
PURPOSE OF HIS VOYAGE TO THE PACIFIC 
OCEAN, AND HOW IT CAME ABOUT THAT HE 
COMMISSIONED THE STEAMSHIP “ SOUTHERN 

CROSS” THROUGH PHILIPS, WESTBURY, 

AND CO. 

ANY gentlemen have asked me 
| to write the story of Ken’s 
Island, and in so far as my 
ability goes, that I will now 
do. A plain seaman by pro- 
fession, one who has had no 
more education that a Kentish grammar 
school can give him, I, Jasper Begg, find it 
very hard to bring to other people’s eyes the 
wonderful things I have seen, or to make 
all this great matter clear as it should be 
clear for a right understanding. But what I 
know of it I will here set down; and I do 
not doubt that the newspapers and the 
writers will do the rest. 

Now, it was upon the third day of May 
in the year 1899, at six bells in the first 
dog-watch, that Harry Doe, our boatswain, 
first sighted land upon our port bow, and 
so made known to me that our voyage 
was done. We were fifty - three days 
out from Southampton then; and for 
fifty - three days not a man among the 
crew of the Southern Cross had known our 
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destination, or why his skipper, Jasper Begg, 
had shipped him to sail for the Pacific Ocean. 
A pleasure voyage, the most part said ; remem- 
bering that I had been in and out of private 
yachts ever since I ran away from school and 
booked with Skipper Higg, who sailed Lord 
Kanton’s schooner from the Solent; but 
others asked themselves what pleasure took a 
yacht’s skipper beyond the Suez, and how 
it came about that a poor man like Jasper 
Begg found the money to commission a 
500-ton tramp through Philips, Westbury, 
and Co., and to deal liberally with any 
shipmate who had a fancy for the trip. 
These questions I meant to answer in my 
own time. A hint here and there of a lady 
in whose interest the voyage was undertaken 
kept the crew quiet, if it did not please its 
curiosity. Mister Jacob, my first officer, and 
Peter Bligh (who came to me because he 
said I was the only man who kept him away 
from the drink) guessed something if they 
knew nothing. ‘They had both served under 
me in Ruth Bellenden’s yacht ; neither had 
forgotten that Ruth Bellenden’s husband 
sailed eastward for the wedding trip. If they 
put their heads together and sa*d that Ruth 
Bellenden’s affairs and the steam -ship 
Southern Cross were not to be far apart at 
the end of it, I don’t blame them. It was 
my business to hold my tongue until the 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY _ 


THE HOUSE UNDER THE SEA. 


land was sighted, and so much I did for Ruth 
Bellenden’s sake. 

Well, it was the third day of May, at six 
bells in the first dog-watch, when Harry Doe, 
the boatswain, sighted land on the port bow, 
and came abaft with the other hands to hear 
what I had got to say to him. Mr. Jacob 
was in his bunk then, he being about to take 
the first watch, and Peter Bligh, who walked 
the bridge, had rung down for half-speed 
by the time I came out with my glass for the 
first view of the distant island. We were then, 
I must tell you, in longitude 150 east of 
Greenwich, by about 30 north; and my 
first thought was that we might have sighted 
the Ganges group, like many a ship sailing 
from ’Frisco to Japan; but when I had 
looked at the land a little while, and especially 
at a low spur of rocks to the northward, I 
knew that this was truly the Ken Archipelago, 
and that our voyage was done. 

* Lads,” I said, “yonder is your port. 
Good weather and good luck, and we'll put 
about for home before three days have 
passed.” 

Now, they set up a great cheer at this; and 
Peter Bligh, whose years go to fat, wiped his 
brow like a man who has got rid of a great 
load and is very pleased to have done with 
It. 

“Thank you for that,” said he. “I hope 
I do my duty in all weathers, Mr. Begg, but 
this sunshine do wear a man sadly. Will 
you stop her, sir, or shall we go dead slow ?” 

“ Dead slow, if you please, Mister Bligh,” 
said I; “the chart gives seventeen thousand 
fathoms about the reef. We should have 
water enough, and water is a good thing, as 
I believe you know.” 

“When there’s nothing else I can manage 
to make shift with it—and feel a better man, 
sir,” he added, as an after-thought. But I 
was already busy with my glass and that was 
not the hour for light talk. Yonder upon 
the port bow a group of islands shaped 
on our horizon as shadows upon a glassy 
sea. I could espy a considerable cliff-land 
rising to the southward, and north of that 
the rocky spur of which I have made men- 
tion. The sun was setting behind us in a 
sky of orange and crimson, and it was won- 
derful to see the playful lights now giving 
veins of gold to the dark mass of the higher 
rocks, or washing over the shadows as a 
running water of flame. I have seen many 
beautiful sights upon the sea, in calm or 
tempest, God’s weather or the devil’s; but I 
shall never forget that sunset which brought 
me to Ken’s Island on as strange an errand 
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as ever commissioned a ship. The deep 
blue of the sky, the vastness of the horizon, 
the setting sun, the island’s shaping out of 
the deep: these, and the curiosity which 
kept the glass ever at my eye, made an hour 
which a man might fear to tell of. True, 
I have sighted many a strange land in my 
time and have put up my glass for many 
an unknown shore ; but yonder lay the home 
of Ruth Bellenden, and to-morrow’s sun 
would tell me how it fared with her. I had 
sailed from England to learn as much. 

Now, Mr. Jacob, the first officer, had come 
up to the bridge while I was searching the 
shore for an anchorage, and he, who always 
was a prudent mam, spoke up at once for 
laying to and leaving our business, whatever 
it was, until the morning. 

“ You'll lose the light in ten minutes, and 
yon’s a port I do not like the look of,” said 
he. “ Better go about, sir. Reefs don’t get 
out of the way, even for a lady.” 

“Mister Jacob,” said I, for, little man that 
he was, he had a big wit in his own way, 
“the lady would be very glad to get out of 
the way of the reef, I’m thinking. However, 
that’s for the morning. Here’s Peter Bligh 
as pleased as any school-boy at the sight ol 
land. Tell him that he isn’t going ashore 
to-night, and he'll thank you nicely. Eh, 
Peter, are you, too, of Jacob’s mind? Isit 
sea or shore, a glass in my cabin or what 
the natives will sell you in the log-cabins 
over yonder ?” 

Peter Bligh shut up his glass with a snap. 

“I know the liquor, Mr. Begg,” said he ; 
“as God is good to me, I’m of Mister Jacob’s 
way of thinking. A sound bed and a clear 
head, and a fair wind for the morning—you’ll 
see little of any woman, black or white, on 
yonder rock to-night.” 

Jacob—his little eyes twinkling, as they 
always did at his own jokes—muttered the 
old proverb about choosing a wife by candle- 
light; but before anyone could hear him a 
beacon shone out across the sea from some 
reef behind the main island I had noticed, 
and all eyes were turned anxiously to that. 
It was a queer place, truly, to set up a light, 
and I don’t wonder that the men remarked it. 

“An odd kind of a-lantern to help 
poor mariners,” said Mister Jacob, sagely. 
“ Being kind to it, sir, I should say that it’s 
not more than a mile too much to the 
northward.” 

“Lay your course by that, and a miracle 
won’t carry you by the reef,” added Peter 
Bligh, sagaciously ; “in my country, which 
is partly Ireland, sir, we put up notice-boards 
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for the boys that ride bicycles: ‘This Hill 
is Dangerous.’ Faith, in ould Oireland they 
put ’em up at the bottom of the hills, which 
is useful entirely.” 

Some of the crew, grouped about the 
ladder’s foot, laughed at this ; others began 
to mutter among themselves as though the 
beacon troubled them, and they did not 
like it. A seaman’s the most superstitious 
creature that walks the earth or sails on the 
sea, as all the world knows. I could see 
the curiosity, which had followed my men 
from Southampton, was coming to a head 
here about twelve thousand miles from 
home. 

“ Lads,” cried I, quick to take the point 
up, “ Mister Bligh says that an Irishman 
built yon light, and he knows, being a bit of 
a one himself. Were not going in by it, 
anyway, so you can ask questions to-morrow. 
There’s a hundred pounds to be divided 
among you for your good behaviour outward, 
and there'll be another hundred when we 
make: Calshot Light. To-night we'll find 
good sea-room, and leave their beacon to the 
lumber-heads that put it up. I thank you, 
lads, for honest work in an honest ship. Ask 
the purser for an extra tot of grog, and say 
the skipper told you to.” 

They gave a hearty “ Aye, aye, sir,” to this, 
and without more ado we put the ship about 
and went dead slow against a stiff tide setting 
east by north-east. For my part, I reckoned 
this the time to tell my officers what my 
intentions were, and when I had called them 
into the cabin, leaving our “ fourth ”—a mere 
lad, but a good one—upon the bridge, I 
ordered Joe, the steward, to set the decanters 
upon the table. Mister Jacob, as usual, put 
on his glasses (which he always did in room 
or cabin, just as though he would read a 
book), but Peter Bligh sat with his cap 
between his knees and as foolish an expres- 
sion upon his face as I have ever seen. 

“Now, gentlemen,” I said, “ no good talk- 
ing in this world was ever done upon a dusty 
table, so we'll have a glass round and then 
to business. Peter Bligh, Pm sure, will make 
no objection to that.” 

“ Faith, and I know when to obey my 
superior officer, “captain. A glass round, 
and after that R 

“Peter, Peter,” said I, ‘tis the ‘after 
that’ which sends many a good hulk to the 
bottom.” 

“ Not meaning to apply the term to Peter 
Bligh, but by way of what the landsmen call 
‘silime,’” said Mister Jacob. 

“ ‘Simile’ you mean, Mister Jacob. Well, 
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it’s all the same, and neither here nor there in 
the matter of a letter. The fact is, gentle- 
men, I wish you to know why I have sailed 
this ship to Ken’s Archipelago, and under 
what circumstances I shall sail her home 
again.” 

They pricked up their ears at this, Peter 
turning his cap nervously in his hands and 
Mister Jacob being busy with his glasses as 
he loves to be. 

“ Yes,” I went on, “ you have behaved like 
true shipmates and spoken never a word which 
a man might not fairly speak. And now it’s 
my duty to be open with you. Well, to cut it 
short, my lads, I’ve sailed to the Pacific 


. because my mistress, Ruth Bellenden, asked 


me.” 

They had known as much, I imagine, from 
the start; but while Mister Jacob pretended 
to be very much surprised, honest Peter 
raised his glass and drank to Mistress Ruth’s 
good health. 

“God bless her,” he said, “and may the 
day come when I ship along o’ such a one 
again. Aye, you would have come out for 
her sake, captain—no other, I’m sure!” 

“She being Ruth Bellenden no longer, but 
the wife of a gentleman with a name none 
but a foreigner can spell,” added Mister 
Jacob; and then he went on, “Well, you 
surprise me very much, captain—very much 
indeed. Matrimony is a choppy sea and 
queer things swim in it. But this—this I 
had not looked to hear.” 

I knew that this was only Mister Jacob’s 
way, and continued my story. 

“It was a promise to her upon her wed- 
ding day. Ten thousand pounds she left 
with her lawyers for this very purpose. ‘ My 
husband has strange ideas; I may not share 
them,’ were her words to me. ‘If his yacht 
should not be at the -islands when I wish to 
visit Europe again, I should like you to find 
me a vessel in its place. I trust you, Jasper 
Begg,’ she said; ‘you will sail for Ken’s 
Archipelago twelve months from to-day, and 
you will come to my house there, as you used 
to do in the old time, for orders. Perhaps I 
shall send you home again, perhaps I may 
like to have a yacht of my own once more. 
Who knows? I am quite alone in the 
world,’ she said, laughing, ‘though my 
brother is alive. And the Pacific Ocean is 
a long way from London—oh, such a long 
way,’ she said, or something of that sort.” 

“ Aye, and right, too. A derned long way 
she meant, I don’t doubt, if what was in her 
mind came out ”—puts in Peter at this. 

“ Peter,” said I, “ be pleased to hold your 
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tongue until your opinion is asked. What I 
am telling you is a confidence which you two, 
and no others, share with me. To-morrow, 
as soon as daylight, I shall row ashore and 
ask to see Mme. Czerny, as I suppose I 
must call little Ruth now. If she says, ‘Go 
home again,’ very well, home we go with 
good wages in our pockets. If she says 
‘Stay,’ there’s not a man on board this ship 
that will not stay willingly—she being married 
to a foreigner, which all the world knows is 
not the same as being married to an English- 
man——” 

“To say nothing of an Irishman,” said 
Peter Bligh, whose mother was from Dublin 
and whose father was named sometimes for a 
man of Rotherhithe and at other times put 
down to any country which it suited Peter to 
boast about. 

“Edmond Czerny was a Hungarian,” said 
I, “and he played the fiddle wonderful. 
What mad idea took him for a honeymoon 
to Ken’s Island, the Lord only knows. They 
say he was many years in America. I know 
nothing about him, save that he had a civil 
tongue and manners to catch a young girl’s 
fancy. She was only twenty- 
two when she married him, 
Mister Jacob.” 

“Old enough to know better 
—quite old enough to know 
better. Not that I would say 
anything against Ruth Bellen- 
den, not a word. Its the 
woman’s part to play the capers, 
sir, and we poor mortal men to 
be took by them. Howsom- 
ever, since there was a fiddle 
in it, I’ve nothing more to say.” 

We laughed at Mister Jacob’s 
notion, and Peter Bligh said 
what it was in my heart to 
say :— 

“ Saving that if Ruth Bellen- 
den needs a friend, she'll find 
twenty-six aboard this ship, to 
say nothing of the cook’s boy 
and the dog. You've a nice 
mind, Mister Jacob, but you’ve 
a deal to larn when it comes 
to women. My poor old father, 
who hailed from Shoreham-——” 

“It was Newport yesterday, 
Peter.” 

“ Aye, so it were—so it were. 
But, Newport or Shoreham, 
he’d a precious good notion 
of the sex, and what he said 
I'll stand by. ‘Get ’em on 
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their feet to the music,’ says he, ‘and you 
can lead ’em anywheres.’ "Tis Gospel truth 
that, Mister Jacob.” À 

“ Buta man had better mind his steps,” 
said I. “For my part, I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if Ruth Belienden’s husband gave us 
the cold shoulder to-morrow and sent us 
about our business. However, the sea’s 
free to all men, lads, and the morn will 
show. By your leave we'll have a bit of 
supper and after that turn in. We shall 
want all our wits about us when daylight 
comes.” 

They agreed to this, and without further 
parley we went on deck and heard what the 
lad “ Dolly” Venn had to tell us. It was full 
dark now and the island was hidden from 
our view. The beacon shone with a steady 
white glare which, under the circumstances, 
was almost uncanny. I asked the lad if he 
had sighted any ships in toward the land or 
if signals had been made. He answered me 
that no ship had passed in or out or any 
rocket been fired. “And I do believe, sir,” 
he said, “that we shall find the harbour on 
the far side of yonder height.” 


THE 


tI STOOD WATCHING 
BEACON." 





Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


704 


“The morning will show us, lad,” said I; 
“go down to your supper, for I mean to take 
this watch myself.” 

They left me on the bridge. The wind 
had fallen until it was scarce above a moan 
in the shrouds. I stood watching the beacon 
as a man who watches the window light of 
one who has been dear to him. 





CHAPTER IL 
WE GO ASHORE AND LEARN STRANGE THINGS. 
I HAVE told how it came about that I sailed 
for Ken’s Island, and now I shall tell what 
happened when I went ashore to find Ruth 
Bellenden. 

We put off from the ship at six bells in 
the morning watch. Dolly Venn, who was 
rated as fourth officer, was with me in the 
launch, and Harry Doe, the boatswain, at 
the tiller. I left Mister Jacob on the bridge, 
and gave him my orders to stand in-shore as 
near as might be, and to look for my coming 
at sunset—no later. ‘Whatever passes,” 
said I, “the night will find me on board 
again. I trust to bring you good news, 
Mister Jacob—the best news.” 

“Which would be that we were to "bout 
ship and home again,”-says he; and-that I 
did not contradict. 

Now,. we were to ‘the westward of the 
island when we put off, and neither my glass 
not the others showed any good landing 
there. As the launch drew into toward the 
cliffs I began to get the lie of the place more 


clearly ;- and especially of what I call the» 
mainland, which was wonderfully fresh and . 
green in the sunlight and seemed to have’ 


some of the tropic luxuriance of more 
southern islands. About four miles long, I 
judged it to be, from the high black rock to 
which it rose at the southward point, to the 
low dog’s-nosed reef which defended it to 
the north. Trees I could see, palms and 
that kind, and ripe green grasses on a stretch 


of real down-like land ; but the cliffs them- ° 


selves were steep and unpromising, and the 
closer we drew the less I liked’ the: look of it. 

“ Dolly, my lad,” I said at last, ‘ you were 
the wise one, after all. Yon’s no shore for an 
honest man ; he being made like a man and 
not like an eagle. Lets try the starboard 
tack and see what luck will send ‘us.” 

We headed the launch almost due south, 
and began to round the headland. . The men 
were elated, they didn’t know at what; Dolly 
Venn had a boy’s delight in the difficulty. 

“ An ugly shore, sir,” he said, pleased at 
my compliment. “A very ugly shore. It 
would be a bad night which found a ship in 
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these parts and no better light than the fool’s 
beacon we saw yesterday.” 

“As true as the parson’s word,” said I, 
“but, ugly or beautiful, ’ll be up on those 
heights before twelve o’clock if I have to 
swim ashore. And speaking of that,” said I, 
“there are men up yonder, or I’m a 
Dutchman !” 

Well, he clapped his glass to his eye and 
searched the green grass land as I had done ; 
but the light was over strong and the cliff 
quickly shut the view from us, so that we 
found ourselves presently in the loom of 
vast black rocks, with the tide running like 
a whirlpool, and a great sword-fish reef, a 
mile from the shore, perhaps, to catch any 
fool that didn’t want sea room. I took the 
tiller myself from this point, and standing 
well out I brought the launch round gingerly 
enough, but the water was deep and good 
once we were on the lee side ; and no sooner 
did we head north again than I espied the 
cove and knew where Ruth Bellenden had 
gone ashore. 

“Its there, lad,” said I, “yonder, where 
the sand sparkles. There'll be a way up the 
cliff and good anchorage. No one but an 
Irishman would buy an island without a 
harbour į you tell Peter Bligh that when we 
go aboard again.” 

“ Peter says he’s only Irish on the mother’s 
side, sir; that’s what makes him big-hearted 
towards the women. He'll be dying to come 
ashore ‘if there are any petticoats here- 
abouts.” 

“They haven’t much use for that same 
garment on the Pacific Islands,” said I. 
“Péter can marry cheap here, if it’s the 
milliners’ bills he’s minding—but I doubt, 
lad, from the look of it, whether we'll find a 
jewel in this port. It’s a wild-looking place, 
to.be sure it is.” 

Indeed, and it was. Viewed from the 
eastward sea, I call Ken’s Island the most 


‘fearsome place I have come across in all my 


fifteen years afloat. Vast cliffs, black and 
green and crystal, rose up sheer from the 
water in precipices for all the world like 
mighty steps. By here and there, as the 
ground sloped away to the northward, there 
were ‘forests of teak (at least, I judged them 
to be that), pretty woods with every kind of 
palm, green valleys, and grassy pastures. 
The sands of the cove were white as snow, 
and shone like so many precious stones 
pounded up to make a sea beach. On the 
north side only was there barrenness—for 
that seemed but a tongue of low land and 
black rock thrust straight out into the sea. 
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But elsewhere it was a spectacle to impress 
a man ; and I began, perhaps, to admit that 
Edmond Czerny had more than a crank’s 
whim in his mind when he took little Ruth 
Bellenden to such a shore for her honey- 
moon. He had a fancy for wild places, 
said I, and this was the very spot for him. 
But Miss Ruth, who had always been 

one for the towns and cities and the 

bright things of life— what did she 


think of it? I should learn that, if , 
she were ashore yonder. 4 


Now, we put 
straight in to the 
cove where the 
silver sand was, 
and no sooner 
was I ashore than 
I espied a rickety 
wooden ladder 
rising almost 
straight up to the 
cliff’s head, which 
hereabouts was no 
more than 6oft. 
high. Neither 
man nor beast was 
on the beach, nor 
did I make out 
any sign of human 
habitation what- 
ever. It was just 
a little sandy bay, 
lone and desolate ; 
but directly I 
slipped out of the 
launch I discover- 
ed footprints lead- 
ing to the ladder’s 
foot, and I knew 
that men had 
gone up before 
me, that very 
morning it must 
be, seeing that the 
tide had ebbed 
and the sand was 
still wet. At an- 
other time I might 
have asked myself 
why nobody came 
out to meet us, 
and why there 
was no look-out for the island to hail a 
strange ship in the offing; but I was too 
eager to go ashore, and, for that matter, had 
my feet on the sand almost before the launch 
grounded. 


“ Do you, Dolly, come up with me,” said 
Vol. xxii.—89. 
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I; “the others will stand by to anchor until 
we come down again. If its not in an hour, 
lads, go back and get your dinners ; but look 
for me at sunset anyway, for I’ve no mind to 
sleep ashore, and that you may be sure of.” 
They took the orders and pushed the 
launch off. Dolly and I ran up the crazy 







E7 








"DOLLY AND I RAN 





UP THE CRAZY LADDER," 


ladder and found ourselves at the cliff’s 

head, but no better off in the matter of 
seeing than we had been before. ‘True, the 
launch looked far down, like a toy ship ina 
big basin of blue water ; we could distinguish 
the sword-fish reef, as the lad called it, and 
other reefs to the east and north, but the 
place we stood on was shut in by a 
black wood of teak and blue ebony, and, 
save for the rustling of the great leaves, we 
couldn’t hear a sound. As for path through 
the plantation, that was covered with long, 
rank grass, and some marsh or other—I don’t 
know what it was—gave a pungent, heavy 
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odour which didn’t suit a seaman’s lungs. I 
was set against the place from the first— 
didn’t like it, and told the lad as much. 

“ Dolly,” said I, “the sooner we have a 
ship’s planking under our feet again the 
better for our constitutions. If there’s a 
house in this locality, the ladder is the road 
to it, unless one of Peter Biigh’s countrymen 
built it. Put your best foot foremost, my 
. lad. We'll dine early if we don’t lunch late.” 

With this I struck the path through the 
wood and went straight on, not listening to 
the lad’s chatter nor making any myself. The 
shade was welcome enough; there were 
pretty places for those that had eyes to see 
them—waterfalls. splashing down from the 
moss-grown rocks above; little pools, dark 
and wonderfully blue ; here and there a bit 
of green, which might have been the lawn of 
a country house. But of dwelling or of people 
I saw nothing, and to what the boy fancied 
that he saw I paid no heed. 

“You're dreaming it, young gentleman,” 
said I, “for look now, who should be afraid 
of two unarmed seamen, and why should 
any honest man be ashamed to show his face ? 
If there are men peeping behind the trees, 
well, let them peep; and good luck go with 
them. It doesn’t trouble me, and I don’t 
suppose it will take your appetite away. You 
aren’t afraid of them, surely?” 

It was an unkind thing to have said, and 
the lad rightly turned upon me. 

“ Why, captain,” cried he, “I would never 
be afraid while I was with you.” 

“Proudly put, my boy, and a compliment 
I won’t forget. What sort of men did you 
say that they were ?” 

“One was old, with a goat’s beard. He 
wore ragged breeches and a seaman’s blouse. 
I saw him directly we entered the wood. The 
others were up in the hills above the water- 
fall. They carried rifles.” 

“Come, come, Dolly,” exclaimed I. “Put 
them in Prussian blue at once, and fly the 
German ensign. Rifles iñ a place like this 
—and two unarmed strangers against them ! 
Why should the rogues hide their beautiful 
faces? If they would know all about us, 
what’s to prevent them? Do we look like 
highwaymen or honest fellows? Be sure, my 
lad, that the young lady I am going to see 
wouldn’t have any blacklegs about her house. 
Ruth Bellenden’s too clever for that. She'd 
send them about their business quick enough, 
as she’s sent many a one when I was the skipper 
of her yacht. Did they tell you that, Dolly— 
that your skipper used to sail the smartest 
schooner-yacht that ever flew the ensign——” 
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The boy looked up at me and admitted 
frankly that he knew something. 

“They said the young lady owned the 
Manhattan, sir. I never asked much about 
it. The men were fond of her, I believe.” 

“ Adored her, lad. She was the daughter 
of Rupert Bellenden, who made a mint of 
money by building the Western American 
Railroad, and afterwards in the steel way. 
He was drowned at sea when the £4%e went 
down. His son got the business, but the 
daughter took the house and fortune—at 
least, the best part of it. She was always a 
rare one for the sea, and owned a biggish 
boat in her father’s time. When he died she 
bought the Manhattan, more’s the pity, for it 
carried her to Mediterranean ports, and there 
she took up with the fiddler. He was a 
Chevalier or something, and could look a 
woman through and through. | What money 
he had was made, the Lord knows where, 
not out of fiddling, Ill be bound, for 
his was no music to set the tongue 
lilting. He’d been in the Pacific a while, 
they say, and was a Jack-of-all-trades in 
America. That’s how he came across these 
islands, you may imagine—slap in the sea- 
way to Yokohama as they are. ‘There’s been 
many a good ship ashore on Ken’s Island, 
lad, believe me, and there’ll be many another. 
’Tis no likely place: to bring a young wife to, 
and none but a madman would have done it.” 

I told him all this just in a natural way, 
as one man speaking to another of some- 
thing which troubled his mind. Not that he 
made much of it—how should he ?—for there 
were a hundred things to look at, and his 
eyes were here and there and everywhere; now 
up. at the great black rocks above us; now 
peering into a deep gorge, over which a little 
wooden bridge carried us, just for all the world 
like a scaffold thrown from tree to tree of the 
wood. It was a rare picture, I admit, and 
when we came out of the thicket at last and 
saw the lower island spread before us like a 
chart, with its fields of crimson flowers, its 
waterfalls, its bits of pasture, and its blue 
seas beyond, a man might well have stood to 
tell himself that Nature never made a fairer 
place. For my part, I began to believe again 
that Edmond Czerny knew what he was about 
when he built a house for Miss Ruth on such 
a spot; and I was just about to tell the lad as 
much when a man came running up the path 
and, hailing us in a loud voice, asked us 
where the deuce we were going to—or some- 
thing not more civil. And, at this, I brought 
to and looked him up and down and answered 
him as a seaman should. 
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“To the deuce yourself,” said I; “ what's 
that to do with you, and what may Joe 
name happen to be?” 

He was a big man, dressed in blue serge, 
with a peak cap and a seaman’s blouse. He 
had a long brown beard and a pock-marked 
face, and he carried a spy-glass under his 
arm. He had come up from the grassy 
valley below—and there I first saw the roof 
of a low bungalow, and the gardens about 
it. That was Ruth’s home, I said, and this 
fellow was one of Czerny’s yacht hands. 


“Not so fast, not 
so fast,” cried he; 
“do you know that 
this is private land, 
and you've no busi- 
ness ashore here ? ” 

“ Why,” says I, “havent we come ashore 
to see you, my beauty, and doesn’t the 
spectacle reward us? ‘Bout ship,” says I, 
“and have done with it. My business is 
with your mistress, whom I knew before your 
brother was hanged at ’Frisco.” 

He swore a big oath at this, and, I do 
believe, was half of the mind to try which 
was the better man; but when he had looked 
down at the gardens of the bungalow, and a 
white figure was plainly to be seen there, he 
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seemed to think better of it, and changed his 
tone entirely. 

“ Avast,” cries he, with a bit of a laugh, 
“you're one of the right sort, and no mis- 
taking that! And where would you be from, 
and what would you be wanting here ?” he 
asks, grown civil as a bagman with a bit of 
ribbon to sell. 

“Shipmate,” says I, “if I’m one of the 
right sort, my port’s Southampton and my 
flag’s the ensign. Take me down to Mme. 
Czerny, whom I see among the flower-beds 


3 EN Se > 


“AND WHERE WOULD YOU BE FROM, AND WHAT WOULD YOU BE WANTING HERE ?' HE ASKS.” 


yonder, and you shall know enough about 
me in five minutes to bring the tears to 
your beautiful eyes. And come,” says I, 
chaffing him, “are there any girls in this bit 
of a paradise? If so,” says I, “I should call 
’em lucky when I look at you.” 

Well, he took it sourly enough, but I could 
see he was mighty curious to hear more 
about me, and as we went down a winding 
path to the bungalow in the valley he put 
many questions to me, and I tried to answer 
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them civilly. Like all seamen he had no 
silent wits of his own, and every word he 
thought, that he must speak. 

“ The guv’nor’s not here,” he said; “ gone 
to Frisco. Lucky for you, for he don’t like 
strangers. Aye,” he goes on, “he’s a won- 
derful man for his own way; to be sure he 
is. You'll be aboard and away before sunset, 
or you might see him. Take my advice and 
put about. The shore’s unwholesome,” says he. 

“ By the looks of you,” says I, “you've 
nothing more than jaundice, and that I can 
put up with. As for your guv’nor, I re- 
member him well when he and I did the 
light fandango together in European ports. 
He was always a wonder with the fiddle. My 
mistress could lead him like a pug-dog. I 
don’t doubt she’s a bit of a hand at it still.” 

Now, this set him thinking, and he put 
two and two together, I suppose, and knew 
pretty well who I was. 

“Youll be Jasper Begg that sailed the 
lady’s yacht, Manhattan?” says he. “Wel, 
I’ve heard of you often, and from her own 
lips. She'll be pleased to see you, right 
enough—though what the guv’nor might say 
is another matter. You see,” he went on, 
“this same island is a paradise, sure as 
thunder ; but it’s lonely for women-kind, and 
your mistress, she don’t take to it kindly. 
Not that she’s complaining, or anything of 
that sort. A lady who has rings for her 
fingers and bells for her toes, and all real 
precious, same as any duchess might wear, 
she don’t complain long. Why, my guv’nor 
could make his very teeth out of diamonds 
and not miss ’em, come to that! But his 
missus is always plaguing him to take her to 
Europe, and that game. As if he don’t want 
a wife in his own home, and not in another 
man’s, which is sense, Mister Begg, though 
it is spoke by a plain seaman.” 

I said, “ Aye, aye,” and held my tongue, 
knowing that he would go on with it. We 
were almost down at the house now, and 
the cliffs stood like a great cloud of solid 
rock, above which a loom of smoke was 


floating. Dolly walked at my heels like a 
patient dog. My own feelings are not for 
me to tell. I was going to see Ruth 


Bellenden again. Why, she was there in 
yonder garden, and nothing between us but 
this great hulking yellow boy, who took to 
buttonholing me as a parson buttonholes his 
churchwarden when he wants a new grate in 
his drawing-room. 

“ Now,” says he, standing before me as 
one who had half a mind to block the road, 
“you be advised by me, Mister Begg, and 
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cut this job short. Don’t you be listening to 
a woman’s parley, for it’s all nonsense. I’ve 
done wrong to let you ashore, perhaps— 
perhaps I haven’t ; but, ashore or afloat, it’s 
my business to see that the guv’nor’s orders 
is carried out, and carried out they will be, 
one man or twenty agen ’em. Do you take 
a plain word or do you not, Mister Begg ?” 

“T take whatever’s going, and don’t trouble 
about the sugar,” says I; and then, putting 
him aside, I lifted the latch of the garden 
gate, and went in and saw Miss Ruth. 





CHAPTER III. 


IN WHICH JASPER BEGG MAKES UP HIS 
MIND WHAT TO DO. 


Now, she was sitting in the garden, in a 
kind of arbour built of leaves, and near by 
her was her relative, the rats’-tailed old lady 
we used to call Aunt Rachel. The pair didn’t 
see me as I passed in, but a Chinese servant 
gave ‘“‘Good-day ” to the yellow man we'd 
picked up coming down ; and, at that, Miss 
Ruth—for so I call her, not being able to 
yet Mme. Czerny into my head— Miss Ruth, 
I say, stood up and, the colour tumbling 
into her cheeks like the tide into an empty 
pool, she stood for all the world as though 
she were struck dumb and unable to say a 
word to any man. I, meanwhile, fingered 
my hat and looked foolish ; for it was an odd 
kind of job to have come twelve thousand 
miles upon, and what to say to her with the 
bulking seaman at my elbow the Lord for- 
give me if I knew. 

“Miss Ruth,” says I at last, “I’m here 
according to orders, and the ship's here, and 
we're waiting for you to go aboard " 

Well, she seemed to hear me like one who 
did not catch the meaning of it. I saw her 
put her hand to her throat as though some- 
thing were choking her, and the old lady, the 
one we called Aunt Rachel, cried, “God 
bless me,” two or three times together. But 
the yellow man was the next to speak, and 
he crossed right over to our Miss Ruth’s 
side, and talked in her ear in a voice you 
could have heard up at the hills. 

“You'll not be going aboard to-day, lady. 
Why, what would the master have to say, he 
coming home from foreign parts and you not 
ashore tomeet him? You didn’t say nothing 
about any ship, not as I can remember, and 
mighty pleased the guv’nor will be when he 
knows about it. Shall I tell this party he’d 
better be getting aboard again, eh, ma’am? 
Don’t you think as he’d better be getting 
aboard again ?” 
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He shouted this out for all the world like 
a man hailing from one ship to another. I 
don’t know what put it into my head, but I 
knew from that moment tb-t my mistress 
was afraid, aye, deadly afraic, as it is given 
few to fear in this life. Not that she spoke 
of it, or showed it by any sign a stranger 
might have understood; but there was a look 
in her eyes which was clear to me; “and by 
the heavens above,” said I to myself, “ PI 
know the truth this day, though there be one 
or a hundred yellow boys!” None the less, 
I held my tongue as a wise man should, and 
what I said was spoken to the party with 
the beard. 

“ You’ve a nice soft voice for a nightin- 
gale, that you have,” says I; “if you'd let 
yourself out for a fog-horn to the Scilly Isles, 
you'd go near to make your fortune! Is the 
young lady deaf that you want to bawl like a 
harbour-master? Easy, my man,” says I, 
“you'll hurt your beautiful throat.” 

Well, he turned round savage enough, but 
my mistress, who had siood all the while like 
a statue, spoke now for the first time, and 
holding out both her hands to me she 
cried :— 

“Oh, Captain Begg, Captain Begg, is it 
you at last, to walk right here like this? I 
can’t believe it,” she said; “I really can’t 
believe it!” 

“Why, that’s so,” said I, catch- 
ing her American accent, which was 
the prettiest thing you ever heard ; 
“Im on the way to ’Frisco, and I 
put in here according to my promise. 
My ship’s out yonder, Miss Ruth, 
and there’s some aboard that knows 
you—Peter Bligh and Mister Jacob ; 
and this one, this. is little Dolly 
Venn,” said I, presenting him, 
“though he'll grow bigger by-and- 
by.” 

With this I pushed the boy for- 
ward, and he, all silly and blushing 
as sailors will be when they see a 
pretty woman above their station 
—he took her hand and heaved it 
like a pump-handle; while old 
Aunt Rachel, the funny old woman 
in the glasses, she began to talk 
a lot of nonsense about seamen, as 
she always did, and for a minute 
or two we might have been a 
party of friends met at a street 





corner. a 


“Im glad to find you well, 
Captain Begg,” said she. ‘Such 
a dangerous life, too, the mariner’s. 
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I always pity you poor fellows when 
you climb the rattlesnakes on winter’s 
nights.” 


“ Ratlins you mean, ma’am,” said I, 
“though for that matter, a syllable or two 
don’t count either way. And I hope you're 
not poorly, ma’am, on this queer shore.” 

“T like the island,” says she, solemn and 
stifflike ; ‘‘my dear nephew is an eccentric, 
but we must take our bread as we find it on 
this earth, Mister Begg, and thankful for it 
too. Poor Ruth, now, she is dreadfully dis- 
tressed and unhappy ; but I tell her it will 
all come right in the end. Let her be patient 
a little while and she will have her own way. 
She wants for nothing here—she has every 
comfort. If her husband chooses such a 
home for her she must submit. It is our 
duty to submit to our husbands, captain, 
as the catechism teaches us.” 

“ Aye, when you've got ’em,” thought I, but 
I nodded my head to the old lady and 
turned to my mistress, who was now speaking 
to me. 

“You'll lunch here; why, yes, captain — 
you mustn’t find us inhospitable, even if you 
leave us at once. Mr. Denton, will you 
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please to tell them that Captain Begg lunches 
with me—as soon as possible ? ” 

She turned to the yellow man to give him 
the order ; but there was no mistaking the 
look which passed between them, saying on 
her side : “ Allow me to do this,” on his, “You 
will suffer for it afterwards.” But he went up 
to the veranda of the house right enough, and 
while he was bawling to the cook I spoke the 
first plain word to Mme. Czerny. 

“ Mistress,” I said, “the ship’s there— 
shall we go or stay ?” 

I had meant it to be the plain truth 
between us; on her part the confession 
whether she needed me or did not ; on mine 
the will to serve her whatever might happen 
tome. To my dying day I shall never forget 
her answer. 

“Go,” she said, so low that it was little 
more than a whisper, “ but, oh, for God’s 
sake, Jasper Begg, come back to me again.” 

I nodded my head and turned the talk. 
The man Denton, the one with the yellow 
beard (rated as Kess Denton on the island), 
was back at my side almost before she had 
finished. The old lady began to talk about 
“‘curling-spikes” and “blue Saint Peters ” 
and how much the anchor weighed, and all 
that sort of blarney which she thought ship- 
shape and suited to a poor sailor-man’s 
understanding. I told her a story of a shark 
that swallowed a missionary and his hymn- 
book, and always swam round our ship at 
service times afterwards—and that kept her 
thinking a bit. As for little Dolly Venn, 
he couldn’t keep his eyes off Miss Ruth 
—and I didn’t wonder, for mine went 
that way pretty often. Aye, she had 
changed, too, in those twelve months that 
had passed since last I saw her, the prettiest 
bride that ever held out a finger for a ring in 
the big church at Nice. Her cheeks were all 
fallen away and flushed with a colour which 
was cruelly unhealthy to see. ‘The big blue 
eyes, which I used to see full of laughter and 
a young girl’s life, were ringed round with 
black, and pitiful when they looked at you. 
The hair, parted above the forehead, as it 
always was, and brought down in curls 
above her little ears, didn’t seem to me 
so full of golden threads as it used to be. 
But it was good to hear her plucky talk, 
there at the dinner-table, when she chattered 
away lke some sweet singing bird, and 
Dolly couldn’t turn away his eyes, and the 
yellow boy stood, sour and savage, behind 
her chair, and threw out hints for me to 
sheer off which might have moved the 
Bass Rock. Not that he need have troubled 
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himself, for I had made up my mind 
already what to do; and no sooner was the 
food stowed away than I up and spoke about 
the need of getting on again and such like. 
And with that I said “ Good-bye” to Mistress 
Ruth and “Good-bye” to the old woman, 
and had a shot left in my locker for the 
yellow boy, which I don’t doubt pleased him 
mightily. 

“Good luck to you,” says I; “if you’d a 
wisp of your hair I’d put it in my locket and 
think of you sometimes. When you want 
anything from London you just shout across 
the sea and we'll be hearing you. Deadman’s 
Horn is nothing to you,” said I ; “ you’d scare 
a ship out of the sea if you wasn’t gentle to 
her.” 

Mind you, I said all this as much to put 
him off as anything else, for I'd been careful 
enough to blab no word about the Southern 
Cross being Miss Ruth’s very own ship, nor 
about her orders that we should call at Ken’s 
Island ; and I knew that when a man’s angry 
at what you say to him he doesn’t think 
much of two and two making four, but as 
often as not makes them eight or ten. May- 
be, said I, he’il make it out that I’m on a 
tramp bound for ’Frisco and have touched 
here on the way—and certainly he won’t look 
for my coming back again once he sees our 
smoke on the sky-line. Nor was I wrong. 
My mistress was to tell me that much before 
twelve hours had passed. 

And so it was that I said “ Good-bye ” to 
her, she standing at the garden-gate with a 
brave smile upon her pretty face, and the -. 
yellow man behind her like a savage dog that 
is afraid to bite, but has all the mind to. At 
the valley’s head I turned about, and she was ~ 
still there, looking up wistfully to the hills we 
trod. Thrice I waved my hand to her, and 
thrice she answered, and then together, the 
lad and I, we entered the dark wood and 
saw her no more. 

“Your best leg forward, lad,” said I to 
him, “and mum's the word. There’s work 
to do on the ship, and work ashore for a 
woman’s sake. Are you game for that, 
Dolly—are you game, my boy?” 

Well, he didn’t answer me. Someone up 
in the black gorge above fired a rifle just as 
I spoke; and the bullet came singing down 
like a bird on the wing. Nota soul could I 
see, not a sound could I hear when the roll- 
ing echoes had passed away. It was just 
the silence of the thicket and of the great 
precipices which headed it—a silence which 
might freeze a man’s heart because the 
danger which threatened him was hidden. 
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“ Crouch low to the rocks, lad, and go 
easy,” cried I, when my wits came back 
again; “thats a tongue it doesn’t do to 
quarrel with. The dirty skunks—to fire on un- 
armed men! But we'll return it, Dolly ; as I 
live I'll fire a dozen for every one they 
send us.” 

“Return it, sir,” 
says he; “ but aren’t 
you going aboard ?” 

“Aye,” says I, 
“and coming back 
again like drift on 
an open sea. Now 
let me see you skip 
across that bridge, 
and no mistake 
about it.” 

He darted across 
the chasm’s bridge 
like a chamois. I 
followed him quick 
and clumsy. If my 
heart was in my 
mouth— well, let that 
pass. Not for my 
own sake did I fear 
mortal man that day, 
but for the sake of a 
woman whose very 
life I believed to be 
in danger. 


CHAPTER IV. 
WE GO ABOARD, BUT 
` RETURN AGAIN. 
We made the ship 
safely when twenty 
minutes were passed, 
and ten minutes 
later Mister Jacob 
and Peter Bligh were 
in my cabin with me. 

“Lads,” I said, for 
it was not a day when 
a man picked his 
talk ; “lads,” said I, 
“this ship goes full 
steam ahead for 
’Frisco, and you'll be 
wanting to know the 
reason why. Well, that’s right and proper. 
Let me tell you that she’s steaming to ’Frisco 
because it’s the shortest way to Ken’s Island.” 

They looked queer at this, but my manner 
kept them silent. Every man aboard the 
“Southern Cross had heard the gun fired up 
in the hills, and everyone knew that Dolly 
* Venn and the skipper had raced for their 
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lives to the water’s edge. “What next?” they 
asked ; and I meant to tell them. 

“Yes,” said I, “the shortest way to Ken’s 
Island, and no mistake about it. For what 
does a man do when he sees someone ina 
house and the front doors slammed in his 
face? Why, he goes 
to the back door cer- 
tainly, and for choice 
when the night’s 
dark and the blinds 
are down. "That’s 
what I’m going to 
do this night, lads, 
for the sake of a bit 
of a girl you and I 
would sail far to 
serve.” 

They said, “ Aye, 
aye,” and drew their 
chairs closer. The 
men had been piped 
down to dinner, but 
Peter Bligh forgot 
his, and that was ex- 
traordinary peculiar 
inhim. Mister Jacob 
took snuff as though 
it were chocolate 
powder, and the 
whole of a man spoke 
from his little eyes. 

“Listen,” said I, 
beginning to tell 
them what you know 
already, “here have 
we sailed twelve 
thousand miles at 
Ruth Bellenden’s 
order, and how does 
she receive us? 
Why, with a nod she 
might give a neigh- 
bour going by in the 
street——” 

“They not being 
on speaking terms 
except in church,” 
put in Peter Bligh. 

“Or she wishing 
him to get on with 
his business,” said Mister Jacob, “and not to 
gossip when there was work to do.” 

“ Be that as it may,” I ran on, “the facts 
are as plain to me as eight bells for noon. 
Ruth Bellenden’s married to a foreigner 
who’s next door to a madman. Why, look 
at it—what was the only word she had the 
time or the chance to say? ‘For God’s sake, 
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THE CHASM S BRIDGE 
LIKE A CHAMOIS, 


Original from 


PRINCETON UNIVERSITY 


712 


come back, Jasper Begg, says she. And 
what am I going todo upon that, gentlemen ? 
Why, Im going back, so help me Heaven, 
this very night to learn her trouble.” 

“ And to bring her aboard where she could 
tell it on a fair course, so to speak. You'll 
do that, Mister Begg? ” 

“The night will show what I shall do, 
Mister Jacob. Was there ever such a story ? 


THE STRAND 


A man to marry the best creature that ever - 


put on a pretty bonnet, and to carry her to a 
God-forsaken shore like this! And to ill-treat 
her there! Aye, that’s it. If ever a woman’s 
eyes spoke to me of hard treatment, it was 
Ruth Bellenden’s this morning. She% some 
trouble, lads, some dreadful trouble. She 
doesn’t even ‘speak of itto me The yellow 
boy I’ve made mention of stood by her all 
the time. We talked like two that pass by 
on the ocean. Who'll gainsay that it was an 
unnatural thing? No mortal man can, with 
reason !” 

“ Aye, there’s precious little reason in it, 
by what I make out, captain. You'll know 
more when the young lady’s aboard here 

“ And the yellow boy’s head has a bump 
on the top of it, like the knob what used to 





hang down from my mother’s chandelay—but. 
What time do you put 


that’s idle talking. 
her about to go ashore, captain ? ” 

I was glad to see them coming to it like 
this, and I fell to the plan without further 
parley. 

“ A fair question and a fair answer,” said 1; 
“this ship goes about at eight bells, Peter. 


To Mister Jacob here I trust the safety of the- 


good fellows who go ashore with me. If we 


_ eveMa.man for a fight ; 
_ and the: «civil words after. 
` no blarney. 


` work. 


can bring the mistress aboard to-night, well , 


and good, we've done the best day’s work we . 
If not, that work” 


ever set our hands to. 
must rest until to-morrow night, or the night 
after or the night after that. Eight days from 
now if it happens that nothing is heard from 
the land and no news of us, well, the course 
is plain. 
ahead to ’Frisco, and from there a cable to 
Kenrick’ Beilenden, and the plain intimation 
that his sister has pretty bad need of him on 
Ken’s Island.” 

“ And of an American warship, if one is 
forthcoming.” 

“It may be, Mister Jacob ; it may be that 
though the devil’s ashore these are the only 
ones that could tell you that. But you’re a 
man of understanding, and your part will be 
done. I rely upon you as between ship- 
mates.” 

He took a pinch of snuff, and flapping his 
coat-tails (for he was always rigged out in 
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the naval officer way) he answered what I 
wished. 

“As between shipmates, I will do my 
duty,” said he. 

“I knew it; I’ve known it from the be- 
ginning,” said I. “What’s left when you’ve 
done is the shore part, and that’s not so easy. 
Peter -Bligh’s oming, and I couldn’t well 
leave Dolly on board. Give me our hulking 
carpentér, Seth Barker, and I'll lighten the 
ship ng‘ more. Were short-handed as it is. 
And, besides, if four won’t serve, then forty 
would be no better. What we can do 
yonder. wits, and not revolvers, must bring 
about. But Ill not go with sugar-sticks, 
you take my word for it, and any man that 
points a gun at me will wish he'd gone 


‘shooting sheep.” 


“ Aye, aye, to that,” cried Peter, who was 
“the shooting first 

That’s sense and 
When my poor father was tried 
at Swansea, his native place, for hitting an 
Excise, man*with a ham n 

“Peter, Peter,” cried I, “’tis not with 
hams you'll be hitting folks yonder, take my 
word -for it. This job may find us on a 
child’s errand ortit may find us doing men’s 
Eight bells on the first watch will tell 
the whole of the story. Until that time I 
shall hold my tongue about it, but I don’t go 
ashore: as I goto a picnic, and I don’t make 
a boast about what I may presently cry out 





- about.” 


wy 


“Well, they were both of my way of think- 
, and when. we'd talked a little more about 
it, and I’d opéned the arm-chest and looked 
over:the few guns and pistols we'd got there, 
and we'd called the lad Dolly down and 
promised him that he should come with us, 
and the. men had been given to understand 
that the skipper was to go ashore by-and- 


«by on an; important business, Peter and 


In that case it will be full steam - 


thé’ others 


went to their dinner and I 
took my turn on the bridge. The swell was 
running ‘strongly then, and the wind blew 
fresh from the ‘north-east. We'd lost all 
sight of the island, and spoke but one ship, a 
small mail steamer from Santa Cruz bound 
for the Yellow Sea, which signalled us “ All 
well” at six bells in the afternoon watch. 
From that time I went dead slow and began 
to bring the Southern Cross about. The 
work was begun that very hour, I always say. 

Now, I’ve told all this, short and brief, and 
with no talk of my own about it.’ The thing 
had come so sudden, I knew so little of Ruth 
Bellenden’s trouble or of what had befallen 
her on the island, that I Was liké a man in 
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the dark groping blindly, yet set on hearing 
the truth. As for the crew, well, you may be 
sure that Dolly Venn had put his side of the 
story about, and when they knew that my 
mistress was ashore there and in some.danger, 
I believe they'd have put me-in irons ‘if Pd 
so much as spoken of going back. Risky 
it was, so much I won't deny ; but who 
wouldn't risk more than his own paltry skin 
to save a woman ın trouble, and she, so to 
speak, a shipmate? There was not a 
man aboard, Ill stake my life, who wouldn’t 
have gone to the land- willingly for Ruth 
Bellenden’s sake though hed been told, 
sure and certain, that Ken’s Island must be 
his‘ grave. And wed always the ship, mind 
you, and the knowledge that she would go to 
’Frisco'to get us help. A fools hope, I say 
now. For how could we know that the 
Southern Cross would be at the bottom of 
the sea, fifteen *thousand fathoms down, 
before the week. was run? We couldn’t 
know it; yet that was what happened, and 
that is why no help came to us. 

We had put the ship about at.six bells in 
the afternoon watch, but it was eight bells 
in the second 
dog (the night 
being too clear 
for my liking 
and a full moon 
showing bright 
in the sky) that 
we sighted 
Ken’s Island 
for the second 
time, and for 
the second time 
prepared to go 
ashore. The 
longboat was 
ready by this 
time, her barrels 
full of water and 
her lockers full 
of biscuit. Such 
arms as we were 
to carry were 
partly stowed in 
water-proof 
sheeting — the 
rifles, and the 
cartridges for 
them ; but the 
revolvers we 
carried, and a 
good Sheffield 
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knife a man, which we weren’t going to cut 
potatoes with. For the rest, I made them 
put ın a few stout blankets, and more rations 
than might have served for such a trip. 
“ Good beginnings make good endings,” said 
I; “what we haven’t need of, lads, we can 
carry aboard again. The longboat’s back 
won't ache, be sure of it.” 

All this, I say, was done when the moon 
showed us the island like a great barren rock 
rising up sheer from the sea. And when it 
was done, Mister Jacob called my attention 
to something which in the hurry of shore- 
going I might never have seen at all or 
thought about. It was nothing less than 
this—that their fool’s beacon was out to- 
night, and all the sea about it as black as 
ink. Whoever set up the light, then, did not 
use it for a seaman’s benefit, but for his own 
whim. I reckoned up the situation at a 
glance, and even at that early stage I began 
to know the terrible meaning of it. 

“ Mister Jacob,” said I, “those that keep 
that beacon are either fools or knaves.” 

“ Or both, sir,” said he. 

“Which one is the own brother to the 
other. Aye, cap- 
tain, ‘tis lucky 
ye’ve the parish 
lantern, as my 
poor father used 
to say when——” 

But Peter 
Bligh never 
finished it that 
night. The 
words were still 
in his mouth 
when a rocket 
shot up over the 
sea and, burst- 
ing in a cloud 
of gold -blue 
sparks, cast a 
weird, cold light 
upon rock and 
reef and all that 
troubled sea. 
And as the 
rocket fell our 
big carpenter, 
Seth Barker, 
standing aft by 
the hatch, cries 
out: “Ship 
ashore! Ship 
ashore, by -—!” 


(To be continued.) 
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[We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.) 


WHERE SHERLOCK HOLMES DIED. 
“ I am seņding you herewith a photo. of the Lower 
Reichenbach Falls, Switzerland, which I took about 
tiree years ago. It was taken not long after the time 


when Dr. Conan Doyle, in the series of detective tales 
which appeared in THE STRAND, ended the life of his 





hero, Sherlock Holmes, at the famous Reichenbacn 
Falls, and the place shown in the photo. is that which 
many of the guides at Meiringen were then pointing 
out to visitors as ‘the identical spot where the body 
of your great English detective, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 
was found.’ Sherlock Holmes, having once more 
come to life, I thought your readers might be inter- 
ested in seeing a photo. of the place where his body 
is stated to have been recovered.”—Mr. Herbert J. 
Mason, Carlton House, George Road, Edgbaston. 








AN EXTRAORDINARY SHADOW. 

“ The photo. of an extraordinary shadow, which 1 
send you, was taken in Kingsham Garden, Chichester. 
It has curiously enough taken the distinct form ofa 
horse’s head with the reins most distinctly shown.” — 
Master R. Habin, Chichester. 





A MUSICAL JOKE. 

“I send you one of Sir John Stainer’s musical jokes, 
two hymns in one—in B flat or G major, according to 
the manner in which it is read, upside up or upside 
down. It was written as an autograph for a friend of 
his son’s.”— Miss Warmington, 146, Burnt Ash Hill, 
Lee, S.E. J 
































* Copyright, 1901, by George Newnes, Limited. 
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A VERTICAL STRAWBERRY-BED. = 

“I send you a couple of photographs of my some- 
what novel strawberry-bed. I took an old barrel 
and made a number of holes into it, as seen in the 
first photograph. I then filled the barrel with suitable 
ground and planted the young strawberry plants 
through the holes. The first photograph shows the 
first stage of the strawberry-bed soon after planting. 
The second photo. was taken later. The barrel is 


covered with foliage, flower and fruit being found 
among the leaves in great profusion.” —Frau Behrend, 
Arnau, East Prussia. 


1 —— = 





AN ANCHOR IN MID.-AIR. s 
“The photo. represents an anchor dropping from 
a height of 12ft. on to a 2in. iron slab placed on a 
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bed of concrete, 6ft. thick, so as to fulfil the drop test 
to meet the requirements of Lloyd’s Register of 
British and Foreign Shipping before being accepted 


as fit for use on board of merchant ships. The 
anchor is made of cast steel, weighing over 1 tons, 
and was manufactured by Messrs. W. Shaw and Co., 
Wellington Foundry, Midälesbrough, and is one of 
Messrs. Tyzack and Co.’s Patent Bulldog Stockless 
Anchors.” —An anonymous contributor. 





AN APPLE TREE WORTH HAVING. 

“ Inclosed is a photo. which may prove of interest 
to your readers. It is of a bunch of five fine apples 
growing on the stock of a tree about 2ft. from the 
ground and 5ft. or 6ft. from the branches. According 
to gardeners in the neighbourhood this is quite 
unique. The genuineness of the fact can be vouched 
for (if necessary) by the gentleman in whose garden 
the incident occurred and by his gardener.” —Mr. 
P. R. Palmer, Hartley Whitney, Winchfield. 
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A CAMERA THAT “TELLS STORIES.” 

‘* Perhaps you might find space under the head of 
‘ Curiosities? in your Magazine for the inclosed 
photograph. You will see that a man appears to be 
rowing a boat up a mountain side. It was taken by 
me in North Wales at Lal-y-llyn Lake, and, of 
course, what appears to be a mountain is in reality 
the lake; the result, I suppose, of two exposures by 
mistake on one film, or it may have been reflection.” 
—Lieut.-Colonel M. O. Stanley, 63, Gloucester 
Terrace, Hyde Park, W. -> 





A WIDE-AWAKE BANK MANAGER. 
“Westerners, as residents of the State of 
Nebraska are known along the Atlantic Coast, 
although Nebraska is almost the geographical 
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~ centre of the United 
States, are reputed to be 
‘hustlers,’ and the accom- 
panying photograph bears 
testimony to that reputa- 
tion.” It shows ‘The 
Bank of Callaway’ the dz 
after afire had destroyed all 
of the bank building but 
the vault. With charac. 
teristic enterprise Mr. H. 
H, Andrews, the cashier of 
the bank, placed a chair and 
atable in the vault, opened 
the door, and, by painting 
the title of the bank on the 
exterior of the vault, an- 
nounced that he was ready 
for business. This Pe 
graph he sent to a friend, 
who is vice-president of one 
of-the largest banks in 
Boston, and on the back of 
it he wrote: “Still in the 
. ring, though decidedly dis- 
: figured.’ "Mr. Thomas J. 

Feeney, Boston Herald, Boston, Mass. : 





THIS MARE SITS DOWN WHEN TIRED. 
“ Mre P. J. Turnbull, a Cleveland (Ohio) plumber, 
is the owner of a horse which has developed a 





The animai, 
a young grey mare, when broken to harness displayet 
a balky spirit, and when overtaken by a fit of sulis 
immediately sits upon her haunches like a dog 
Neither persuasion nor punishment has the slight 


peculiarity unusual to the equine race. 


effect until the fit passes. The accompanying phot 
graph was secured while the mare was taking a bali 
hour’s rest on one of the West Side streets. The 
animal always attracts curious crowds when taking be! 
peculiar rests.” —Mr. Clifford Quigley, 413, Amenc® 
Trust Building, Cleveland, O. 
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A TRACTION 
ENGINE OF WOOD. 


The wonderfully 
complete model of a 
traction engine shown 
in this photograph is 
the handiwork of Mr. 
Charles Pope, of Tem- 
birland, Lincolnshire, 
whose achievement is 
rendered all the more 
remarkable from the 
fact that his entire 
tool outfit consisted 
of a pocket knife, a 
half-inch saw, and an 
oll file. The entire 
model is practically 
made out of old boxes, 
the boiler being 
covered with tin from 
disused sweet canisters. 
The fly and steerage 
wheels are cut out of 
one piece of wood 
from a soda box, 
which was first of 
all boiled and then : 
turned to the required shape. The model is 4ft. 7in. long, given “herewith. Although eighty- 
by 2ft. 3in. wide, and every joint and part of mechanism is two years of ‘age, ‘he accom- 
in perfect working order, being copied in miniature from an ordinary panied the battalion to its annual 
traction engine. camp this year at St. Anne’s, and dur- 
ing the year he made 48 in his class- 
firing, a score which many lads cf 
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DOG LEAPING AFTER A BALL. 


This is not a ‘‘spirit photograph,” but a snap-shot taken by Mr. 
Jesse W. Gainsford, of Woodthorpe Hall, Sheffield, representing 
is fox-terrier in the act of catching a tennis ball thrown into the 
air. The dog watches the ball riseand descend. Then when it is 
about five feet from the ground he leaps into the air and catches 
itin his mouth, frequently performing the most amazing evolu- 
tions in the attempt. 








THE OLDEST VOLUNTEER IN ENGLAND. 


e twenty fail to obtain. He joined the 
The Volunteer Force includes a good many veterans amongst its Volunteers in 1860, but is compelled 
ranks, but the honour of being absolutely the oldest volurteer in to retire this year. Mr. Bancroft 
England belongs to Lance-sergt. James Bancroft, of (F) Cheadle has been a bell - ringer at Cheadle 
Company, 3rd V.B. Cheshire Regiment, whose photograph is Parish Church over sixty years 
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WHAT EVER IS THIS? 


“ I send a photo., which I hope you 
will insert in THE STRAND. It wás 
taken at the seaside during the holi- 
days, and just as the snap-shot was 
taken the dog got behind the baby, 
When the photo. was developed it 
took ‘some time to make out what 
the awful creature sitting beside the 
baby was. The dog’s head is near 
the ground, and its tail forms the 
monster’s head; but we cannot account 
at all for the face. The dog’s ear makes 
the animal’s tail.”—Mr. T. S. Dixon, 
12, Brambledown, Crouch Hill, N. 


















.A WHITE SPARROW, 

“I am sending you a 
photo. of a white spar- 
row, which my father 
caught in the garden 
last July. He kept it 
in a cage for about a 
month, and then it 
died, so he had it 
stuffed. The taxider 
mist said he had- never 
seen one before, and 
I have never heard of 
one before. I wonder 
if any of your readers 
have ever heard of a 
white sparrow. I 
hope you will think 
it worthy of your 
‘Curiosity’ page.”— 
Mr. W. R. Gaskell, 
“ Roseleigh,” Woolton. 


THE POST-OFFICE AND OURSELVES. 

As our readers will readily assume, Messrs. Geo. 
Newnes, Ltd., are on remarkably good terms with the 
postal authorities. “It is no small compliment to the 
perspicacity of that hard-worked and much-abused 
body that the envelope, of which the direction is 
formed by a photograph of part of our offices, was 
delivered within a few hours of posting at St. Neots, 
Hunts. We sincerely hope, by the way, that the 
publication of this photograph will not throw too great 
a strain upon the experts who deal with this phase of 
the country’s correspondence by inducing those of our 
subscribers who are photographically inclined to go 
and do likewise. 
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ER BUILT OF FI 

The Westchester County Agricultural Society has 
gained the honour of having, at its recent exhibit, 
one of the most unique and appropriate of attractions. 
It consisted of a tower of fruit and vegetables as 
shawn in the accompanying photograph. The 
design of this tower of fruit shows more than artistic 
skill. Fach panel or circle had to be constructed 
with relation to its neighbour in size, shape, and 
colour, and it was 
most successfully 
accomplished. It 
must have required 
a great amount of 
thought and consider- 
able patience in its 
building. The neat 
designs on the base 
were made of various 
nuts, while on the 
‘ledges and corners 
lcan be seen the 
‘squash, citron, and 
other large products 
of the field. The 
circle of small cab- 
bages at the base of 
the column is quite 
noticeable, and 
apples played a pro- 
minent part in the 
decoration. Other 
hard fruits were also 


used, The upper 
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portion or capital of the column was built of grain, 
and above all rose a flag-pole. Photograph sent by 
Mr. H. L. Varian, of Mount Vernon, New York. 


A TRAGEDY IN BEETLE LIFE. 

Here is a photograph illustrating a curious tragedy in 
beetle life. This beetle, being perhaps short-sighted, 
flew on to a spike of a fence of barbed wire. It is 
not the work of the butcher bird, as the victim had na 





companions, and was untouched for about a week, when 
a spider found it ; also, its position was horizontal, as 
it would be in flight. “‘r. T. K. Evans, 7, Clarendon 
Villas, Oxford, is respe ` 'e for this contribution. 
: Å S ROADWAY. 

f o of H.M.S. Arethusa, 
CT N T inclose the following 
photograph, taxen Oya. =. nox, Vancouver Island, 
B.C. ; it shows a handy man’s roadway when no 
other material was available, and is a good example 
of the handy man’s ingenuity. The spit on which 
this rifle range is built consists of deep, loose sand, 
except for the two plots of grass in the photo., and, 
no stones or timber being available, a large number 
of condemned boiler - tubes were brought from 
Esquimault Dockyard and laid down. The whole 
range, houses, butts, and firing points, etc., were 
built by Jack. A rough estimate in round numbers 
of the boiler-tubes is about 150,000.” 


- 
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“ONLY HALF AN 
ACCIDENT.” 
“Here is a rather 
culiar photograph. 
Jhile bending Ta 
drawing on which 
I was engaged i 
chanced to move my 
arm, and feeling my 
elbow coming in con- 
tact with something 
I looked round, expect- 
ing to find that a 
bottle of Chinese ink 
had been overturned. 
I was surprised, how- 
ever, to see it stand- 
ing in the position 
shown, exactly bal- 
anced on its edge, in 
which position it re- 
mained long enough 
for me to get a snap- 
shot of it, a camera 
fortunately being 





SA = z ready to hand. After 
WORTHY SONS OF A SPORTSMAN. replacing it in its 
“The clever feat illustrated by the accompanying photo- correct position it was only with the greatest 
graph is one performed by the plucky sons of Mr. Winans, difficulty that it was again restored to the 
the celebrated revolver-shot. The boys ride down the critical position on its edge, so it was a 
steps on their bicycles at the rate of ten miles an hour, 
turning the corners without any trouble!” — Mr. Hugh 
Penfold, 100, High Street, Ashford. 





most curious occurrence that it should have 
been accidentally knocked into it, the bottle 
being half ful' at the time.” —Mr. C. Stirling, 
26, Palace St eet, S.W. 


THE RESULT OF A 
LANDSLIP. 


“This photograph 
was taken in the He- 
brides. The view is the 
face of a cliff which had 
a wire railing along the 





A JUBILEE STAMP- 
SNAKE. 


“ This remarkable snake 
is made entirely of penny 
English stamps, no half- 
penny ones. There are 


32,500 stamps, not in- 
“cluding the head, which 
ås` cloth: covered with 
stamps. The snake is 
gyds. in length, and took 
me about nine years to 
make. It weighs 531b.” 
— Miss Bleare Cranesbie, 
Elmsley Road, Mossley 
Hill, Liverpool. 
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edge to prevent cattle 
from falling over. One 
of the iron supports was 
leaded into a large stone. 
A landslip occurr d. 
leaving th> -tone su» 
pended in « | - air." — 
Mr. A. N. Dowding, 
H.M.S. Britannia, 
Dartmouth. 
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